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PROLOGUE

HIS book is for all who, like myself, have lived
‘and loved, drunk deeply, danced abandonedly,
sought happiness in the satisfaction of the
ble senses—and have found only boredom and

: you who have scanned your mirrored image
d nothing behind the perfumes and cosmetics

» mask of clay; who have felt the highball
r in your mouth and the cigarette smoke with-
0 have turned expectant ears to the drums
s and heard only unpatterned din; who
perate pages of psycho-analytical lore ;
place to place, from thought to
nd who have nowhere found answer
le that life lays upon the restless




SUNBURST

CHAPTER 1

THE CAGE

like some wild bird thrust into a cage. Forming

the bars of my cage was my mother’s will. I
remember her now, with her delicately chiselled features,
as daintily tinted as a miniature in ivoty, but with the
firm chin which denotes determination. She wore her
reddish blonde hair parted in the middle, brushed softly
back and held in place by a tortoiseshell band beaded
across the top in the fashion of to-day. My peace-loving
father frequently teased her by calling her * Bismarck,”
after Germany’s Iron Chancellor, although her family
had come from Holland, Mothert’s retort was * Kaiser |

Usually I picture her sitting in our stuffy, heavily-
carpeted living-room, reading heavy verses aloud from
the Bible. Through the lace-curtained window I would
steal covert glances of white snow inviting me to slide
and romp with other children, but my mother kept me
listening in torment and impatience to the impact of
words that I did not understand.

God, Sin, Sacrifice, Salvation—the words formed a
tetrifying sound in my six-year-old brain, without my
being able to comprehend a single syllable.

Setvice to God and the Saviour, the thwarting of a
wicked being called Satan, these were my mother’s
constant preoccupation. Beyond the bars of my mother’s
Will loomed the barriers of the house itself. A six-foot
ifon fence thickly vined thrust warning fingers into the
air, shutting out the fascinating world beyond. The red

II

OFTEN I think of myself as entering the world
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brick walls seemed to glower upon the friendly frame
buildings of our neighbours. The heavy lace curtains,
the heavy carpets with their stiff, artificial flowers ; the
stuffy brocade drapes, the high-backed chairs upholstered
in old leather and plush, with ponderous walnut legs
terminating in lion’s claws, the cluttered cabinets, the
flowers that clambered to the high ceiling on the wall-
paper all infuriated me. I even grew to loathe the
colours of my prison—brown, red and green.

My mother was fair and blue-eyed, I dark-eyed with
brown hair like my Swiss father; and I believe my
mother always resented this. At first I understood
dimly that it had something to do with “ Ethel,” whom
Mother always referred to as my “ older sister,” although
she had lived less than a year, but that was before I was
born.

My “ older sister ” had been fair and blue-eyed like
the members of my mother’s side of the family. When
I came into the world—dark, like an Italian doll, left-
handed and with one precocious tooth—my mother
felt somehow that life and father had conspired against
her. She had prayed that I would be a blonde baby girl
— a replica, I suppose, of Ethel. All these things I
learned gradually, bit by bit, out of scraps of conversa-
tion and recriminations which were frequently uttered
in my presence.

In time I learned how my mother, who had once
loved fine clothes and jewellery, attended balls and
theatres, read love stories and enjoyed fine wine, had
been converted into the mother I knew.

Months had passed since she had lost her first-born
child, and though she attempted to conceal her grief
behind her gay life, to bury it beneath the weight of
social activity and worldly amusements, she had
remained inwardly inconsolable. Then someone had
urged her to hear an evangelist, so, dressed in her
smartest taffeta frock, long heavy gold ear-rings dangling
from her ears, she had driven to the hall and, somewhat
contemptuously, taken a seat near the door, where
she could view the amusing reactions of the others
without herself being observed. The sermon was
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drawing to a close when the evangelist suddenly let his
voice drop and in a tone that seemed directly aimed at
her heart asked :

« How many present have lost a loved one? How
many of you realize that unless you believe that Jesus
died on the cross for your sins you will be lost, and you
will never see that loved one again?” At this point
he seemed to be looking straight at her.

The sermon cnded. Most of the audience rose and
left, but my mother remained seated through the rumble
and confusion of their departure, tears rolling down her
cheeks. As he was leaving the hall the speaker per-
ceived her sitting there alone weeping, paused beside
her and in his sympathetic voice addressed her :

* Madam, I see that you are very unhappy. Can it be
that you have lost someone?” Mother nodded.

The evangelist sat down beside my little grief-stricken
mother (she was only twenty-two years old at the time)
and in his most persuasive manner held out to her a
vision of life eternal that lies beyond the grave, of God’s
love and of the divine mission of His only Begotten
Son.

When my mother returned home a few minutes later,
she stripped off her long ear-rings and rings, and put
them away in her ivory jewel case, changed her fashion-
able clothes, brushed out her golden curls into the
severe simplicity of a straight hard part and came down
to the living-room to announce to Father her renunciation
forever of the pleasures of the flesh and the ways of the
world.

From a woman indifferent to church and church-goers
she seemed to become a person obsessed with a single
idea—to obtain a seat in Heaven beside her beautiful
child. Her laughter and gaiety died. She spent most of

€r leisure studying the Bible, in prayer and singing

hymns. She visited all churches at first, looked into
thelr creeds, but found they had strayed far from literal
iterpretation. Her own home became her church—
and outs,

When I was about eight years old, I remember
feturning home from California with Mother on the

"y
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Pullman, my restless eyes watching her impatiently as
she sat quietly studying her Bible.

“ Mama,” a perplexing thought suddenly popped into
my head, ““ what happens to all the little heathens that
die who don’t believe that Jesus Christ died on the cross
for their sins ?

She looked puzzled for a minute, then answered:
“ Well, darling, the Bible says that anyone who doesn’t
believe that is punished and sent to hell.”

“ How do you know ?

“It is in the Bible, dear.”

“ Well, Jesus didn’t write the Bible by hand,” I
persisted. “ And whoever put it in the book must have
made a mistake. Because you told me God is love. And
if God really said the little heathen children must go to
hell, I hate that kind of a god! I hate him!| I would
rather go to hell with the other little heathen children
than to heaven with such a god!”

From then on I loathed the sight of even the cover
of the Bible, and felt that I could help my mother to
understand things better if she would only listen to my
advice. If I walked into a room and saw the Book on a
table, I would either hide it behind something or walk
out of the room with my lip cutled in contempt. “I
will marry the first boy who asks me,” I would say, “ so
I will never have to look at the cover of that book again.
There’ll never be one in my home.”

My father seemed gentle and romantic in comparison
with my mother, who seemed to have little difficulty
twisting him around her finger in spite of his six feet one.
It was always he who interceded for me and saved
me from frequent reprimands and punishment. This
wonderful father of mine had his fads, he collected rare
stamps and treatises on the subject of health. He insisted
that the entire household eat graham bread, and I was
neatly ten years old before I had tasted white bread for the
first time. This was at a tea-party, and I thought it was
cake. But his ideas about cold baths in winter, deep
breathing and callisthenics morning and night, he kept
largely to himself, although I was encouraged to join
him. For this I have always been grateful.
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+ my first memory is of sitting in a high chair,
tfyﬁg(\)f;nlyyto reach myrydish of cereal with the spoon
clutched in my left hand. Mother had ingeniously
fastened it by means of a ribbon in such a manner that
I was unable to use it. I tried to use my awkward right
hand, but the porridge spilled over my bib. My child-
hood seemed to be one largely of frustration.

I remember my father saying : “ But Casar and Nero
were left-handed.”

“Yes,” Mother replied, ““but do you want ‘your’
daughter to become another such godless creature ? ”

Once when in a quarrel with the little girl next door
over her refusal to share with me her tiny cooking-stove,
I sank my teeth in her arm. As soon as Mother heard
of this outrageous behaviour she decided to cure me for
all time of this tendency, by biting my arm just hard
enough to leave the imprint of her teeth. Howling, I
went to my nursery, took a pencil and outlined the
indentations so that I could show them to my father
after they disapgeared. I was four years old at that time.
The pencil-marks were soon washed away, but their mark
on my memory is indelible. I never bit anyone again.

One of my mother’s favourite mottoes was * Spare
the rod and spoil the child.” Only in place of a rod she
used a leather strap, which was kept rolled up on a con-
venient shelf. The effect of such punishment, usually
administered first on one hand andp then on the other,
was apparently the reverse of what she intended. It
only served to strengthen my natural spirit of indepen-
dence and revolt.

Late one afternoon we were in the midst of one of
these sessions, the cause of which has long slipped my
memoty. “ You have to do it,” insisted my mother. “I
won’t,” was my teply.

“You will I

“I won’t 1

_Taking the strap from the shelf, Mother said : ““ Now
Will you do it | “The strap stung my outstretched hand.
How I wished she would coax me to say  yes,” take me
10 her arms and let me say : “ I’m sorry, Mother.”

Instead I answered “ No again, biting back the tears

e
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to deny her the satisfaction of knowing she had hurt me,
I was more angry than hurt. The door suddenly opened
and I saw Father standing there looking at me, his dark
eyes filled more with sorrow than anger. I let out the
sobs I had been suppressing and began screaming for the
effect I knew it would have on him.

“ Agnes, don’t you realize you can’t break her will
that way ? > my father cried.

“If you hadn’t just come in, in time to spoil every-
thing, she would have said * yes,” > my mother retorted,
her eyes flashing.

¢ She will never say ‘yes’ | > Father exclaimed, catch-
ing me up in his arms and holding me tightly against
him, to my mother’s disgust.

My mother’s purpose was to make me “a perfect
housewife.” When I reached the age of twelve, and was
considered old enough, I was obliged to clean my own

<

room two days a week, the housekeeper checking up to_

see whether I had left a speck of dust on anything. Twice
a week I had to prepare and cook two special dishes for
dinner. It was many years before I appreciated my
mother’s wisdom and early training in the management
of my own affairs.

There was little time for play or * recreation,” other
than the singing of hymns and listening to long dis-
courses on the Bible and other dull subjects in the
programme laid down for me. Climbing trees and other
vigorous spotts, playing with boys, occasional whistling,
taking part in or attending plays, reading fiction unless
it contained a moral and was hopelessly dull, wearing
pretty clothes and trinkets, were all taboo.

When I pleaded to have my hair curled, braided or
wound in curlers before going to bed, I would be re-
minded of the disapproval of such vanity expressed in
the First Epistle of St. Peter, chapter iii, verse 3 :

“ Whose adorning let it not be that outward adorning
of plaiting the hair, and of wearing of gold, or of putting
on of apparel.”

This quotation was also applied when relatives and
friends brought trinkets at Christmas or birthday gifts-
Mother refused to allow me to accept them, and to my
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pointment they would b; exchanged 'for ‘ some-
o else.”” When I was permitted to take piano lessons,
~were for religious music only.
My starved love for beauty, I endeavoured to gratify
tetly. In a little box concealed in my dresser drawer,
ollected scores of tin rings given away on sticks of
andy which I bought on my way home from school.
would slip these on my fingers, drape myself in bed-
spread or velvet curtain and with hair piled high strut
and down before my mirror, pretending to be some
nd-duchess or actress. Yes, that was it! I would
great actress and live in grand style in the gay city
New York. I began to tell other children that I had
1 born in New York and expected to go back there
ain some day.
n accordance with my mother’s views, my clothes
e of the best quality, though of course the simplest.
longing for finery caused my first (and last) theft
n I was seven years old. Mother had taken me to
illiner’s shop to buy me a leghorn hat. Finally
lected a beautiful one fastening beneath the chin
elicate canary-coloured ribbon.
mma, can’t I have it trimmed with forget-me-
buttercups ? ’ I asked. ““ It looks so plain.”
NO dear, such things are vanity.”
at, Mother ! ” She smiled and shook her head
heart turned cold.
€ forbidden flowers became an obsession. Every
L donned my hat their absence brought a clutch to
ueart. Every time I walked in its vicinity, the
€r’s shop drew my footsteps toward it like some
levolent magnet. I would stand for ten minutes at
€, peering through the window at the bunches of
ht]Y. coloured artificial flowers displayed so tempt-
"8 within. Every once in a while T would see one
€ Customers select a bunch and hold it next to one
the hats to try the effect. One day temptation over-
ed me. I walked inside pretending to be “look-
around  and, when I felt sure that no one was
B8, edged over to the counter and slipped a bunch

Siget-me-nots into my coat pocket.
B

r
<
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I ran home with my flowers, locked them in an old
steel box which Father had given me, and hid the box
underneath the steps in the garden. I could scarcely
wait for school to be over so that I could take them out
again and feast my eyes upon them. Except for my tin
rings that were round sticks of candy, they were the
only ornament I owned. In the privacy of my own room
I pinned them on my hat and tasted the ecstatic enjoy-
ment of viewing my reflection. As soon as I was an
actress I should have these flowers sewn on another
hat. Then I would parade down the streets of New
York like any other fashionably dressed woman. Hat
on head, I did my school homework, every few minutes
touching the flowers with my hands or looking into the
glass to reassure myself that they really were there.
Then, just before kneeling down to say my prayers
and slip into bed, I removed my beloved flowers,
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kissed them passionately and returned them until the,

morrow to their place of concealment inside my pillow-
case.

Since then I have visited the finest gardens in the
world, but no Persian lilacs, or flaming Japanese chry-

santhemums, or vivid Borneo orchids have brought me

one-tenth the thrill of those silken artificial flowers.

At last the inevitable day of reckoning fell. A bill
for the flowers I had taken arrived, and though I
desperately denied their possession, my treasures were
discovered and taken from me. I do not know how to

describe the tragedy of their loss, but ever since my
sixteenth year by way of recompense, I have had fresh

flowers placed in my rooms almost daily.

“See!” cried Mother triumphantly, turning upon
Father as soon as she had taken my lovely flowers from

me. ““ At least there’s no such streak in my family!
Your adventurous father and all his ideals !

This remark was meant as a jibe at my fine grand-
father who had been an officer of the Swiss Guatd at the
Vatican, in the service of King Ferdinand of Spaln,

the first officer to introduce the German sword manua

into the British Army in England, and a colonel in the
The horrors of the Crimea had been to0

Crimean War,
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for his martial spirit and he had fled to America
owaway. He had changed his name and lived
nown as far as his past was concerned until a dis-
nished looking baron arrived from Switzerland in
h of his brother, who turned out to be my grand-
er. The resemblance between the visitor and my
ndfather was so apparent that the latter was grudgingly
ed to admit that they wete brothers. Little by little
ory of my grandfather’s desertion came to light,
eniously pieced together out of odd facts that my
ndfather was compelled to admit. I took a romantic
ildishly exaggerated pride in being descended
2 nobleman.
nine I became firmly convinced that my mother
1 me and I made up my mind to run away from home,
art and become an actress. For weeks I wheedled
penny I could until my little iron bank held fully
dollars.
~was a Friday afternoon in early winter and the
fallen snow glistened on the walk outside like some
white carpet leading to unknown adventure and
I had completed the last of my carefully laid
- My room was immaculate. I had recited my
esson creditably. I had finished my hour’s
of scales and hymns.
ad already put on every bit of clothing I could
2€ into—three sets of underwear, three pairs of
0gs, four petticoats, four dresses, tan leather
38, shiny rubbers over my shoes, my red felt
med with grey Persian baby lamb, a fur cap
ed over the ears, woollen gloves lined with silk
Y lambskin muff. My pockets bulged with two
4 Pairs of stockings and handkerchiefs and under
arm I hugged a little package of my favourite
utes—the gold-edged black china trick mug v hich
8t00d on the marble mantel in the library and which
DY holes near the top so that water dripped on
awaty drinker, the mulberry porcelain vase and the
2Cen china box with the dainty lady plying a fan
€ cover,

00 d
k a last look at my room—the chintz-covered
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ivory bed, the walnut crib in which I had formerly
slept and in which my doll now reposed. The little toy
bureau and chairs neatly arranged in the corner, the
bureau in two shades of ivory, the straight-back chair
which I had always hated ; the shiny rocker. 1 kissed
my dolls for the last time and tucked them in, took up
my little bundle, dashed down the back stairs, through
the side door and out into the waiting world.

As rapidly as my excess clothing permitted I hurried
down town and bought a newspaper, and eagerly
scanned the wants ads. under the heading “ Females.”
Every advertisement demanded experienced help and 1
began to realize that I looked too young to apply.
Then my eyes fell upon an advertisement for a “ mother’s
help ” to take care of a child of two, wages four dollars
a month. The job seemed made for me and full of hope.
I waddled the fifteen blocks looking like an animated
clothes rack.

It was 4.30 p.m. and growing dark—and lonesome—

when I rang the bell. Heart thumping expectantly,
perspiring beneath the layer of clothes, I watched the
door open and a ruddy-faced maid appear.

“1 saw this ad. in the paper,” I began, when I noticed
the maid staring at me in such evident amazement that
I felt my opportunity for independence fast melting
away.

“ Land alive ! ” she ejaculated.

I was ushered into the presence of Mrs. William James
Dougherty, a kindly-faced woman of about my mother’s
age, who looked at me for almost a minute out of
sympathetic brown eyes before speaking :

“ What can you do ? ” she finally asked.

“Iam a good housekeeper, and I expect one day off
each week.”

“ All right, my dear, Jenny will show you to your
room where you may take your things off.”

The room was occupied by Mrs. Dougherty’s mother-
in-law. The closet and wardrobe pleased me immenself'
but I dreaded the prospect of undressing before an o d
woman. The moment I was left alone, I began peeling
off my surplus clothing and putting it neatly away. By
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ime I had finished and washed dinner was ready
I dined with the family.

Everything about the dining-room delighted me, but
articularly the thin glass tumblers, etched near the
s, and so much more elegant, to my notion, than the
avy cut-glass tumblers at home. There was such a
rming air of informality and humorous good nature
at I felt immediately at ease. To my surprise, “ grace
as not said and, unlike my parents, the Doughertys
ept up a constant stream of subtle jokes and laughter.
answer to numerous questions, I told them that my
me was Viola Comstock, that my parents were dead
d that I had just come from my grandmother’s home
. New York. Mr. and Mrs. Dougherty smiled and
vertly exchanged glances. All through the meal 1
1 golden visions of saving my four dollars a month
I had sufficient money to study art, go to New
tk, and become an actress.

After spending the following morning assisting the
id to tidy the house, I asked for the afternoon off, a
est which Mrs. Dougherty received with a surprised
but readily granted. I promptly streaked off to
> of the department stores where my mother had a
ge account and ordered everything that I considered
vell-dressed housemaid should have: two black
s, eight white aprons with bibs, a bright magenta
silk blouse with long sleeves and lace cuffs, three
» twenty pairs of wool stockings, a blue skirt, a red
her purse, three dozen handkerchiefs, five suits of
*twear, a box of face powder with a swansdown
, 4 bottle of vivid French vinaigrette rouge, a
tle of Lily of the Valley perfume and six pairs
woollen gloves. My explanation that Mother
& sent me for these articles was accepted without
estion,

- With heart singing I stole into the house and tried to
90 the bulky package without rattling the paper.
0€n, when I had put the last garment away and changed
clothing, I ‘made my appearance before Mrs.

‘ cga};)erty’ resplendent in long black dress, white apron
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“ Well,” she said. “ Suppose you try to set the table,
Viola.”

My heart leaped with joy. So far I had not even
seen, much less taken care of, the two-year-old child
mentioned in the advertisement. Now, at last, my
ability to do real housework had been recognized. The
door-bell rang and, eager to display my best manners as
well as my new maid’s costume to the caller, I asked :

“May I answer the door?”

“ Certainly, dear.”

I ran to the door and opened it, and there stood—
Mother—in the long Persian lamb coat I had always
admired, hands in her muff, accompanied by Aunt
Margaret, Father’s sister. Mother’s eyes looked sadder
than I had ever seen them before.

“ Oh, my dear !> was all she said.

Fearful to find my brief dreams so unexpectedly
shattered I cried out: “ How dare you come here ! If
you think you can take me back, I’ll run away ! ”

Mrs. Dougherty’s voice broke in :

“ Bring your friends in, Viola.”

Mother replied haughtily : I am her mother, and her
name is not Viola ! ”

“ My dear, would you go and see if baby’s all right ? ”’

Mrs. Dougherty came into the reception-hall, but I
lingered there while the three women talked, picturing
myself as a princess whose dream castle had suddenly
crumbled.

“I knew she had run away,” Mrs. Dougherty was
saying. Then there was something whispered about
flhe “ glint in her eyes” and “I wouldn’t try to force

es.”

Impulsively Mother turned to me, arms stretched
out.

“Your father is almost insane with worry,” she
said.

“ That’s more than you are ! ” I retorted.

“ My dear, how can you say that ?

“ Well, ’m happy here. 1 want to stay—and I will
stay unless Mrs. Dougherty refuses to allow me. And
then I’ll go where I can’t be found.”
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My mother stood absolutely speechless for almost a
ute, her beautiful blue eyes baffled.

“Very well,” she said finally, adding almost as an

rerthought : “ Your father will be frantic.” She leaned

yver, put her arms gently about me and kissed me good-

- bye.

" "In the middle of dinner the door-bell rang again
d my tall, distinguished father was ushered into the
drawing-room. As soon as I entered the room he caught
e, swung me up in his strong arms and kissed me many
es, then set me down again. “ You’re coming home
ith me, aren’t you?”

“I will never go back to that house again!” I
swered. “I’m tired of prayers, and here there isn’t
eone always telling me not to do this or that. Mrs.
ougherty loves me and if you don’t spoil it . . .”

~“ Remember, you are my eldest daughter,” Father
nterrupted. “ I expect much of you. You must go back
) school. You must be something better than a house-
id. Don’t you miss me ?”” There were tears in the
tners of his eyes.

{e sat down in one of the large stuffed chairs and I
denly climbed up on his lap, buried my head in his
der and began to cry. He patted my head and
d: “Do you remember that engraved gold watch
1 wanted and the gold ring? You may have them,
you come home with me and be a good gitl. And, I
e another surprise.” "

No ! between sobs.

“ That tooled leather book-bag you asked for.
d, don’t tell a soul, but I have been looking at the

tt%f?f Persian lamb coat with new muff and cap to
atch.

“Daddy ! »
~ Yes, and 2 bracelet with an elephant bangle.”

did not wait to hear more. This was too good to be
#ie.  Forgotten were my dreams of New York and the
*ge. I ran to my room, packed my things, flew into
y fed coat and crushed my fur cap over my “ curls,”
: }%ettmg to tie the ribbons beneath my chin. Clutching
8htly my father’s big buckskin glove, I marched from
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the house. I could hear the impatient stamping of the
horses’ hoofs while my handsome father tucked me
carefully under the fur robe.

After that Mother tried to be more sympathetic. I was
allowed to keep the perfume and the red purse.

BERAPTER 11

FRUSTRATION

HOQL proved as obnoxious as ever. The very
thought of it threw a shadow over my spirit . . .
an institution overtaxing all patience, where I had
sten to dreary, unpleasant teachers who snapped at me
king questions when the answer was most necessary
a place where I was forced to hold my copy-book
ight in front of me and trace up and down over
:d words with the aching fingers of my right hand,
I could so much easier turn the book half—way
d or almost upside down and write with my left
. A prison where we all filed in and out like
ners—out again with a tedious lot of homework,
problems to figure out at home or be considered
d if the answers were incorrect, half the time our
failed to solve them. . . . A prison from which
agalnst the inhuman systern was quite impossible
led to worse scenes at home on occasions when,
p to be talked to harshly, I deliberately walked out,
and all.
ng only a few comparatively brief periods, in
did school ever interest me. The first time was at the
seven, just before I was introduced to its mysteries.
ther time was at the age of nine when I discovered
I'could escape toiling over my loathed homework by
nping my class-mates for information. Thus primed
ould receive the highest marks—higher than those of
tudlous informants.
he third time, at the age of fourteen, my interest
arning was so aroused that I announced to my
fied parents that I would go in for law.

What! Enter a man’s profession ! ” they exclaimed.

25
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“ Do men own the world ! I cried. “ What difference
is there between us!”

What interest had been roused in my studies through
the efforts of tutors was at once killed. A peculiar nausea
for study of any kind overwhelmed me. The last year of
high school became such a nightmare that I had to be
tutored on a curriculum diluted to pet subjects adminis-
tered by a very patient, sour-faced ““ o/d man of thirty-five,”
whom I induced to do all the talking by means of an
avalanche of exhausting questions. By this compara-
tively painless method I soon acquired all the answers.

Another time my interest in school—a collateral
interest I admit—had been aroused and shattered. I had
become enamoured with all the ardour of puppy love
with a tall, grey-eyed lad of eleven, Ward McGill. For
one blissful school term he had carried my books to and
from school, and had written impassioned notes, which I

answered with equal ardour. He brought me bags of

candy and gave me little trinkets. Then one day we
learned that our parents had decided to separate us by
moving to different parts of the city. We sat silently on
a partk bench, holding hands and crying. For years I
mourned for him in the approved fashion of the heroines
of the novels in which I now found consolation.

One of my literary idols was Ethel M. Dell.

I discovered the copy of Hawthorne’s Scarlet Letter,
which I had previously been forbidden to read, and in
the secrecy of my room I lost myself in the imaginary
sufferings of the Hester Prynne, the soul-torn minister,
and their child. Thereafter, secretly, because all fiction
was still taboo, I began losing myself at night in the
imaginary worlds of the novelists, whose works I
smuggled into my room with precocious ingenuity.
Indiscriminately, because my reading was absolutely
unguided, I devoured with equal relish literary master-
piece and paper-back thriller.

For nearly four years this lurid fiction led me into a
fresh realm of love and romance. The closer the bars
of my cage pressed, the farther my imagination soared on
its new-found wings. My world became peopled with
dashing princes, gallant soldiers and misunderstood
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ohters of harsh parents. And always the story ended
y lovers meeting and marriage. Always love
mphed. Love!
Religion, education, my filial duties became as
hadows. My dream world alone was real. One
mal force illuminated my universe. Piercing the clouds
existence, shone the bright sun of romantic love. Its
illiant rays fell into my narrow cage, transmuting each
r into a glittering strip of gold, and I held out im-
atient arms to its life-giving radiance.
very step in my education—an education of frustra-
1, compulsion and finally romanticism—prepared me
rush blindly into my first marriage at the age of
een.
was summer and life seethed in my veins. I had
ide up my mind to marry the first boy who asked me,
1at I might escape from this cage of my childhood.
dward looked as though he might have stepped from
rawing by Charles Dana Gibson—with his tall, slim
e, his clean-cut features, brown hair and dark eyes.
itched his nonchalant movements from a corner of
oom with wistful eyes, my interest heightened by
pers that he was “ nineteen years old and already a
n of the world”!”
melia spied me and, laughing, brought him over to
k
Why so quiet ? I’'m afraid you’re not having much

aen after introducing us, she ran off to jbin another
.- Almost his first words were : “ When may I see

But you are seeing me.”
~ Oh, T mean alone—at your home.” His dark eyes
fine etched lips insisted.
¥ parents won’t permit me to have callers—yet.”
i€t his look despite blushes. “I’m only sixteen.”
You look eighteen | ”
AnYW'&Y,”’ I went on impulsively, “I won’t be
long. " 'm going to New York and go on the

ge | 2

‘Really 1 His dark eyes seemed to devour me.
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1 never met a girl just like you. I believe you would
become a star overnight. We must meet somewhere
alone.” He pressed my hand and my heart pounded
frantically. A rendezvous for the morrow was arranged.

For the next three weeks we met secretly every
evening at sunset—usually in the park, sometimes at a
gitl’s house, until one day he pulled from his coat pocket
a tiny velvet box and opened it, disclosing an old-
fashioned heavy gold ring set with diamonds.

“It was my mother’s engagement ring.”” His voice
was husky with emotion.

Silently he took my left hand and slipped the ring on
my finger.

“I’m not going back to college. I’ve been offered
a job in a broker’s office. Let’s get married ! ”

That night when Edward, his hair brushed to a
Gibsonesque perfection and his clothing freshly pressed,
appeared to stammer out a speech which he had evidently
carefully prepared, Father met him head on:

“. .. the idea of a daughter of mine marrying at the
-age of sixteen,” he thundered.  Leave this house at
once and never return!”

But, much to my surprise, Mother interceded.

Eventually she induced Father to yield, on the express
understanding, however, that after our marriage we
should live with them until I was twenty-one years of
age.

Blissful days followed—of preparation—the wedding
—and then swift tragedy. Edward’s mother died,
bringing to me my first contact with death. His filial
affection turned to my mother who readily won him
over to her theories of religion, morality and woman’s
place in the home. Edward, however, insisted on
spending most of his microscopic income on baubles
for me, much to Mother’s disgust.

Ever since my marriage I had looked forward to seeing
my first theatrical performance—the local stock com-
pany’s production of Romeo and Juliet. 1 expected, of
course, that my husband would accompany me. But
when I suggested it to him, to my amazement he gave
me a horrified look : “ Only worldly people go to the
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and have you forgotten that my mother is

1 ? ”»
« Oh, that’s just my mother’s idea, and it’s only an
uated custom to stop going to places because
ple die,” and I stamped my foot. “ And besides,
is is Shakespeare ! ”’
¢ But now I see things differently.”

Tears of vexation filled my eyes, but I brushed them
grily aside. For months I had dreamed of attending
eatres as part of my new freedom as a married woman.
vould not be cheated now !

he next afternoon I slipped out of the house and saw
; first theatrical performance. I had read the im-
sioned lines over so often that I seemed to know them
eart. To hear them uttered now by these dream
acters suddenly come to life seemed like entering
eventh heaven. The scenery was rather worn and
d, for the most part adapted from the settings of
er plays. None of the actors ever reached stardom.

‘although I have seen all the great Shakespearian
ots since then, no subsequent performance has ever
hed the depths of my soul as did my first play.
- the first time in my life I beheld the magic world
breathes behind the footlights, the golden world
omance and fancy and dreams come true. Here was
eal love I craved in the immortal story of these
great lovers.
returned home in a daze and when I heard Edward’s
Steps come up the walk and his hand on the door-
D, I ran to him, still glowing with my vicarious
€tience of love.
1is face was black with fury.
~* Where were you this afternoon ? ” He disregarded
ly outstretched arms.

Taken back I answered : “ Nowhere ! ”

L1ttlg liar 1 he cried, his lips set firm, his dark
8 blazing. “ Goddard’s fiancée saw you simpering
Ver that matinée idol after I forbade you to go!”

How dare you forbid me!” My disregarded love
med and 1 shook my clenched hand in his face.
Il teach you who is running affairs | ”—he brought
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his open hand against my cheek. Our raised voices had
brought Father out of the library and from the head of
the stairs he roared out :

“ How dare you lay a finger on my daughter!”

“ How dare you talk that way to my husband !” I
shouted, bursting into tears.

Edward’s expression changed, relaxed, and he threw
his arms around me.

“ That was loyal of you,” he said. “ Maybe I have
been unreasonable. But, after all, I am your husband.
I think it will be all right if we accept the invitation to
the Board of Trade Ball.”

“ Oh, Eddie darling, it will be my first dance.”

Five nights later, at two o’clock in the morning, Eddie
and I were tiptoeing up the stairs, arm in arm, flushed,
excited, happy, our voices rippling in subdued laughter
following the thrill of our first ball. I had met the
smartest pe?le, danced with the handsomest and most
distinguished men and tasted liquor for the first time
in my life—three whole glasses of champagne. Into
our happy laughter broke Mother’s voice, as she waited
for us at the top of the stairway. . . .

“Is this any condition to bring my daughter home in? ”’

“ What’s the matter with my condition ?” I giggled.

“Silence ! You’ve been drinking—both of you!”

“ But—Mother——"

“Not a word. Can you deny you have been drinking
intoxicating liquor ? ”

“ No, but all——>’

“So you admit it?” Her voice became a husky
weapon beating down our happiness. “ So you induced
my daughter to drink liquor and bring her home in this
condition—intoxicated ! ”’

Edward’s voice tried vainly to break through the
stream of accusations, then burst out :

“ Well, I don’t have to live here !

Mother’s reply was like steel and ice :

“You can leave at any time ! ”

Our effervescent mirth suddenly died, we turned
silently to our room, and Edward began packing his
clothes in speechless rage. Then we began repeating :
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BRIl leave 1—T’11 leave |

b

¢ But we can’t leave. We promised ——’
« Well, I’'m going anyhow ! ”

Suddenly I knew that I despised him and that I was
rough with this marriage as well as my home.




CHAPTER III

WINGS SPROUT

QBOUT seven o’clock the next evening I was

speeding to New York and freedom on a

Delaware and Hudson Railway train. Sixty-
five dollars, obtained by pawning a ring and a brooch
given me by my grandmother and Edward’s mother’s
engagement ring, had enabled me to buy a railway
ticket, to have my hair waved and to purchase a picture
hat, a red leather purse, two pairs of French silk stockings
with clocks and a pair of su¢de shoes with high heels.

Devouring a breakfast of hot cakes with maple syrup
in a Forty-second Street restaurant the following morn-
ing, I watched through the window the fascinating
stream of life, of which I now was a part. Street cars
clanged past. But sweeping through all other impres-
sions and forming a moving background for them
was the incessant flow of people—hundreds of them—
thousands of them, carried along by the restless electrical
current which was drawing me also.

Into this stream I merged, staring at every theatre
and shop front and up to the peaks of the cloud-scraping
buildings, Times Square newsboys shouting unintelligibly
about some sensational murder trial.

On the traffic-rocked corner of Broadway and Forty-
fifth Street, I had come within a hair’s breath of being
run down by a speeding motor car. Instead of terror I
experienced for the first time in my life, a feeling of
security and protection.

At Forty-fourth' Street and Broadway I felt myself
drawn like a bit of iron to a magnet into the Astor
Hotel, where I registered as Viola Clayson and was
soon ensconced in a magic room that overlooked the
whitling canyon of Broadway four stories below.
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Yown in the lobby again, I found myself smiling into
face of a curly headed brunette, apparently four or
years my senior and to all appearances a show girl.
First time in New York ? > she smiled and suddenly
eld out her hand.
¢ Why, yes.”
« Well, I know how you feel. Come—let’s sit down
d talk things over. My name’s Clarice.” She led
= to one of the low sofas and almost before I knew it,
‘was pouring out my life story while she listened with
mpathetic nods and unabashed patting of face powder
her nose from a dainty hand-bag.
“So you want to go on the stage? Well, to-night
1 invited to a supper at the Lamb’s Club—you know,
actors’ rendezvous, and you can come along. You’ll
et lots of people. And maybe we can fix it up for
. I’m doing a bit myself in a comic opera.”
joyous bewilderment I listened to this unexpected
ouncement that the adamantine door to fame—the
ye—was miraculously swinging open to my touch.
“Come with me to my hotel, it’s only two blocks
2y, I have a gown I think you can wear. We’re about
same size. It’s crushed strawberry pink and very
lleté, and you can take my sequin bag.”
at night, my first in New York, I floated like some
hanted Cinderella in a dream down the flaring White
y with it’s night-defying signs, first to the Lamb’s
b, then considerably later to a restaurant on Sixth
nue. Great names of the theatrical world turned
into living men and women—Marie Dressler, Ethel
more and David Belasco.
T'he next day the dream continued when Clarice took
2 to the theatre, through the stage door, up the
cular stairway to the dressing-room. I watched with
€1l interest the mysterious rites of make-up and smoked
y f}ir;t cigarette, holding it awkwardly between thumb
d finger,
“I think I’ve found a job for you,” said Clarice as
= tfemoved the smear from her pretty face. “° The
€at Mysto * at Keith’s needs an assistant. It’s a dis-
>earing act. All you need is looks. In the finale you
Cc
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dress like Columbia—you know, with an American flag
draped around you. And you disappear in the trunk
mystery.”

For two weeks I assisted Maestro faithfully, appearing
in silk tights and an American flag in the final tableau
and, together with another girl, appearing and dis-
appearing from a box after it had been carefully padlocked.
A black velvet backdrop covered the entire rear of the
stage, so that by pulling down a black velvet curtain in
the box and hiding behind it the audience thought it
was looking through the bars into the empty box to
the back of the stage. My picture, in Egyptian costume
and with eyes over-emphasised by mascara, was promi-
nently displayed on the bulletin board before the theatre.
And, for this fascinating stunt I received the enormous
sum of twenty-five dollars a week.

By the end of two weeks I was bored to death. The
constant repetition of posing as Columbia and crouching
behind the black curtain when I was supposed to be
invisible palled on me. After all, this was not really

~acting !

Clarice laughed when I told her I had quit.

“ Well, I don’t know that I blame you. My show’s
closing soon and I’m looking around myself.”

The next morning at nine o’clock Clarice came tearing
into my room, all excitement :

“1 think I’ve found a job. Come on, let’s hurry and
doll up !”

We rushed over to an office building on Forty-second
Street climbed three flights and flounced into a stuffy
little waiting-room almost filled by at least a dozen
actors and actresses, their faces badly made up, over-
dressed and volubly exchanging experiences in Broad-
way’s version of Oxford English. Photographs of stage
celebrities covered most of the sooty calcimined walls.
Presently a yawning young man, with beaked nose,
appeared in his shirt sleeves and greeted Clarice with
disconcerting familiarity.

“ And who’s this?” he asked, turning his sleepy
black eyes upon me.

“ A little girl friend.”
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A
“ Any experience ? 7’

“Sure. She’s played in stock,” Clarice glibly
evaricated. '

- “Js that so?”” He stuck a cigar which he had been
olding in one hand, into his mouth, cocked his head to
ne side and looked me well over. For the occasion, I
ad donned a vivid green hat, rather close-fitting delft
lue suit, white fox fur and Clarice’s green bag. The
semble was an imitation of the regalia worn by the
ien best dressed show gitl on Broadway, only instead
of paying one hundred and fifty dollars to a conturiére, 1
ad bought my suit for forty dollars at Macy’s.
“Well,” said the young man, “let’s see you walk
ound.”

strutted up and down in the queenly manner of the
ow gitls I had seen.
ou’ll do,” he said.
rning at ten.”
Overjoyed that I was to become an ““ actress ™ at last,
ecided to move into a suitable apartment, which I
| discovered I could maintain by an ingenious device
sarned from the other little salamanders. As the
hids, violets (out of season) and gardenias arrived
a1 admirers, I hastily returned them to the fashionable
tists, who deducted their percentage for delivery and
thead and returned a large portion of the cost of the
wers to me.

In Fifty-fifth Street I found just what I wanted—two
oms and bath. The rest of the day I spent in shopping,
ncipally at Macy’s for the embellishments I believed
‘actress’ apartment required—a bird-cage, a canary,
0 Chinese vases, downy cushions for the chesterfield
d a set of hollow-stemmed glasses. These furnishings
jere imitations of the decorations I had seen in the
artment of Irma Collier only the day before.

Itma Collier was one of Broadway’s reigning beauties.
Nad met her at the Waldorf following the Beaux Arts
Our suite adjoined hers and as we went down to
ballroom her party joined ours. Every man we

$Sed gazed in open admiration at her statuesque
uty.

“Show up to-morrow
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The glamour of the names in our own party made my
blood tingle—a Senator, a star athlete, two Wall Street
millionaires and a young scion of New York’s most
ancient lineage.

Irma Collier was the most beautiful creature I had
ever seen—with her skin as colourless as ivory, her
startling red mouth, her alabaster forehead, exquisitely
chiselled nose, square chin and glossy, thick chestnut
hair which she wore in a coil around her head. We met
later at the Lamb’s Club and she invited me to visit
her.

When I called a few afternoons later, a coloured maid
ushered me into what impressed a sixteen-year-old girl
as the most fascinating apartment I had ever seen—
all in shimmering silk drapes, lacquered chairs, rare
Chinese jardiniéres, vases filled with long-stemmed
American beauty roses, bowls of rare goldfish, a
graceful satinwood cabinet—all delicate, feminine,
exotic.

A moment later Irma appeared in an exquisite chiffon
négligé, trimmed with Kolinsky. She immediately ordered
her maid to open a bottle of champagne, which we sipped
from exquisitely slender-stemmed glasses.

“ Here I am, drinking champagne with Irma Collier,”
I kept thinking. What would they think at home ? No,
I would wait until my name blazed on Broadway before
I would write. And if I failed—fantastic thought—they
should never hear from me.

A few days later, now that I had my own apartment,
I decided to call again on my new friend and invite her
to a party. My face very white and lips rouged exactly
as I had seen hers, I set out to pay my call. A few houses
away from her apartment, I was suddenly aware of a
group of people gathered on the pavement and then
of a casket being borne down the steps to a waiting
hearse. :

“ Who is dead ?”” T asked the nearest person.

 That’s Irma Colliet,” the man answered. - She shot
herself last night. It’s in the papers.” He added the
final sneer against her immorality in words so unmistak-
able that I realized that all her dazzling luxury had been
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but the spoils of my adored dewi-mondaine, and 1 thought
" she too had manceuvred it with orchids!

For the next three months I led the life of the typical
Broadway show girl. A succession of admirers, wealthy,
sophisticated, purposeless, hilarious gaiety. Each day I
spent hours at beauty salons, conturiéres. 1learned how to
hold wine-glasses and cigarettes with subtle allure. I
learned to rattle off the meaningless babble that wine
induces and gay companionship stimulates. And I
learned a little about men. But, more deeply, I learned
the emptiness of the life of pleasure.

Meanwhile, my youth and vivacity had been brought
to the attention of Belasco, then at the peak of his fame
as a producer. At Mouquin’s one night after the show,
David Belasco leaned across our table to address my
companion.

“ Look over there to your right!” he indicated with
his head two tables away, where Mrs. Leslie Carter was
eated with her back to us. Then to me:

 If you would follow my advice, in two years I could
ake you a second Mrs. Carter.” '

or some reason that nobody else could fathom and
vhich I could not see clearly at the time, Belasco’s offer
eft me cold. My table companions straightway declared
e insane.

Two years of training would bring me what? A
amatic career 7 An endless round of “ repetition ”—
e one thing I could not endure !

Had the moving pictures, where one slaves for months
0 end toward a definite goal, attained their present
=Cognition as a medium of expression of dramatic art,
1 would have hitch-hiked, had it been necessary, all the
way to Filmland.

A few weeks later, to everyone’s astonishment, I
4afnounced my intention of turning my back on Broad-
way ; I returned to my home in a little red-feathered hat,
4 Stmart tailored suit with a gardenia pinned to the lapel.
I my new trunk were enough gowns to allow me a
Hierent one every night for a month.

My adorable father met me at the train and I sat in
IS lap, my arms around his neck all the way home.
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Suddenly I was the little runaway girl whose Daddy had
come to take her home seven long years ago. How
happy I was to see my beautiful mother again! I
was greeted with tumultuous joy by my little sisters
and brothers, in whose eyes I had become a real live
heroine.

With new-born zeal I decided to enter college and
continue my education regardless of my intense dislike
for routine. After a short period of intensive tutoring
I enrolled, hoping to obtain a degree in my beloved
law.

Two years of intellectual goose-stepping proved the
futility of attempting to cram an impetuous spirit into
scheduled classes, quizzes, lectures, examinations.

Had I been born considerably later I might have been
fortunate enough to attend Rollin’s College, at Orlando,
Florida, an institution where lectures and individual
instruction are co-ordinated so as to foster creative
thinking—the one thing I wvainly sought during my
school days.

-Again at Chevy Chase, Maryland, about three miles
out of Washington, D.C., I might have found Dr.
Stanwood Cobb, a modern educator, conducting a school
where the creative individuality of the child is really
brought out and character moulded during the impres-
sionable years—the years that Professor Stanley Hall
described as those when what a child is taught is like
engraving upon stone.

I have since discovered that many so-called delinquents
at school, even those considered under par, are often
touched with genius. Some whose later careers proved
brilliant laboured under a sort of nervous complex, an
extreme sensitiveness to censure or criticism, and what
often appeared as a lack of the confidence exhibited by
their more aggressive brothers and sisters. Many of
those who graduated with the highest honours had souls
like adamant, but memories which enabled them to
cram down the facts like a bulldog devouring meat.

I soon found that the educational mill called college
was not for me—that it was far removed from life, too
massive and highly geared to concern itself with me as
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an individual or with my problems. I then selected
short extension courses in fields that particularly interested
me instead of binding myself like a slave to the semester’s
grind. I sought additional outlets for a spirit that formal
= schooling only fettered.




CHAPTER 1V

WHAT NOW !

Y ensuing quest for pleasure, the flight from
M monotony, led from one blind labyrinth to

another. Social life held no more escape from
botedom than had Broadway. Life seemed without
savour or meaning.

Frivolous flirtations became the centre of my world
for the next ten years. I had become a pursuer of
shadows.

Then one day, when my heart seemed as chilled and
brittle as the leaves that fell before my window in the
autumn wind, came the crisis.

- To know how I felt on that November day you must
imagine yourself a sophisticated woman of twenty-six,
staring into her mirror, seeking vainly for the reality
behind the mask of clay.

The face I scanned looked flushed and attractive—like
the features of Dorian Gray, only upon whose painted
portrait was the soul’s disintegration matrked. But I
bore my portrait within. A Kolinsky-trimmed chiffon
wrap clung to my figure. Only last week the fashionable
Viennese painter, friend of Louis Bonaparte, had called
the lines of my body “ Immortal,” but I was too bored
for vanity.

A thin trail of smoke rose from the cigarette in my
hand and the last night’s emptiness came back to me—
the drinking, the dancing, the flirtations, the music.

It had been a cocktail party, the host, thin, distin-
guished-looking, foPpishly immaculate and fifty—the
crowd ““ Bohemian.” Out of the sixty or seventy men
and women who had been there, the faces of a few drifted
between me and my studied reflection ; a small, dapper
French consul, pursuing a dozen women with Gallic
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" dash: an heroic-sized blond Swedish consul who

insisted upon plying me with his native “ Schnapps,”
and who had a quick eye for the ladies. A handsome
yellow-haired Russian actor, reclining on the floor, sut-
rounded by a bevy of women who were leaning on their
elbows listening adoringly to a rehearsal of his newest
role. Twenty-two-year-old Yasha, who had escaped
from the Russian Revolution with a fortune sewed in his
underwear. The Polish artist who sang in a melting
voice.

My thoughts burned dully and my brain throbbed, as
last night’s memories and to-day’s gloom whitled about
me and overwhelmed me with a feeling of despair.

I had been awakened this day by the grandfather clock

.~ in the hall chiming noon, and had become conscious of

the surrounding confusion of mind and last night’s
apparel flung carelessly over the chaise-longue. The
noon sun fell in dust-mottled strips of light upon the
dressing-table, causing the perfume bottles to sparkle.

In a reseda green vase tea roses drooped. Leaves were

falling before my second-story window. A shower

bath, an hout’s roaring torture of having my hair finger-

aved and dried, taking in a movie with gay little Edithe,
the wife of the District Attorney. Back to my room to
dress for dinner.

I looked at my black Chanel chiffon and lace, but its
Parisian lines evoked no thrill. I sank down on the bed.
The dusk had deepened outside and in the electric light

~ the beige rug seemed suddenly to have turned to sand.
‘Automatically I lit a cigarette. There was nothing more

important than this sand. I was not going out to-night.

My life was just this yellow dust and driftwood.

Love had proved a rope of sand, my career, a shifting

. waste. Belasco’s enthusiastic prophecy, “1 will make

you a second Mrs. Leslie Carter,” ran through my head.

- Wind-strewn sand, monotony, repetition, my education

fitting me only for what is known as society, those

- endless rounds I detested. Sand, beige, driftwood.

Outside the street lights blazed into life. Tears

Cgi;n to stream down my face. What is there to live
of :
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I had made up my mind. Throwing a mauve chiffon
about me, I sank down upon the chaise-longue. I
wept.

God, I cannot go on this way. I have come to an
end—the end of everything.”

I rose, walked swiftly to my dressing-room and into
its mirrored glare. My hand sought the cabinet handle
and pulled open the glass door; my eyes travelled
from bottle to bottle, seeking one label. I closed the
door. I stared into my face in the mirror, searching
for the hidden self beneath the inscrutable mask.
Deep within the lustrous brown eyes I saw only a
mockery that I must end. Clutching the bottle, I
opened it.

I felt myself enveloped in a cloud of fear, doubt, dark
premonitions. The “ Why * of life befogged me. Logic,
the law of cause and efect, the purpose of being fought
with the instinct of death. Suddenly in the far-off centre
of this elemental struggle I heard my own voice: Every
effect must have a cause! Every created thing has its
%}erosc! I was placed here for some divine reason!

y hand trembled and fell. In the distance I heard the
crash of broken glass. Far down at my feet I saw
through the now clearing haze the shattered bits. The
beige mood fell, like a cast-off robe, and I was talking
aloud to my God. “ Help me, O God !” I was walking
back to my room. ‘ Show me the path, give me the
power and I will serve You.”

Convulsively I wept. Relieved in mind for the first
time in many months I went to bed, not to awaken
until the following afternoon. I knew that my prayer
would be answered. I knew that I was to devote the
rest of my life to the limit of my capacity in service for
humanity.

When Steinmetz, “ the wizard of Schenectady,” was
asked to name what he considered the greatest force in
the universe, he replied :

“ On the day that the power of a fervent prayer can be
measured by instrument, the greatest force in the universe
will have been discovered.”

In my own life the words of Steinmetz proved literally
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* true. I had found God, and I determined to learn more

about HIM.

Twenty-four hours after my prayer there occurred a
seeming coincidence that changed my entire life and
eventually gave me the power to fulfil my sacred promise
to God.




CHAPTER V

DESTINY POINTS A FINGER

HE day after my ““ experience ” I was still over-

I whelmed by implications impossible to express

in mere words. I was eager to learn about the
new life I had intuitively glimpsed—to study—but
what ? That Saturday afternoon I emerged from a book-
shop with a copy of In Tune with the Infinite, by Ralph
Waldo Trine, in my hand. I decided to call on an old
friend who lived a few blocks uptown. There I was
introduced to a fine-looking Irishman, who determined
that we all go to the Ritz for tea.

As we entered the lobby he said :

¢ Just a minute I would like to have you meet a friend
of mine.” He took me by the arm and deliberately led
me to the telephone-booth in the lobby, secured his
connection and presented me over the wire :

“ Fred, I want you to meet a charming young lady from
Detroit.”

“So you are from Detroit?” a magnetic voice
inquired. ““ Do you ever go to Milwaukee ?”

My mind leaped to the previous New Year’s Eve.
“T’ve been there once,” I replied laughing.

“I have been hoping to meet a certain lady from
Detroit who attendeg a New Year’s party in Milwaukee
last year,” the thrilling voice continued.

I held my hand over the mouthpiece. “ Who ishe?”
I demanded of my escort, although I alteady knew by
some inexplicable intuition the answer. I recognised
the name instantly, although I had heard it but once
before, almost a year ago.
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- “I believe I met someone you know there,” I added.
- ¢ What a coincidence ! ”’
- “Notatall! Iknew we should meet some day. To-
night—then, to-morrow being Sunday, the first thing
in the morning ? . . . But what happened to your voice ?
“Is there anything wrong with it ? ”’
“ Well, “till morning”’!”
“ Au revoir! ” The words trembled as I placed the
receiver on the hook.
- When I returned home an hour later I shut myself
in my room to the bewilderment of the family. There in
the darkness I sat at the window in silent contemplation.
the distance the lights of skyscrapers and of cars
‘threading their way through the traffic maze, wove
brilliant, ever-shifting patterns. . . . The pattern of my
life was being woven mysteriously. . . . Out of the city’s
illion people why had Destiny singled out this man and
myself . . . both strangers to each other—to bring us
together. He had never heard my name !
I slept restlessly. A knock on my door, breaking my
orning sleep, recalled me to consciousness. There in
he doorway stood a maid, almost hidden from sight by
two huge flower-boxes. He had come—and was
- impatient to see me ! I flew into my clothes attempting a
hurried toilet, tore the covers from the boxes and there
before me lay sheafs of American Beauty roses and
nagnificent yellow and russet-coloured chrysanthemums.
The room was permeated with their fragrance. My
ms filled with blossoms, I rushed to the library
—there visible, as though he had materialised out of
‘the flower’s beauty and my dreams, stood my future
sband, his fine, clear grey eyes looking steadily into
mine.
And there are people who would call it a coinci-
dence.
Nine happy months followed during which I obtained
a divorce from the husband of early youth, whose death
occurred a few months later.
e We were matried in the Vanderbilt Marble Collegiate
‘Church on Fifth Avenue, New York, and spent a
gloriously happy honeymoon at Palm Beach. Once



46 SUNBURST

again a round of social activities began which imposed
their pattern of feverish, useless, sophisticated activity
upon my life.

One day the cook asked permission to take the third
evening off that week.

“T attend lectures,” she explained.

“ Lectures ?

“Yes, I’'m a Theosophist ! ”

Twenty minutes’ conversation with the cook disclosed
that this young woman of twenty-four was brilliant,
well-educated and devoted to a younger brother whom
she was putting through college. However, in Theo-
sophy she seemed to have found a meaning of life that
had vainly eluded me.

“ What does Theosophy actually mean to you?” I
asked.

In a few sentences she sketched the theory of evolution,
grounded on Buddhism.

Her sincerity, her seeming ability to find her own place
in the cosmic scheme through this philosophy, interested
me.. Together we attended a lecture. Other lectures
followed and I eventually began a course of study in
Theosophy.

It seemed to me that its followers had become so
absorbed in the intellectual phases of their philosophy, in
the explanation of the world as it happens to be with all
its injustices, that they had overlooked the more impor-
tant aspects of the teaching as given by Madam Blavatsky.
My vision of a spiritual life was a living source of power
of which the soul is a definite part of the whole, instead of
a remote God as a puller of strings in a cosmic puppet
show in which we are all marionettes. What I sought
was the living God, the Force and the Purpose of Life,
not in the grey past, but a living future—a philosophy of
religion that would do something about life, about the
individual life, about me as an individual, about my
fellow-men !

The previous winter pneumonia laid me low and I had
emerged with a sensitive lung condition. A specialist
advised my husband to send me south to the sun that
winter.
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A whole season spent in vacuous idleness at Palm
Beach! Awful! It sounded like a death-sentence to
one whose soul was athirst and in search for real meaning
of life.

My husband solved my problem. “ Florida hasn’t all
the sunshine. Why don’t you go to the Orient for a trip,
then you can have all the warmth and sunshine you
tequire, and can study philosophies and religion where
they come from.” His sympathetic interest made it
possible for me later to travel nine times around the world
in pursuit of my grand quest, which had become the main
object of my life.

%Vc accumulated books on every known ““ ism,” and
about every known “ ist,” acquiring what a friend and
biblical scholar described as ““ the nucleus of the finest
private library I have ever seen > on science, psychology,
metaphysics, religious and allied subjects.

I ran the gamut of modern philosophical movements—
Unity, Psychical Research, New Thought and Christian
Science. The last centred my attention longer than the
others.

Anxious to arouse the interest of people in this new
sphere of knowledge, I placed most of my books at their

isposal by establishing a public library and reading-room
in the heart of the city. A brilliant young Englishwoman
was engaged as librarian. Every possible effort was made
to attract the public to the more advanced ideas of
spititual philosophy and evolution. TLater Fellowship
Hall was opened to the public as a meeting-place.
I installed my library there and provided what I
believed would prove a congenial atmosphere in a
Chinese setting of black and gold. Every effort was
met, not so much with opposition, as with indifference
and apathy. Often I reflected and wondered about the
fascmatlor} of the bridge-table for men and women
Who consider themselves intellectual, civilized and even
cultured.

Horizons expanded as 1 absorbed knowledge from
each of these great movements, yet it was only a tem-
Poraty fulfilment. Always I came to the wall—dark,
impenetrable—between me and the indefinable reality of




48 SUNBURST

which I was in search. The path they bade me tread was
circular—it led back to ““ oneself ” at base, the very base
from which I sought liberation. Iwas wearied to nausea
with introspection. I wanted more than the promise
of a better “ personal ” existence if I held the positive
consciousness Christian Science entrained. Theosophy,
even with its great teaching of the unity of men and
faiths, still dwelt too much in the past. I was not
interested in dead “ Yesterday ! ”

Somewhat vaguely I knew there must be a golden
“ To-morrow.” Where else was hope ? Was there a
philosophy or religion somewhere that could point the
way ?

That summer, by an apparently chance visit to
“ Green Acre ” at Eliot, Maine, we met a group of warm-
hearted, intelligent people who seemed to have found
the way. They were called Bah4’is and were spending
the summer at their community ¢ Green Acre,” studying
economics, science, world affairs, and allied subjects,
from a spiritual source entirely new to us. When I
asked the meaning of the name, I was informed it was
an Arabic! word that means “ Light ” and that it was
a new interpretation of all the religions of the earth—
stripped of the trappings of dogma and creed, thus
naked Truth was found to be reality. This teaching, I
was told, came from a great Persian from the princely
house of Nur, known as Baha’u’lldh.

The course on comparative religion, economics,
science, philosophy, psychology and allied subjects,
contributed by such men as Kirtly Mather of Harvard,
on ““ Science and Religion ” ; Herbert Adams Gibbons,
on ‘““ International Current Events”; Dr. Shepherd of
Columbia on “ East and West”; Professor Hawkins
of Smith College on ““ Racial Relationships > ; Professor
Burt of the University of Chicago on * Science,
Philosophy and Religion > ; Professor Schmidt, “ Evolu-
tion of Religion,” and other eminent scholars, were all-
absorbing.

1 Just as Latin crept into the European language, so Arabic, the
language of the Koran, forms a large part of post-Muhammadan
Persian,
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My husband’s practical clear-cat mind was equally
impressed. We left ““ Green Acre ” with our minds made
up on one point at least—what we had learned urged us
to go East and this would be my first step towards the
sunshine.




CHAPTER VI

IN SEARCH

S.T last I was on the threshold of a great adven-

ture! The summer over, my husband found

it necessary to travel to South America and
New Zealand on business. We agreed to meet in Berlin.
Spurred as if by some unseen force, I returned home and
prepared to leave the meaningless rounds of social
existence on a quest whose goal I could not define even
to myself. Unlike most travellers, fortified or encum-
bered with numerous letters of introduction, I set forth
with nothing more than passport, and letter of credit.
Friends offered me the usual “ prestige in envelopes,”
but these I refused, intuitively knowing they would not
add colour to my adventure.

Europe the previous season had brought its thrills of
joyous excitement, but now even their memory bored
me. It had somehow lost its savour—Ilike a soxf
without salt, London, Paris, Cannes, Biarritz, Florence,
Rome, Budapest, Lucerne, romantic Venice and even
Vienna on New Year’s Eve.

The same unappeased yearning for reality that I had
felt at home hovered over every affair I attended in
Europe. Insipid teas, gay cocktail parties, meaningless
flirtations meant more to the men and women I had met
than anything else.

The ostentatious demonstrations on Church holidays
seemed like pagan festivals to ancient gods masquerading
as Christian saints.

My snappy Lanvin:frocks had brought me more
thrills than the automatons with their pretence to sanctity
passing in and out of lofty Notre-Dame.

But now I was headed for the fascinating Orient, land
of spices and perfumes and timeless mysteries. The
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asra of Robert Hichens with its minarets and incense.
abia with its eternal sands and black-tented Bedouins.
ersia with its poets and rose gardens. 1 would see
Jamascus with its teeming bazaars and walk the streets
f Baghdad, city of strange and ancient tales. Palestine,
the cradle of Christianity.
 Far behind the sunset that flamed across the purple
fediterranean, in the wake of our east-bound ship, lay
e Western world with its ceaseless roar of motor
horns, stop-lights and jangled traffic. Ahead lay
Alexandria.
"As I leaned on the deck rail, the moon formed a
ilver trail to Egypt. 1 wondered whether it would
prove a path to the dim past in which Cleopatra held
way, to the days when the great library and museum
ade the westerly mouth of the Nile the world’s
tre of learning. What manner of insect was the
inatic, Bishop Theophilus, who led the Christians to
the library with its priceless papyrus rolls.
1 divided my time between these speculations, dancing,
betting on the metal horses on the mechanical race-
ck every afternoon on the promenade deck. I do not
W whether it was the full Egyptian moon or the fine
nique of the American bar-tender that inspired my
alations as to what turn the progress of human
wledge might have made if that colossal Alexandrian
flagration had not taken place.
nong my fellow-passengers, most of whom were
sure-seekers, with the usual sprinkling of men on
mercial or diplomatic business, was a Christian
yman ez ronte to Palestine—a rather pleasant person
Spite his straitened sense of humour. We were
omenading the deck one star-lit evening when the
bject of religion and its influence on world affairs
e up.
! explained that my tour was for the express purpose
personally investigating and studying the religions
n€ world and that my first stop was Palestine.
He faitly bristled when I told him I had become
Py interested in a plan for a new world Common-
th which had been given to the world by Bah4u’lldh,




52 SUNBURST

a great universal educator, who had sent forth, during
and in spite of fifty years’ imprisonment, his challenging
letters to all the crowned heads of the world, including
Queen Victoria and the President of the United States.

In Palestine, I told him, I hoped to meet Shoghi
Effendi, the great grandson of Bahd’w’llih, into whose
hands the reins of this international movement had been
placed. A man with a most extraordinarily comprehen-
sive mind and who is in close touch with many of the
best minds of to-day.

I tried to convey to him what I had learned at Eliot,
how this new spiritual light would evolve order out of
chaos.

“If we could achieve the new social consciousness,
we could have a world of stability, justice—national
boundaries would no longer be chasms of hate; there
would be no idle rich, and no idle poor, instead of
economic bewilderment. The world would have one
consciousness, not brought about through the chimera
of equality but through a system of education which
would develop the ability of each individual.”

My eloquence carried me away—he brought me to
earth.

“Do you actually hope to discover a solution for
world problems from some Moslems ? > he snapped.

“ What is the matter with Moslems, are Christians so
hot? And didn’t Judaism have something to do with
the origin of Christianity ? Do you think Christianity
came to life on Broadway or Piccadilly ? Didn’t it all
start in Palestine, and wasn’t Jesus of Jewish birth?
Do you think of Christianity as an offshoot of Judaism ?
Why couldn’t the same thing happen again as prophesied
in the Bible and a new teaching come out of Palestine
if it is of Moslem origin? Who knows whether
Christians will not repeat the same error as the Jews
when they rejected Christ—more occupied with the
physical being than the eternal light reflecting from
within.”

He fairly sputtered.

Now for my bulging note-book, the first occasion to
use one of many carefully gleaned paragraphs from books
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vritten by recognized thinkers, and which was shortly
to prove most valuable in similar encounters with the
oundheads of the world. I produced Lecky’s I hope
%Iell-known statement, taken from his History of Enropean
Morals.

- “That the greatest Religious change in the history
of mankind should have taken place under the eyes
- of a brilliant galaxy of philosophers and historians
who were profoundly conscious of the decompositions
around them, that all of these writers should have
utterly failed to predict the issue of the movement
‘they were observing and that, during the space of
~ those .centuries, they should have treated as simply
‘contemptible an agency which all men must now
- admit to have been, for good or evil, the most powerful
moral lever that has ever been applied to the affairs
of men, are facts well worthy of meditation in every
eriod of religious transition.”

‘The Gospel of Christ is sufficient to solve all
blems,” the clergyman dogmatically persisted.
‘Yes, everybody knows that, but it has failed to
so, and besides the Gospel was not written by
ist. Christ’s teaching finds little place in the so-
d ,(’Zhristian world, including orthodox theologies,
s we entered the smoking-room, where the usual
titifs were being imbibed, a sly laughter went around

they spied my companion.
" Join in a highball | > someone said, but the clergy-
snippily refused.

> I see, you take your poison in private,” one of
a@en llbec.i. P As_ Ihpa;sed the window late last night

ou sitting ri i i

ursel¥,” g right here having a highball all by
 The clergyman eventually succumbed with fairly good
face to the banter, joined in a friendly drink and
._‘?ked a horribly smelly cigat.
~ What made you look so terribly serious when you
€ through the door ? an attractive young English
asked the dignitary with a guileful smile.
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This question started the ball of conversation rolling
along religious lines—a circumstance which the clergy-
man soon regretted, as an Atheist, a Christian Scientist
and a “real” scientist joined in a general assault on
“ Churchianity.” In a racy mixture of Bible prophecy
and modern slang we each interpreted our idea on
religion.

I pointed out that the new departure from orthodox
theology shows that outworn creeds are being dumped
on the rubbish heap with antiquated superstitions, where
they belong.

“You say that church membership has increased
during the past few years in America and England.
Spengler pointed out that : ‘ the seed time and the golden
autumn are seen together in religions.” Perhaps this
harvest of church-goers is only another indication that
the Church “as is’ has gone to seed, that people are
awakening to the call of the heart and naturally turning
to the Church hoping for spiritual inspiration. With
the exception of a very small minority of truly inspiring
Christian clergymen—clergymen like Harry Emerson
Fosdick of New York, Preston Bradley of Chicago, and
some others—who have caught a new vision, there is
little more than pious gloom and ¢ empty form’ in the
sepulchral atmosphere of most churches. Is it too much
to suppose that the golden autumn of Christianity is at
hand and a new teaching that can fill the need of
the hour will eventually supercede what parades as
Christianity ?

Again the note-book came forth, which seemed to
have a sinister effect on our antagonist, while the atheist
became unexpectedly fascinated by its contents, from
among which he read, much to the interest of all present
but one, some telling lines by Arnold Bennett :

“A new channel of communication with the
Infinite and the Everlasting is clearly the Need of the
Age: That is to say a new Religion. . . . Whence,
from whom, in what Form, will the next Religion
arrive 7 We cannot even surmize. We can only wait
for it. Quiescent. . . . Three Possibilities may however
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‘be cautiously suggested concerning it. The first is
- that on its appearance it will not be identified. More,
~ its identity as a new Religion will be violently denied.
It will be laughed at, scorned. Its propagandists will
be subjected to various ignominies. . . . The second
probably is that it will-incorporate itself in some of
- the forms of the Religion it is to supplant. Third
Probability is that it will be based on such a Creed as
a majority of the best minds can sincerely subscribe
~ to. . . . The Wise will prepare for the Event less by
speculation than by striving to rid themselves of the
prejudices which impair judgment. .

“Every new Religion has first appeared as a
- magnificent and startling surprise.”

I advised him to give at least one tolerant thought to
1e last chapter of H. G. Wells’ s Oxtline of History, where
2 would find a rather pertinent statement, which I did
ot think should be utterly despised :

“ The old loyalties, the old too limited and narrow
political and social assumptions, the old too elaborate
eligious formula, have lost their power of conviction,
and the greater ideas of a world state and of an
conomic commonwealth have been winning their way
nly very slowly to recognition. So far they have
swayed only a minority of exceptional people. But
out of the trouble and tragedy of this present time
there may emerge a moral and intellectual revival, a
teligious revival. The beginnings of such things are
never conspicuous. Great movements of the racial
‘soul come at first ¢ like a thief in the night,” and then

suddenly are discovered to be powerful and world-
wide.”

In spite of his glowering expression I dared to suggest

at possibly The New World Order of Bahi’w'lidh

ight bring about the much-needed religious revival.

_ Judging from his attitude toward me during the

mainder of the voyage, 1 doubt that he included  the
€ infidel ” in his prayers that night. He avoided me
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like the plague, declaring to others that I had belittled
the teachings of Christ. At any rate I weathered his
wrath, while he appeared very much the most un-
happy passenger on board—and he, too, was Palestine
bound !

CHAPTER VII

PHARAOH LAND

TIRRED by memories of Cleopatra’s brilliant
and tragic destiny; Queen Hetsu, prototype
_) centuries before of Elizabeth of England, and of
1e barbarous murder of Hypatia, I arrived at Alexandria.
nothing remained to mark the incomparable reign of
‘Serpent of the Nile—even her two obelisks having
removed, one to London and one to New York,
d nothing to commemorate the martyrdom of Hypatia,
at eloquent, intellectual beauty whom Socrates describes
eing torn from her chariot, dragged to the Cesareum
a fanatical mob and finally burned. Woman-like I was
appointed.

Despite the catacomb and the inevitable contrast
- people, costumes and architecture, I discovered a
rprisingly Western bustle in this ancient metropolis.
cander chose well the site that was to perpetuate his
e for two thousand, five hundred years, for even
the Allies in the twentieth century decided to
on their operations in the Near East, Africa and
Datdanelles, they made this city base of operations.
ong the wharves where Nile and Mediterranean
~in ship canals, thousands of Aba-robed figures
owed sacks of cotton into sailing feluccas, with the
7ing, uptilted prows one sees on ancient inscriptions.
eir tall pointed sails seemed about to overbalance
em. prond, an American steamer threw a sooty
amer into the intensely blue sky.
Alexandria is as cosmopolitan” as it was under the
tolemies and these cosmopolites have other things to
link about than the city’s former greatness. Uncon-
ous of the mystery lurking in narrow alleys and broad
ues, they ply their way amid the hustle-bustle of
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this ancient port, endeavouring to wrest as much out of
material life as possible.

Poverty and riches stalk side by side. Disease and
joyous living mock each other on the highways. Happi-
ness and misery jostle each other in the crowded bazaars,
which are piled high with antique treasures—rugs,
brasses, silks—and amber beads, which on closer
investigation too often bear the earmarks: “ Made in
Germany.”

The sculptured features of the fellahin in red tarboosh
and robe and the long-lashed eyes of the slender women
whose gaze so dark and luminous above their yashmaks
seemed to come straight from the ancient past.

In the countless coffee-houses, robed figures smoked
the nargileh and listened to the exploits of Abu-Zed as
told to their forebears by other narrators a thousand years
ago. Thelute and flute and fiddle wailed their millennium-
old tunes. A dusky dancing girl performed the same
rhythmic evolutions as her remote forerunners, and from
the cabaret of the modern hotel nearby saxophones
snarled forth their latest American jazz importations.

The energetic and ambitious American consul helped
me find 2 competent dragoman for a round of the usual
tourist sights, then escorted me to the roof garden at
Claridges, where some of the smart tourists were exchang-
ing their impressions and banter over highballs and
martinis. Except for the incidental motifs of decorations,
the setting might almost be Genoa or Naples. The
Europeans and Americans carry their own atmosphere
with them.

Beyond the animated excitement of the tourist groups
and the commercial activity of the port, I sought in vain
to recapture some of the spirit that had once made

.Alexandria the world’s centre of learning and the mother

of religions.

It was here, histories record, that the trinity of father,
mother and child was worshipped in the form of Serapis,
Isis and Horus, two centuries before Paul adopted the
doctrine of the trinity and made it one of the central
doctrines of Christianity—a term which he probably
invented to apply to the theology that was erected about
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e teachings of Jesus. Here was the home of the Aryan
heresy and the Athanasian creed. But Serapis and
‘Ammon and Bel-Marduk—once mighty gods—were
" dead indeed. Modern business had taken hold of these
‘ancient peoples.
- 1 found it stimulating to study these mysterious and
cient beliefs in the land of their origin. But most
of my fellow-tourists preferred to sample Egypt’s flesh-
‘pots, which I admit are not always to be despised.
At Cairo the bizarre atmosphere appeated to be inten-
ified. It is the tourist’s Egypt in essence. For a few
ieces of silver one may be guided to the supposed site
of Moses’ emergence from the bulrushes, climb the great
yramid at twilight or, if fortunate enough, view the
apital of Egypt from the minaret of some massive
nosque. Viewed from such vantage point, this city of
he Fatimite caliphs seemed like some fantastic Oriental
iream. One may have one’s fortune told by some
lack-eyed " sand-diviner on top of Giza or purchase
ed scarabs and vases from the tomb of King Tutankh-
len.
Sitting on the Moorish porch of Shepheard’s Hotel or
2 Semiramis on the Nile, whither extravagantly attired
agomen flock to lure the arriving Occidentals, one
es the whole world pass in a fascinating pageantry.
onkey-boys and whining beggars, every type of
ental, men and women from all Christendom.
mels and tiny donkeys tread many of the streets as
ey did centuries ago. Hawkers of fly-switches and
beads ceaselessly cry their wares. A kaleidoscopic
focession flows beneath the overhanging balconies of
attered houses and about the base of soating mosques.
As we walked down Mouski Street, I was appalled to
counter one out of about every twenty natives minus
£€ye as the result of the dread disease, ophthalmia
which is carried by flies. ’
_ For the average European tourtist the Sphinx and
ramids form the objects of a sentimental journey and
1€ background of a snapshot. One can dance at the
200t of Cheops and Giza pyramids and on the veranda of
€na House with the bravado with which we mortals
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pretend to laugh at death, life and their inscrutable
mysteries.

Nevertheless, the immensity of these monuments over-
whelmed me with the weight of forty centuries. In these
massive works, a staggering feat of engineering accom-

plished by ancestors of the fellahin who still make up

the bulk of Egypt’s population, one sees erected one of
man’s first crude symbols of immortality. That Sphinx
has watched whole dynasties and nations rise and fall,
but its eyes are unseeing. The great Pyramid has guarded
the dust of the great despot Cheops in a confused effort
to keep out time with masses of masonry and to identify
mortal clay with the undying soul.

Only the structures have survived. Worship of the
Sphinx has passed away like that of Bel-Marduk and
Seraphis, and with it the idea of immortality as expressed
in the Pyramids. Of ancient Egypt which raised these
symbols, only the Egyptian remains, and he has sufficiently
advanced to progress from the faith of his forefathers to
that of Islam.

Dead tired after a twenty-four-mile camel ride to old
Memphis and back, I boarded the “ Milk and Honey ”
express, headed for Haifa and Damascus.

Early in the morning, after a night of fitful sleep, the
train crawled along the margin of the Mediterranean and
my drowsy eyes were greeted by green terraced slopes,
the slopes of Mount Carmel, with the white walls of a
Carmelite Nunnery outlined against a background of the
soft grey-green of olive trees. Slowly we passed the old
Hesbian market-place—a halting-place for caravans in
the time of the Crusaders, where figures in robes and
kafiehs and yashmaks and in Western garb, were buying
and selling vegetables and fruit, especially oranges, from
Jaffa. A few minutes later I arrived at my destination,
Haifa !

CHAPTER VIII

MOUNT CARMEL
] [ the few years since my first visit, Haifa has
become the principal port of Palestine, the seat of
and other industries. But at that time it was
city of slight interest to tourists, its importance
overshadowed by the prison city of Akka—the
f the Crusaders—on the opposite side of the bay.
few sailing craft leaned their white and coloured
inst the slight breeze in the harbour. All was

o b

al

e Bahd’i Guest House as my goal I climbed
rain and into the waiting car, full of excited
[ was driven through the winding streets
its bazaars and coffee-houses. About
destination, I turned to gaze back at
1d the mists that were rising like thin
y the wind out of the blue of Akka’s
\pril sun threw an enchantment over

fount Carmel the car turned u
Millerite Colony, whose founders
property, stripped themselves of
had come here in 1844 from
ica to build their colony and await
rist, as prophesied in the Book of
ions. A few yards ahead brought us
ah4’ est House, a small building enclosed
W d garden with high iron gates, overgrown
ving reddish-purple bougainvillza.

W2 s g.teeted most cordially by a smiling Japanese
ed Fugeta, who had been attached for 2 num %er of
 to the household of a prominent Chicago Bahé’i.
in the house I was impressed by a very long
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table covered with spotless linen which somehow
reminded me of Leonardo da Vinci’s *“ Last Supper.”

Shortly before luncheon, while I sat chatting with
several English and American guests, the door quickly
opened and Shoghi Effendi came briskly towards me,
offering a firm hand and a friendly welcome. He was
the most alive-looking person I have ever met-—a fine
brow above frank, youthful-looking eyes, sensitive nose
and mouth contrasted greatly with the firm, decidedly
positive chin and mature mind I later encountered, with
a dignity of bearing that compensates for his somewhat
youthful appearance—this Guardian of a New World
Order which is destined to play a tremendous part in
the world of international affairs, if we can judge by
recent writings of historians and eminent men.

I asked many questions and he replied in exquisite
English. He had studied languages at Oxford, was there,
in fact, when the cable arrived announcing the death
of his grandfather, Abdu’l Bahd in 1921.

I was surprised to learn that some of the great minds
of his day had accepted Bahd’uw’lldh, Tolstoy having
said :

“Most of us spend our precious lives trying to
unravel the mysteries of the universe, while there is
one in a Turkish prison (Bahd’w’lldh), who holds the
secret.”

Particularly impressive was Shoghi Effendi’s state-
ment :

“ The call of Bahd’u’lldh is primarily directed against
allforms of provincialism,all insularities and prejudices.
If long-cherished ideals and time-honoured formulas
have ceased to promote the welfare of the generality
of mankind, if they no longer minister to the needs of
a continually evolving humanity, let them be swept
away and relegated to the limbo of obsolescent and
forgotten creeds. Why should these, in a world
subject to immutable law of change and decay, be
exempt from the deterioration that must needs over-
take every human institution ? For legal standards,

BAHA’L GUEST HOUSE, HAIFA, PALESTINE

WESTERN PILGRIM HOUSE,

HAIFA, AT FOOT OFI MT. CARMEL
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political and economic theories are solely designed to
safeguard the interests of humanity as a whole, and
not humanity to be crucified for the preservation of
' the integrity of any patticular law or doctrine.
| “The oneness of mankind, world unity, is the
foundation of the new World Order. It is a unity,
~ complete and profound, which embraces unity in the
political realm, in world undertakings, in freedom
and in religion, of nations, of races and of language.
“ The proclamation of the Oneness of Mankind,
~ which is the head cotner-stone of Bahd’u’llih’s
dominion, implies both a waming that in it lies the
~ sole means of saving a greatly suffering world from
utter destruction, a promise that its realization is at
f ""hand.”

‘He spoke of the difference of the world to-day from
1at existing one hundred years ago, of scientific progress,
“racial animosity and the existing chaos in our economic
political life. He said that Europe had become
lysed by the upheavals in industry and commerce,
t nothing shott of a divine solution could prevent
nity which would plunge the world into a
phe unparalleled in history.

id, too, that the New World Order does not
vith existing loyalties, but on the contrary, has
‘within its Soli'cy a world regenerating spirit
love and brothethood, which alone can
otld powers together in a comimon bond
nderstanding. The day for national and
5 is gone by and the future is bright with
international co-operation in every
endeavour.
€ do you place Bah4’u’lldh, and how would
g Christ ? > T asked. ““ Do you believe
the “ Prince of Peace ?* According to
‘not Jgfus say that He came #of to bring
> . about a most enlightening and
ation of prophecy from the bibles and
of the wotld; the Zend Avesta of the
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Zoroastrians, the Old Testament, the Kaballah and Torah
of the Jews, the New Testament, of the Christians, the
ancient Pali Sanskrit writings of the Buddhists, and
teachings of Lao-tse and Confucius, most of which
foretell the coming of “ The Promised One.”

“ The Revelation of Bahd’u’lldh should be regarded
as signalizing through its advent the coming of age of
the entire human race. 1t should be viewed not merely
as yet another spiritual revival in the everchanging
fortunes of mankind, not only as a further stage in a
chain of progressive Revelations, not even as the
culmination of one of a series of recurrent prophetic
cycles, but rather as marking the last and highest
stage in the stupendous evolution of man’s collective
life on this planet. The emergence of a world com-
munity, the consciousness of world citizenship, the
founding of a world civilization and culture . . . should
be regarded, as far as this planetary life is concerned,
as the furthermost limits in the organization of human
society, though man, as an individual, will, nay must

“indeed, as a result of such a2 consummation, continue
to progress and develop . . .”

There was little room to doubt that a “ Prince of
Peace ” had appeared.

During the nine days I spent in Haifa, I culled the
following from Bahd’i writings :

“ To be a real Christian, is to be a servant in Christ’s
cause and kingdom, to go forth under his banner of
peace and love toward all mankind, to be tolerant,
to become quickened by the truths of the Holy Spirit,
to be a mirror reflecting the radiance of the divinity
of Christ, to be a fruitful tree in the garden of his
planting, to refresh the world by the water of life of
His teachings ; in all things to be like him and filled
with the spirit of His love . . .”

“All the teaching of the prophets is one: one
faith, one divine light shining throughout the
world. . . .

“ Each manifestation of God has a distinct indivi-
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duality, a definitely prescribed Mission, a predestined
Revelation, and specially designated limitations. Each
is known by a different Name and is characterized
by a special attribute.”

In both the Old and New Testaments three prophecies
were pointed out regarding a “ New Name  in reference
to the “Second Coming.” It is a strange thing that
there is a sort of mob psychology of prejudice against
anything bearing a new name.

Throughout one entire luncheon and for two hours
following Shoghi Effendi answered numberless questions
that were put to him. As he spoke on the subject
closest to his heart he was vibrant with energy. As I
looked at him, my mind reverted to a few highly
significant words written by Lord Curzon:! “ Of no
small account, then, must be the tenets of a creed that
can awaken in its followers so rare and beautiful a spirit
of self-sacrifice.” It was not difficult to realize I had
just met 2 man who would willingly sacrifice his life
for the same Cause.

During the afternoon, we walked half-way up the
mountain and through the terraced gardens. Almost
opposite stood the stone house occupied by Shoghi
Effendi. Above the Guest House on the slope of the
mountain rose the Tomb of the Bab, the Forerunner
who had proclaimed the “ Coming of Bahd’u’llah,” and
resting serenely against a background of cypress trees.

In the archives, three recently-built rooms, added to
the Bab’s Tomb, were tiers of bookcases containing
many prized volumes, recent translations and other
documents. On top of one of the bookcases stood a
framed letter, which crossing the room, I found to be

written in the firm, bold hand of Queen Marie of
Roumania :

“The Bahd’i teaching brings peace and under-
standing.

“It is like a wide embrace gathering together all
those who have longed, searched for words of hope.

1 Persia and the Persian Question, Vol. L.
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It accepts all great prophets gone before ; it destroys
no other beliefs and leaves all doors open.

«Saddened by the continual strife among the believets
of many confessions and wearied of their intolerance
towards each other, I discovered in the Bahd’i teaching
the real spirit of Christ so often denied and mis-
understood.

«“ Unity instead of strife, Hope instead of con-
demnation, Love instead of Hate, and a great
reassurance for all men.

MARIE.”

Leaving the archives, we entered the Tomb of Abdu’l
Bah4, where we were greeted by the fragrance of
fowers. Over magnificent Persian rugs we trod noise-
lessly to the opening of the inner chamber. Through a
doorway hung with dull gold net, we gazed in serene
meditation. An immense rug nearly covered the floor.
At either end stood exquisitely carved candelabra. A
cluster of electric lights, hanging from the ceiling, threw
an amber light across the room. All was calm, serene.
I felt myself suffused with a feeling of peace indefinable.

This one-storied building of grey stone, simple in
its decoration, held something within its walls of 2
majesty so overwhelming that T had a feeling of insigni-
ficance and non-being. Surrounding the building lay a
lovely terraced garden, full of tropical trees, artistically
laid out by Shoghi Effendi, an planted by Persian
Bah4’is, many of whom had journeyed here on foot at
great sacrifices.

As we slowly descended the path to the house, the
sun was sinking into the blue haze of the bay of Akka,
suffusing Mount Carmel and the town at its feet with a
rosy hue. My eye fell on the buildings of Zionist
colonists creeping up the side of the mountain as though
in fulfilment of the ancient covenant that Jehovah had
made with the chosen people.

As we entered the high iron gates, 2 venerable woman,
wearing 2 white head scarf, and with the face of a saint,
stood in the doorway. It was Moneera Khinum, the
widow of Abdu’l Bahd. She walked toward me, taking
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mother would 2 child who is just
My daughter,” she said, as if she
or life. As she held me thus, I felt
is universal mother, all the raging
ad found calm and serenity.




CHAPTER IX

THE STREET CALLED STRAIGHT

in the world. According to Josephus it was

founded by Noah’s great grandson, Uz. At
any rate, it was a city of antiquity long before Athens,
Rome or Alexandria had been founded, and its damask
and damascene steel and linen made its artisans and
craftsmen famous the world over four centuries before
Christ.

I conveyed me down the street, called Straight—
where Paul met Ananias—by the most ancient means of
Jocomotion available, in an attempt to preserve this
venerable atmosphere.

With the two or three surviving cylinders of the
motor coughing violently, every nut and bolt rattling,
with the brakes shrieking protest, we bumped our way
over the heavy cobblestones through trains of pack mules
laden with oranges from Jaffa, a caravan of camels
with rugs from Bokhara, patiently plodding pack donkeys
and wheezing, honking, second-hand European motor
cars.

On either side, the intriguing heavily-latticed
balconies of pink-roofed houses looked down upon us.
In every direction, delicately carved minarets of the
city’s two hundred mosques pierced the turquoise sky.

In the centre of the city we halted at the Great Mosque,
which covers a site nearly twice as large as that of the
Capitol in Washington. The floor of its huge dome-
topped hall of worship was covered with gorgeous
rugs, while beneath a marble chapel in the centre of
the mosque—which I did not see—supposedly rest the

ashes of the head of John the Baptist, who is to-day
worshipped by the Moslems.
68

DAMASCUS is probably the oldest existing city
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surpriscd also to learn that Muhammad not
ed in Christ, but that one of the first things
after he announced himself as the Prophet of
ras to ask the leaders of Mecca : “ Why have you
cepted the gospel of Christ ?
e capital of the Omayyad caliphs, Damascus is
entre of Islam, and prejudice, into which the
has decayed, flourishes—much as it has the
er. My guide reminded me that not so many
o Christians living in the City were massacred,
ioned me against entering certain mosques and
places.
e rides through this pearl-tinted city of yesterday
sy to understand why Muhammad called it an
paradise, and turned his steps away from its
cticularly thrilling to the traveller are the bazaars,
ofed over at the third story level and lined with
s, just as they must have been a thousand years
ese bazaars are said to be among the largest in
t, and they are crammed full of priceless
dise. Dismissing what might be called a
hours walking between shops piled high
ugs, antique and modern embroideries, etched
ered brassware, inlaid woodwork, carved
tooled leather goods. .
ts sat cross-legged as of old, on their narrow
orms, punctiliously offering tiny cups of
fiee, samples of perfume or amber-scented
a ruse to tempt, wheedle or cajole Occidentals
1culously high prices. Bargaining is a part
and no one but a tenderfoot pays the first
ve third price offered, no matter how anxious
e to secure the desired article. American
h er: peculiar fascination in Oriental bazaars
1tous hawkers sang out their time-old invitati
hase r}llnouth-watermg sweets, health-giving brezlclis
It € garden of paradise, fortune beads, and
'SIt 'was made additionally pleasant b i
Ome as a guest of the Pers%ar? Consul-GZnetrl;lls,

.
1nd
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to whom I brought a message from one of his friends
at the Embassy in Washington, and by the unexpected
presence of M. Barney Dreyfus, whom I had met in Paris
and Haifa. He had come here en route to Baghdidd on a
commission for Shoghi Effendi.

The route to Baghddd by way of Aleppo and
Homs, where the Roman Emperor Aurelius conquered
Zenobia, Queen of Palmyra, was impassable because
heavy rains had turned portions of it into mud-holes
and pools of water. The last motor car to reach
Damascus from Aleppo had to be carried across on the
shoulders of Arabs, M. Dreyfus had been informed by
the British Consul at Damascus, Mr. Edward Palmer.

M. Dreyfus continued : “ Only a few Europeans have
ever crossed the ‘Hamdd,” a vast desert between
Damascus and Baghdid, few British officers even—and
they mainly explorers and diplomatic messengers. It
is infested with hostile Bedouins. Last week a troop of
French chaussenrs set out from some barracks on the
‘Hamdd’ near Palmyra, on racing camels, and they
were seized thirty miles out by Bedouins, stripped
naked and left to make their way as best they could.
So far as I know, no European traveller has ever motored
across the ¢ Hamdd’.”

Baghddd suddenly became the apple of my eye. I
fussed the entire day, despite the fascinating sights that
Damascus held, at the apparent impossibility of reaching
the enchanted city of “ The Thousand and One Nights.”
Arabia of the fairy tales—Omar Khayydm’s Persia—was
it a glamour of roses and nightingales ? In the timeless
flash of the mind’s eye I remembered Shoghi Effendi,
Moneera Khinum—had I expected Persians to look and
talk as they did? Surely not! Most of us know
gardens, and Persian rugs and Persian cats, and perhaps—
the Rubdiyit. Well, I would see Persia for myself.

That evening an Arab servant handed me a card and
informed me that His Excellency, Mr. Edward Palmer,
was waiting for me in the reception-room. This spelled
Baghddd! In my excitement I almost fell down the
stairway.

Monsieur Dreyfus had told him of my wish. At the

GARDEN

TERRACE
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ot of the stairs I was greeted with a cheery “ good
g by a rather good-looking Englishman, a
e over average height, arrayed in white ducks and
wearing a white cork helmet with the usual gold insignia
British consular service.
- So this was Edward Palmer, who had been taken
prisoner by the Turks during the war and held captive
for two years, before making his escape. Characteristi-
cally, he went direct to the reason for our meeting.
s ¢ &U,hy this sudden rush for Baghdad ? ” he inquired,
- with a cheerful smile. “ Three English ladies have been
ee me about Baghddd, all keen to get to the city of
Arabian Nights, and now M. Dreyfus tells me that
u too wish to go.”

‘Well, why not?” I asked. “Isn’t Baghdid,
aghddd ? And then after Baghdid, Persia.”
Palmer laughed a boyish laugh, then added wistfully :
I’ve been hoping to take the trip myself for more
nayear. Old Muhammad Bassam, the rich merchant
imascus and Baghddd, has promised me safe conduct
s the  Hamdd ’; he has been conducting caravans
s the Syrian desert since heaven knows when, and
s all the leading Bedouin tribes. Now he’s anxious
ablish a transport service and has asked me to

open it officially. I can do this and continue on
o3 'glal intention visiting Babylon on my leave
rear.”’
ccording to Palmer, however, the Italian Lancia car
1 Bassam planned to put at his disposal for this
1ad just been confiscated by the French authorities
e charge that it had been used to smuggle Turkish
defiance of the embargo on gold exports.
almer’s vivid recitation of the dangers that threatened
—heat, tyre-tearing basalt rock waste, the chance of
ssing the water-holes, or of finding them dry or in
e hands of cut-throats—only piqued my desire to be
first Western woman to cross the Hamdd and a
amber of the first party to complete the trek by auto-
ile—at least officially. Over a whisky and soda he
eed to wisé my passport to Baghdid, provided he
ould have the Lancia released by the French authorities.
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With characteristic enetgy, Palmer settled the matter
within the next three days by signing his name to a
guarantee to return the automobile within three weeks
—in time for the investigation—or forfeit several hundred
pounds. By noon of the next day the car was released
—much to our relief and the excessive joy of Muhammad
Bassam. We decided to start three days later.

Bassam was a dignified, white-haired, stocky man—a
shaykh who wore the gold-embroidered abiyeh of the
merchant class and the green scarf around his fez which
signifies that he has made the hadj to Mecca. Bassam
kept his warehouses stocked with silken rugs and other
priceless merchandise from Persia, India and the Far
East by operating his own caravans across the Syrian
Desert. During the war, it was said he had become a
millionaire by supplying camels and horses to General
Allenby. By liberal grants of gold to certain shaykhs
he had been able to buy protection for his caravans
from a half-dozen cut-throat Bedouin tribes.

Now, shrewdly seizing the opportunity of motorizing
transportation across the desert, he had conceived the
plan of winning the goodwill of the British by inviting
Mr. Palmer to open up the new trade route, promising
him safe conduct and permitting him to take credit for
himself and his Government.

I was told that an English major then in Beirut,
had asked Palmer if he could accompany him in his
own car, taking with him a British Army mechanic and
driver. The three ladies had also won Palmer’s assent
to follow in their car.

We were to start at daybreak.

CHAPTER X

ACROSS THE HAMAD

had boiled over the eastern rim of Damascus
scattering the stars, when the attractive Major
" called for me and assisted me to climb into
k seat beside him over a running-board strapped
with luggage. When we arrived at the British
ulate, Mr. Palmer announced that I was to ride
im in the Lancia touring car, which he had lined
ngly with chintz cushions. So I hurriedly climbed
e luggage and into the other car. At almost the
oment the three ladies arrived in their Chevrolet.
ore we had strapped the last piece of luggage to
ning-boards and begun our eastward trek down
t called Straight, and out of the city’s eastern
sun had leaped in all its dazzling intensity over
‘hills, and we turned our eyes for a final look
ity out of which arose a few tall minarets
n the waking sun’s flood of light. Muhammad
L occupied the front seat of the Lancia beside the
-a slender abiyeh-wrapped Syrian,
chind us rode the Chevrolet bearing the other
s of the party, while bringing up the rear was
f carrying the mechanics and equipment.
00N raised the top—against the sun’s glare, which
0 t0 beat down upon us the moment we had
€d the narrow strip of cultivated land that
nds Damascus.  Within a few hours the heat had
ne almost unbearable—stifling, burning, unceasing
! Intensified, as though by blasts from a foundry,
wind that the car engendered. The shaded
eter on the panel of our car registered 118
- Palmer and 1 had frequent recourse to our
water bottles with only temporary relief,
73
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but Bassam and the chauffeur appeared as cool and
alert as any Americans speeding through a tree-shaded
road in Maine.

With Palmer acting as interpreter, the elderly Shaykh
regaled me with a lively account of domestic life in
Damascus and the extent of his considerable wealth and
influence. Then, twisting around in his seat so that he
could look at me, he said something that caused the
Consul to question him in surprise, for I heard the same
wotds repeated. Then jokingly, Palmer said :

“ Muhammad Bassam wishes to know, will you
marry him!”

Although my knowledge of the Arabic sense of
humour is somewhat limited, I treated the proposal as
a joke and replied :

“Iamsorry. You are too late. Iaccepted the British
Consul twenty minutes ago!”

This was translated to the Shaykh in a serious voice,
although my interpreter could not conceal his inward
mirth, whereupon Muhammad Bassam frowned and
finally retorted :

“ Madam, I have honoured you in my proposal. We
seldom marry ladies over sixteen in Arabia.” Wow !

With this naive remark, Bassam terminated our con-
versation, turning forward in his seat, and he and the
chauffeur fell to smoking interminable Syrian cigarettes.

My head ached abominably from the heat. Conversa-

tion became too strenuous, and the rest of the day’s
journey was completed with few words exchanged
between us, except when the Shaykh pointed out, from
time to time, the landmarks which dotted this reddish
brown ocean of waste—ridges that stretched across the
desert like earth-coloured caravans, clumps of low-
lying sage brush, an occasional water-hole that once
had been basalt rocks, tumbled—as though by ancient
giants upon each other in fantastic forms. The merciless
sun, now molten metal, suspended from the ceiling of
the blue bowl above transformed the Hamid into a
low plate of burnished copper from whose centre
we vainly attempted to fly towards the evet-receding
rim.
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ded off the sun with kafichs and agal fastened
heads and draped across our faces,

miles our course would lead over sandy sutface,
oss outcroppings of basalt, some of which
d long knife-blades and so sharp they would
shed our tyres to pieces had not our keen-eyed
voided them. Again we would scorch across
rel expanse of clay—and dried bed of one of
porary lakes that spring up all over the Hamad
a cloudburst. Leaning forward, I watched the
‘of our speedometer reach 120, then 140, as we
tward.

ose are kilometres,” laughed Palmer. But even
ulation showed that we were doing nearly ninety
1 hour in this first official motor drive in history
“the Syrian desert.

s almost noon when I cried out: * There’s an
00k at the palm trees silhouetted against the sky.”
er was doubtful and Bassam shook his kead,
minutes later we found, in the place where
‘beheld the image of cool palm trees clustered
g natrow streak of silver water, nothing
ined waste—reddish brown, broken by an
tuft of sagebrush or stretch of basalt—a
air rose in a thickened shimmering curtain
distorting the landscape and bubbling up
€ mirages so realistic that they assumed forms
fantastic world through which I was being

']

had dropped low in the sky at our back before
the water-hole, a mere cleavage in the

which T almost walked,
el of the water had gone down so far that it
by lying on their stomachs and hanging to the
€ rope that our attendants were able to pull
"5 Water in gasoline tins to strain into the
s of our over-heated cars. The water was foul
. 0 f(i)ssﬂs, one resembling a sea-horse three
- e. ut the Lancia seemed not to mind,
Ve were out of luck for the morning face

¥ =
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In the meantime, Muhammad Bassam had superin-
tended the spreading of one of the most magnificent
rugs from his Damascus warehouse on the desert floor.
Seated on the edge of the rug, we were soon dining on
meat cakes, chicken cooked in saffron, Arab bread,
three-cornered pastries which Bassam had brought from
Damascus in a four-tiered container, and bitter Bedouin
coffee d la Hamdd, piping hot. We feasted in true
Oriental fashion, holding the chicken in our fingers
and picking it quite unabashed to the bone. The
occupants of the other car preferred to “dine” by
themselves on a white linen tablecloth on hard-boiled
eggs, bully beef and everything else un-Arabian. Can
anyone by any stretch of the imagination picture a white
linen tablecloth on the Hamid ?

We had scarcely started to eat when the sun sank
beneath the far purple rim, the stars rushed out in
brilliant array and the temperature fell so rapidly that
I lost little time in shivering into my fur coat. Night
had come on almost as quickly as one extinguishes the
electric lights in a room by turning a button. But the
Arab driver had gathered a pile of sagebrush and fired
it into a warming blaze that lit up the desert for half
a mile.

After a discussion between the Consul and the
Major as to whether we should spend the night here
or go on, Palmer won his point and we started out
again.

With the night and the coolness, not to mention
our desert meal and rest, our spirits revived. In spite
of the Major’s continued protests, we felt perfectly safe
since Sir Percy Cox, the British High Commissioner at
Baghdid, had wired Mr. Palmer the previous day that
he would send an Army plane to search for us if we
failed to arrive on schedule.

The headlights of our car flashed through the night,
cutting swaths of colour in the blackness and adding
their own magic to the mystery of the desert night.

Suddenly, we were pitched forward as our car struck
some unseen projection and was braked to an abrupt
halt. We had hit a long jagged blade of basalt, staving
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the crank-case the size of a grape-fruit, through
the oil gushed. We had plenty of petrol strapped
ing-boards in large petrol tins, but a very
‘amount of oil. And there are no filling-stations
Hamid! We poured out of our cars to survey
amage, and Bassam announced that we should
here for the night while the chauffeurs and mechanic
d to repair the damage. This they eventually
‘working half the night, finally binding pieces of
bes over the hole.
e the object of the journey was to establish a
route between Damascus and Baghdid, Palmer
2} ‘kept a record of time, mileage, latitude and
de in his note-book. We made frequent stops to
 bearings, and the Major made similar observa-
At times the Consul and Major disagreed, and
ote the day was over it was quite evident that
officer was worried about something.
omobiles were drawn up abreast, hammocks
veen them with a guard posted close to our
k referreduto sleep in one of the cars.
oftered me pillows and a prayer-rug—in
one I had brought myself—go }l;undlegd up
Jtiental rugs, I was soon fast asleep, undis-
e co d and the voices of the toiling mechanics.
tt protection I had donned a white sheepskin
long Bedouin sleeves, which incidentally I
Up in the bazaar the previous day for twelve
d a kafieh “ Arab head scarf.” Besides this,
along my fur coat to wear under my sheep-
¢ the sun went down. Yet this night in
id was the coldest I ever experienced, even in
ing March. From time to time, my sleep was
Dy the howls of jackals and the thought of the
MBELs of our party slung between the cars in
.. ‘LhPalmer also wore sheepskin—and almost
his gmmock suspended between the cars.
= rought cold blasts from over the hill
hic ofwc were encamped. My teeth chattered
wél: as we made our hasty toilets out of
bottles, but the pungent odour of
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Bedouin coffee, prepared over an open sagebrush fire,
gradually aroused me and 1 was soon stretching myself
and pacing up and down before the fire in an only
partly successful endeavour to thaw myself out, and to
straighten out the kinks tied into my muscles by a
night’s sleep on the back seat of an automobile under
the desert stats.

The Major was already doing the honours for the
ladies about his white linen table-cloth on a menu of
hard-boiled eggs and the inevitable canned beef, ot
whatever they %)rought with them.

Someone handed me a cup of Bedouin coffee, which
is comparable to strong black coffee into which some
one has accidentally dropped some bitter vetch. Human
beings can become accustomed to anything, and after
ten years of it I am able to gulp it down in a romantic
mood which offsets my utter loathing for the bitterness
contained in every drop.

Shortly afterwards we were picking our way through a
rock-strewn expanse, when we saw what appeared to be
an army of Bedouins a few hundred yards to our left
galloping furiously in our direction, their kafiehs flying
gehind them and their horses kicking up a cloud of

ust.

The Consul leaned forward and shouted to the
driver: “ Go ahead! Faster! Open her up ! ”

The terrified chauffeur obeyed although it seemed to
me in those few seconds of fright the Bedouins had
already halved the distance between us and could easily
shoot us down with their rifles.

I screamed: ¢ Stop the car!”

“Stop!” 1 snatclriled the Consul’s stick from his
side amdP brought it down over the bewildered chauffeur’s
head. The car spun around on the sharp rock before
he could gain control and bring it to a stop.

By that time I was already climbing out of the car
over the luggage, and, stripping off my kafieh and sheep-
skin, 1 snatched my open camera, attempted to focus
it, and, with dishevelled cutls, stood quaking on the
basalt rocks holding my camera in unsteady hands. At
their head, sitting a magnificent Arabian horse, rode
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shaykh, rifle in hand. Just as the Shaykh pulled
orse a few yards away, I clicked the shutter. By
 time Bassam was standing beside me, and without
";' g for further preliminaries, I called out in words
which Bassam promptly translated :

' “I am from America. I have heard of Bedouin
pitality and having smelled your fragrant coffee as
ve passed the tents, we hope you will share it with us.”
- Instantly the stern face of the Shaykh was lighted
a smile. He turned to the men who sat their horses
either side of him, and talked to them animatedly.
en: “Come!”

e followed the galloping horses. Palmer finally
bed out of the car and accompanied me as far as
Shaykh’s black goat-hair tent, where the Shaykh’s
y wife motioned me to a seat beside her on a filthy
pskin rug. She was dark and thin, and I immed-
ly dubbed her ““ Queen of Nomad Land.” Her large
< eyes fell on the suéde leather vanity case, which
ined my passport and other accessories, with the
e of a child sighting 2 new toy. I opcncd it and
inted inquiringly at the lipstick.

eans of signs I attempted to explain that, whereas
d kohl to blacken her brows, lids and lashes,

e other to redden my mouth. Evidently she
ood for she immediately began reddening her
an imaginary lipstick, laughing gleefully when
approval. In the same manner I demonstrated
toothbrush and comb. Her own teeth were
a colour. With a look of admiration she
ny teeth, and off went my “ Prophylactic.”
s of further signs, the little Bedouin made
desire to possess these Western marvels—
othbrush and all—so I presented them to
12 ceremonial bow. Her pretty little daughter,

"T'i" old-coin jewellery, came in and smiled at me.

taking two pounds of Syrian silver from my
I offered it to my hostess for her daughter,

interpreting for me. Greatly overjoyed, she
er hands for coffee, which a servant offered
iy bowls on a brass tray. Thcn, from a crude casket,
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she extracted two cigarettes. But, anticipating that, in
accordance with their custom, she intended to present
it to me lighted from her own lips, I hurriedly fished out
a cigarette of my own, lit it, and presented it to her before
she had time to execute her hospitable but unsavoury
intention.

Following coffee, a few minutes later we walked from
the Bedouin tent to the waiting car, the British Consul
muttering something about God protecting fools and
idiots.

The sun had set and the desert grown cold when yellow
lights grew visible in the distance.

“ Baghdad ! ”

The chauffeur bore down on the accelerator, and the
car leaped forward toward the city whose name had
always been a symbol of Oriental romance and mystery
since the day I had first spelled my fascinated way through
the story of Aladdin. Under a rising crescent moon the
clustered lights took dim shape.

BEPAPTER X1
AN ARABIAN KNIGHT

ieared the Tigris, our progress was slowed
by a procession of camels coming towards
den with bales and crates, and prodded into
1adowy figures in abiyehs and turbans. With
ity the beasts crossed the pontoon bridge—
ing barges. Built across circular boats of
d when Cyrus captured the city for the
bridge bears the name of the British general
e human beings who cross it in a continuous
ether with the overloaded pack-mules, camels
rs—wear tatters that defy description.
e streets in cream-coloured kafiehs held
by means of black twisted cotton agals,
e turbans and brown abas and descendants
ad—both true and false—in their green
t coffee-houses and wooden stalls thronged
rauders, past long lines of brass trays
ds and peppery condiments, merchants

primitive balance scales, men sitting
_the mud, roasting cubes of lamb on
charcoal fires, vendors selling shaved ice
sugar syrup. A glaring electric light
led a drab coffee-shop from which blared
gramophone thundering out antique
. Such was the Arabian Night’s phantasy
30t enfolded Baghddd. At the sound of
tobed figures rose from their places along
,et;gﬂr shadows flickering beneath oil
fived at the Maude Hotel, where we
elves, and were shown to rooms which
81
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were much the same as any small hotel on the outskirts
of any town in the Occident.

Imagine my delight to find Monsieur Dreyfus in the
lobby of the hotel. He had arrived in Baghddd only
that morning, via the mud-holed Aleppo route, six
days after he left Damascus. It had taken us twenty-four
hours mote or less.

Fatly next morning I rambled through the streets of
Aladdin’s city. Baghdidd boasts several fine mosques
whose tall, slender minatets, covered with blue, green
or orange tiles, lend a brilliance which makes up for
the ugliness of the other buildings that line the dusty
roads and narrow, filthy alleys. One readily apparent
effect of conquest is the modern highway named New
Street.  Off-setting the drab streets ate the bright
colours of the abas worn by the women. The Jewesses
swagger along in silk robes of bright pink, pale blue
and- other vivid colours woven with gold or silver
thread. The Arab women weat tarnished black garments,
their faces covered with black masks. The Bedouins
“Aaunt a gipsy-like costume of blouse, full skirt, coin
necklaces and bracelets and anklets of hollow silvet.
Everywhere one sees barefooted women with jewelled
nose-rings, toe-rings, bracelets and anklets.

After-luncheon conversation at the Maude Hotel
gave an added impetus to my curiosity about King
Feisal.

« How could I meet him?”’

Mzr. Palmer’s answer seemed almost too easy 2 solution.

« have an appointment with His Majesty at four this
afternoon. Il arrange an audience for you if possible.”

He did.

At that time King Feisal occupied a large cream-
coloured stucco building enclosed by a high wall, which
was entered through prison-like gates, guarded by 2
number of gendarmes. A long veranda ran along the
side of the entire building at the second story, over
hanging the Tigris and making it a simple matter for
one so minded to take a header from the palace into the
muddy waters. . . . A romantic setting full of interesting

5wk TH x
possibilities. E ARABIAN KNIGHT, KING FEISAI
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. scarcely entered the large reception-room,
carpeted with immense Oriental rugs, but
d otherwise in European style, and I had just
1 into a pile of large, downy cushions when a
- majestic figure entered noiselessly, his hand
ched in such an unconventional manner that I
at once we should become good friends.
‘his neatly cut Van Dyke beard and fine features,
nted a perfectly groomed figure. I had been
xpect a cultured and charming personality, but
prised to find a man whose ideals were so lofty
rersal. At that time I knew little of the back-
of this King of Iraq, or Mesopotamia to use the
expression.
conversation at first was general, the Consul,
bic was better than my French, acted as
King Feisal spoke in a deep, vibrant voice,
flering cigarettes from his gold case and
‘take one himself. According to newspaper
which I read later, he smoked between ninety
red cigarettes a day, which certain persons
his death.
‘name Bahd’i uttered several times by
d me to sit erect. Palmer turned to me
ly and in quick sotfo voce warned me
ct “Bahd’i > was taboo Muhammadans as
e at 2 Methodist conference. Then with
cial manner he continued : .
y has heard that you have come from
ires after the health of Shoghi Effendi.
ited Haifa in 1920 and knew Abbas Effendi
a) very well.”
antly charmed. King Feisal spoke at length
a’s kindness to him and of his own hopes
peace and a united Arabia.
carned (Colonel Lawrence’s Rewolt in the
it Feisal had been a silent leader of the great
Oft.  Only a few years before my first
fact, he had been crowned King of Syria
Four and one-half months later, however,
aroud of France had engineered his over-
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throw, inducing Feisal ‘to withdraw his troops from
Damascus on a promise that the French Army would
likewise retire. No sooner had Feisal complied than
Gouroud hired bandits to attack the French Army so
that he might shell Damascus in retaliation for the
supposed attack. The Syrian King fled to the railway
and, under machine-gun fire by Arab troops, who had
been falsely informed that their leader had conspired
against them, found refuge in a stock car bound for
Haifa. By an odd coincidence it was carrying a white
donkey to Abdu’l Bahd. The brief stay of the exiled
King, who was a true Arabian Knight, at Haifa made
him known to Abdwl Bahi, whose praises of his
character brought him into favour with the British
Government.

As we talked the King showed considerable interest
in the United States and expressed the hope that Arabia
might some day be united as he and Lawrence had
dreamed.

King Feisal’s account of the enlightened views of
-the Wahabi ruler, Sultan Ibn Saud, and his ideas of
human brotherhood and racial unity fired me with a
desire to meet this rare idealist in his desert.

I determined that sooner or later I would seek out
his fortress-refuge, Nejd in the heart of the Arabian
Desert.

The first of four friendly audiences with King Feisal
terminated with a keen desire to know him better.

Next day at noon I received a note from Mr. Palmer

informing me we had been invited to luncheon at the
British Embassy which is located on the other side of
the Tigris. The Embassy is the coolest and most
delightful spot in Baghddd, set amid trees and over-
looking the ancient river from an embankment. The
lofty reception hall proved an oasis after the desert heat.
The large square reception-room was most artistically
draped in chintz’ and furnished with inlaid Oriental
stands upon which highly polished copper and brass
trays displayed a carefully selected array of Eastern

brasses. .
Sir Percy took me in to lunch and placed me on his
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next to the newly appointed High Com-
Sitr Henry Dobbs. Opposite, at the farther
1e famous Miss Gertrude Bell. The dining-
a delight to the eye, its table-centre artistical%y
ith huge sweet peas.

a delightful luncheon. A more charming
n Lady Cox cannot be found. Later while
through the Embassy gardens, Sir Henry

to be rather bucked up over this question

’i Movement.”

- Are you acquainted with it ? >’ I asked.

- read several of the books,” he replied.

ave you any opinion ? >’ I asked eagerly.

er tull of platitudes, is it not ?

Sir Henry, could one not say the same

on the Mount ? If truth is one, and not

t could not all self-evident truth be
the form of platitudes ?

it was not necessary for Sir Henry to

moment. We had reached the ostriches

creature stretched its long neck for an

| the avid bird gulped down as though it
e

ose who have thoughtlessly said that the
g has repeated statements that have been
le and always will be truth without
ile there are volumes of truth in this
as never been uttered before.
ant motor launch ride down the Tigris
ed me to see her collection of beautiful
formed each of two single strips of
ven by hand, with thread of gold and

1; 1';1 shogping trip | »

@ through the textile quarter on bargai

d dignified, her fine }cllead crowned g;irtlﬁ
ancé: wearing a white flannel skirt and
i YBaOX made an unforgettable figure
Ll ghdid. In fact, the instant they
€hing, those of the merchants who had
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been caught unawares, ‘dropped their shutters and
pretended they had closed shop for the day.

“I've a reputation for being a close bargainer,”
smiled Lady Cox. ‘ But one must not be robbed. They
respect you more if you beat them at their own game and
they have nothing but contempt for the Fransawi (every
Western European who isn’t Italian or Spanish is a
Frenchman here) who pay the ridiculously exorbitant
prices they demand.”

A half-hour later I understood why the merchants
attempted to fold up their stalls and silently steal away
at our approach. After a minute inspection of scores
of pieces, I selected two exquisite abas, both lavishly
woven with thread of gold, representative of months of
skilled work. I expected their purchase to make a
considerable dent in my budget, but they were well
worth whatever I would have to pay.

Lady Cox asked me for forty-five rupees and planked
it down before the protesting merchant. Inmy ignorance
I might well have parted with twice that amount.
Before he could utter a word she informed him that he
could take the money and turn over the abas or we
should immediately leave the shop. Then, without
waiting for his reply, she handed the abas to me and
we made a triumphant exit with our treasure, leaving
the money on the platform. It was the first time I had
ever witnessed a European obtain an article from an
Oriental merchant at her own price, or at any price
without interminable haggling. Lady Cox sets her own
price and walks off with the desired object—thus account-
ing for the sudden slamming of wooden shutters, which
I had at first thought due to the holidays—Friday for
the Moslems, Saturday for the Jews and Sunday for
the Christians.

As we rambled through the bazaars, we came to the
brass shops where artisans were pounding trays and
other receptacles, using wooden hammers and other
instruments. I spotted a beautiful tray, handsomely
carved and inlaidp with silver and copper. This we
bought for a song. I found later that the inscription
in Arabic coincided with the exact date of the appearance
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rerunner of the Bah4’j Faith, 1844, or 1260 in
ic calendar.
e goldsmiths’ and silversmiths’ quarter, my
s ordered a silver armlet made for me from melted
. I found in my bag a sketch that had been given
‘Haifa—the Bahd’i House of Worship, which was
ilt near Chicago on the shores of LaEe Michigan.
lversmith, a slender little man with beautit%lly
1 Aryan features, examined the picture with
rable curiosity. Lady Cox completecF the negotia-
d, when we returned six hours later, I received
isitely hammered silver armlet, with camels
, and sailing feluccas on the Euphrates and
hed and inset with black enamel, for the
sum of twenty-five rupees (eight dollars).

'rllfgd the silversmith, who spoke English,
aself.

ou a Moslem ? ”
Y 3 9 (43
not,” he replied, “I am a John the

Baptist, I see. Then you are a Christian ? »
N0t ! Tama follower of John the Baptist
’t all followers of John the Baptist

154

. _sl P,ead vigorously.

ISwer to further interrogations, he disclosed
e of about sixty workers. in silver in
laim descent from the original followers
ptist. He explained that Jesus came to
His ancestors refused to accept Him as
otetold by their leader. Fixing his gentle
~POn mine with a look that gave his cameo
tession of nobility and infinite patience, he

he Messiah is not yet come ! »
$
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CHAPTER XII

FROM BABYLON TO LEBANON

Consul’s disposal to continue his vacation trip
to Babylon, whereupon I decided not to miss
such an opportunity as this, of enjoying the unusual
rivilege of digging about in the excavations at Babylon
Eeing carried out by the University of Pennsylvania
and the British Museum. The private car, which I had
been picturing as a sumptuous affair, turned out to be
one of the ordinary coaches seen throughout Iraq and
Burma—a long car with leather seats on both sides, a
stationary table at either end, narrow doots on either
side and a wash room. Yet, compared with the cars
used by the public in Mesopotamia it could well be
described as private.

The train was drawn by a very antiquated bit of loco-
motion. The moment we set foot out of our private
car, nine Arabs sprang up from the desert and snatched
at our lunch box, each yanking it in a different direction
in a desperate effort to earn his baksheesh. We rescued
what was possible, then sat down on the sandsand lunched
in hilarious amusement surrounded by a group of curious
Arabs.

In the distance we could see the supposed ruins of the
Tower of Babel rising from the crest of a tor.

Mounted on donkeys and escorted by our Arab guides,
we made our way amid broken pillars, huge monoliths,
and piles of earth over the site of the great wall with its
gates of brass, the hanging gardens and palaces which
imagination ascribe vatiously to Nineveh and Babylon;
the ancient marriage market, the wicked precinct O
Myletta, where the virgins were initiateg into the
mysteries by the first man to toss a piece of silver into
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J ; the royal galace, the temple of Bel where its
s priests read the stars and plotted against the
two sticks I poked about in all that remains to
what Herodotus once described as the world’s
afnlﬁcent city. With almost my first effort I
ed a brick, about four by seven inches, bearing
0l which was later verified in New York as the
Nebuchadnezzar. It was a perfect specimen of
- from the palace of the once mighty king whose
ating exploits are mentioned in the Old Testament.
ewhere near here had stood the marriage market,
e wealthiest men in pagan days had bid against
et for the hand of the most beautiful maidens.
the brave, buj: as ever to the rich, had gone the
ose plutocratic and wicked times. As Herodotus
it, the maidens were auctioned off in the descend-
- of pulchritude, the poor or parsimonious
chance only at the marital leavings and the pot
tened—so to speak—for the ugliest and last
Thus, instead of paying for the privilege
, the thrifty bargainer might wait and acquire
‘mate without expending a penny and with
town in. For the money bid for the most
as distributed as a dowry or bonus to go with
3ly, it was an ill-favoured wench indeed who
1d 2 husband of some kind.
overy of two dainty, baked-clay oil-lamps
500t on their spouts, a couple of water jars
inches high and six inches in diameter,
hely wrought chains, and two clay discs
fie receipt of rent money from some ancient
completed my investigation into archzological

. “

ipped out a trip to Tihrén, capital of Persia
| etgc (I)ldBfeellng of the purposelessness of
. 0 Baghdid and Damascus, except for
B ground, my activities were only minor
otedom which had previously over-
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taken me at home. Dinner engagements, luncheon
dates, teas, cocktail parties at the club, motor-launch
rides down the Tigris instead of the Hudson. A drive
through the Lebanons instead of the Catshills. A came]
jaunt in the Sahara instead of a horseback canter through
Central Park.

My life had become occupied once more with thrills,
and excitement, and in their pursuit lay only a substitute
for happiness. Only once had I found the tranquillity
I craved, and that was in the little city of Haifa. Though
Persia had long been the goal of my dreams, it must
wait.

1 am going back to Haifa to talk things over with
Shoghi Effendi,” 1 announced during dinner to the
surprised British Consul.

“ Well, ’'m starting back across the desert to Palmyra
to-morrow,” he said.  Come along!”

“ Splendid ! 7 Besides putting me within a few hours
of Haifa this would enable me to reach Damascus in
time to attend 2 Ramazan dinner with Mr. Palmer—the
elaborate feast with which Moslems break their fast on
the eve of the first and last day of Ramazan, the month
of fasting—comparable to Lent of the Christian calendar.

Muhammad Bassam remained in Baghdid, where he
hoped to start the first transportation line by lorry across
the Haméd to Damascus and Beyrout. But his chauffeur
knew the route back to Damascus via Homs.

We left Baghdad shortly after dawn, headed westward.
We had just crossed the Euphrates and were about to
lunch on “ Baghdad sandwiches ” at a village close by,
when a friendly shaykh rode up on a camel and invited
us to join him in a feast that was being prepared for
Arabian guests. With the Shaykh standing on the
running-board, we drove to the scene of festivity, where
my eyes fell on the huge carcass of an animal being turned
on a large spit over a blazing fire. T shall not easily
forget the odour of sizzling flesh. The feast was being
served alfresco, on rugs on the sand.

Our host immediately came forward and, with polite
gestures, beckoned us to seats of honour on a large
Oriental rug. He uttered a command to one of his
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, who immediately gouged out the bulging eyes
nimal and offered these choice titbits to myself
onsul. He then supplied us with spoons, and
ed me to help myself to what was considered the
hoice portion, the centre of the eye socket.
roasted eye, staring fixedly upward at me from the
of my plate, did not improve my appetite. The
I’s sentiments appeared to coincide with my own.
laining that we had very recently partaken of a
eakfast, we excused ourselves as rapidly as
permitted and departed, much to the disap-
1t of our generous-hearted host. Charles Lamb’s
oast pork came forcibly to my mind as we raced
he shining desert.
etoured to visit the classic ruins of Palmyra not
Homs. From the surrounding hills the elaborate
mns look down upon the ruins of the Temple
i God—Samas or Bel. It is nearly seventeen
go since this great commercial city, developed
who extended her dead husband’s realm
into Egypt, encountered the rivalry of Rome.
‘ of his armies by this courageous ruler
sieged Palmyra for two years, cutting off her
¢ captured Zenobia and her sons to grace his
\ome, then destroyed the city and slaughtered
1 when they attempted to revolt. Zenobia
Cipate in the triumphal procession, followed
cl ephants, the lions, tigers and monkeys
unruffled, walked barefoot majcstic’
s, despite defeat. :
C Ii».\rou'nd the ancient ruins, wondering over
g e.e detc;lvget((i) rgtl;cexf} to convert a city state
e do Odanathus, Zenobia’s
e s;e . pen door revealed a shaft with
g WE_ }1111 its side. There were about
B Ich we crawled with difficulty into
td 1elow‘—lmcd on either side with
. eorngfs;ﬁce been Flispos_sessed of their
B ,Of the most imposing one at the
) mall disc-like object. I climbed j h
1d went headlon : ki
: g on my ear in the dust-
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laden coffin. When we emerged into the bright sunlight,
we examined the porous disc, and decided it had been
somebody’s knee-cap.

Several French officers arrived on the scene from the
military camp not very far distant and assured us that
the sarcophagus from which I had extracted the porous
bone was none other than that of Odznathus. T left
Palmyra with what I believed to be Zenobia’s husband’s
knee-cap in my vanity case.

The city of Homs, noted mainly for its antiquity,
proved of little interest, save that it had been the actual
scene of Zenobia’s defeat. Calling upon the Governor,
we met a young Syrian poet, who joined our little party
to visit Hama and Beyrout, where he had decided to
spend a few days before returning to Damascus. He was
bearded like Shakespeare’s “ pard,” had large, soulful
brown eyes, delicate features and 2 slim physique. His
English was perfect and he entertained us with recitations
of his verse and an account of his romantic marriage to an
American girl from St. Louis. Just how they had met is
-a bit vague. At any rate he planned to sail from Beyrout
to New York the following week to join her. He
produced a post card he had just received from his wife,
acknowledging receipt of a photograph he had sent her
displaying his newly cultivated beard.

The card read : * Darling, it may be very smart over
there, but shave off that ¢ cooty garage’ before you arrive
here.”

We arrived in Beyrout after a long but thrilling
adventure.

Mr. Palmer left for Damascus. I decided to motot
through the winding paths of the Lebanon Mountains,
whose snow-capped peaks, rising to an altitude of nine
thousand feet, beckoned beyond the city walls.

Near the hotel I encountered a swarthy Arab seated
at the wheel of a brand new Ford. After the usual
bargaining, the driver discovered that his victim for the

day was able to drive. He put the wheel into my willing

hands and we were off to Tyre, whence King Hiram an

his lumberjacks once shipped the giant cedars for

Solomon’s temple.
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ped and bounced over the uneven mountain
a rate of fifty miles an hour, past villages of
s summer homes and gardens filled with flowers
 beauty and exotic fragrance. It is said that
f the cedars of Lebanon have long been stripped
yut we found groves as thick as any of the Adiron-
,and rumbled along beneath their majestic branches
watching me take the sharp curves in the road
slowing up—a trick I had learned on the winding
Trail—my chauffeur suddenly turned the key
> off the ignition, and put it in his pocket. ’
agry glare had no effect on him.
1at is the idea ? ” I demanded.
am,”’ replisd the Arab excitedly, “ I was thinking
y new car.
upon we changed places, and the rest of the
was made with no discernible improvement in
g, and with what seemed to me a deliberate
' put me in my place, figuratively speaking, by
one of the potato-sized cobblestones that
! oad to Tyre.
‘rough enough to shak
5 é” }1 rema%ked, e even you out of your
/¢ finally arrived at Tyre we found that, i
the prophecy of Ezekiel, it had iﬁ(t:i’eés
Pplace of desolation and for the spreading of
afew low stone huts, frame houses, a shabby
oW of nondescript shops struggled to remain
ther side of the single street. The little
s than six thousand inhabitants and has
lil1t10n of insignificance. As we motored to
shore of the Mediterranean we came upon
gutes huddled about a drying net, silent
>SS In the sunshine. Beyond, broken masses
p. %]ejc\tled into the sea, remnants perhaps of
o iexander extended to the then island
B! n%] ng. Nothing remains to remind the
e eﬁ.mlght of Tyre, of the Tyrrhenian
5 s“;‘ ich its merchants exchanged with
e 0; gold. The harbour where once
of silt. Sand has formed about the
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mole so that the great island city of antiquity was no
longer even an island. What a job of destruction was
wrought by Alexander !

At a grove nearby we stopped to purchase, for a few
pennies, a basket of locquats and oranges. Farther on,
we came to Sidon the Great, once the principal city of the
Pheenicians, now a town of ten thousand inhabitants
clustered about a castle on a promontory. Older than
Tyre, it has thundered to the tread of many a conquerin
army since the Philistines first destroyed its fleet an§
burned its buildings. Assyrians, Babylonians, Greeks,
Syrians, Romans, Crusaders, Saracens, Mongols and
finally, British, in 1918, have besieged, bombarded and
invested it.

Now its only importance lies in its orange, lemon,
apricot and banana orchards. Its past is preserved in its
archzological museum. But I had little time to give it
the inspection it doubtless deserved, and we were soon
bumping back over the pebbled road to Beyrout. My
last impression of these ancient Pheenician seaports was
the flavour of the oranges and locquats, far juicier than
those of California, with which I supplemented my
luncheon as we turned southward through the Lebanons.
Small, sweeter and of a more delicate flavour than those
of Jaffa, the oranges are too thin skinned for exportation.
Neglect has denied these ancient centres of commerce
the boon of trading in the fruits of their own orchards.

With the white-topped Lebanons forming a back-
ground and the blue Mediterranean sparkling at its feet,
Beyrout is the jewel, as well as the chief seaport of
Syria. Its bay is named after St. George in token of his
supposed slaying of the dragon here. Despite its number-
less changes of rule—pagan, Moslem and Christian—it
has remained prosperous. Its American University, its
Christian mission schools and seminaries, are as renowne
throughout the Near East as was the Roman Hall of
learning, where its professors drew up part of the second
code of Justinian’s law or taught the great Thaumaturgus.

It was Dr. Harvey Jessup, the President of Beyrout
University, speaking before the “ Patliament of Reli-
gions ”” at the World’s Fair held in Chicago in 1893, who

i
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o the first to acquaint the Western world with

ipanied by some American tourists, I detoured
i, a small city near Beyrout.

ived at midnight, while a great festival was in
and watched the scene of drunken mob
from the upper balcony of the hotel. Every-
g fluttering paper banners, street sideshows,
ys similar to that at our Mardi Gras—only
id cheap. Nice people do not go abroad
s tiot, I was told, for it is dangerous and lasts
> night.

lorious spring day, with cool breezes blowing
' éa as I turned my back on Beyrout and
Damascus to attend the Ramazan dinner to
ed to be invited.




CHAPTER XIII

A RAMAZAN DINNER

studded sky, is something not to be sneezed at,
particularly when the host is Emir Kader,
hospitable grandson of the late King of Algiers.

Women are never permitted at these dinners, a circum-
stance which made me all the more eager to attend.

After being presented to my host, he showed me his
beautiful collection of medals in a special room crammed
with rare relics, including a very ornate sword given to
his grandfather by Napoleon, and the jewel-handled
sifle presented this same ancestor by Queen Victoria. In
another room fitted like a lodge, the Emir, who is a great
hunter, pointed out his favourite trophies—great horned
heads, elephants’ feet and ivory tusks. ‘Then, pointing
to a huge shell which had been used during the World

War, he remarked :

«3¥ou see this shell ? I had it beautifully carved, as

ou see, and made into a work of art. When the sup-
posedly civilized nations do likewise, the world will be

safer and more beautiful place in which to live.”

A vivid reminder from an Algerian gentleman.

When we reached the charming court with its beautiful
marble fountain, about thirty men had gathered an
were eagerly awaiting the return of their host. Among
them were several mullahs and other men of prominence

who did not appear too pleased.
Unlike Lent, the month of Ramazan imposes com

: RAMAZAN dinner in Damascus, beneath a star-

spiritual, purification was commanded by Muhamma
g6

lete

abstinence from food, drink and tobacco every day trom
sunrise to sunset, only the immature, those over seventy,
the pregnant and travellers being exempt. The fast,
which is regarded as a period of physical, but chiefly
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nemorate his revelation of the Koran after a
f fasting.
e the Moslems at Meshed, in Persia, who spend
rht of Ra.rnazan eating, drinking, singingP 2
d carousing so that they may sleep through %h}é
of abstinence, the Moslems of Syria take their fast
I co.uld see that the men were rabid to get at
i, even if a woman had to be present.
y rate, the Emir seated me to his right at the
table, next to the British Consul and directly in
1 beautifully arranged floral design of tiny pink
la’l,d on shiny green leaves so as to spell
me.” I knew the greeting was not meant for
t was “ Welcome,” anyhow, and lovely.
: th the boom of a cannon fired from the militar
proclaimed the arrival of sunset, the chant o};‘
nezzins arose from the city’s minarets, and
1. a corps of robed servants marched into
caring tiny glasses of wine and plates of fried
1cken liver, olives, cucumbers and circles of
bread, thin as cigarette paper, and sprinkled

u give me wine, shout in my ears : Here i
1 g , : is
- Emir quoted to me from the Persian poet.
glass, taste the wine and smell it. Let my
g also partake of the pleasure.”
me a fragile liquor glas
I me a f s, took one for
1p11\)/;ng it, I helped him break the fast of
1€ Moslem drinks but little, a pint of liquor
P %cople. But the fragility of the wine
tter of pride with the Arabian or Syrian host
s ;: a}s; important that the dishes he uses be
P the food should be delicious. Conse-
If was flattered when someone quoted a
‘ T}rlan something like this :
e glass is pure. T ine i
‘ '::ainsparent End fine i TR
.' am puzzled to distinguish
e from glass, glass fromg wine.”

y th i-i
imsé(lah.wesare not Shi-ites,” remarked my
4 Sunnite, in reference to the fact
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that the Shi-ite sect do, not count the day, and conse-
quently the fast, done until the first evening stars appear,

Our appetites whetted on hors d’ceuvre, the servants
kept up a constant procession, bringing in platter
after platter of delicious viands—roast chickens and
ducks, a half-dozen varieties of rice, some with saffron
and aromatic hertbs ; a dozen vegetables, melons, fresh
figs, dates, apricots, pomegranates and other fruits,
sherbets and ices and a dozen or more rich pastries. I
counted twenty-five courses !

At midnight when I was back in the hotel lying in bed
and attempting to digest my twenty-five courses, feeling
much as I imagine a cobra must feel after swallowing a
lamb, the cannon boomed again, this time as a signal to
prepare for the last meal of the night. This was followed
by the sounds of criers as they stopped at the darkened
door of each house to awaken the somnolent occupants
by their lusty chanting, punctuated by four drumbeats
at regular intervals.

“ O Akmed (Boom, boom, boom, boom).” 1 could
hear. “ Get up and praise God! (Boom, boom, boom,

boom, boom.)

I could trace the voices and drumbcats of these
promenading alarm clocks from house to house until in
tancy I saw the lights flickering and the women stirring
about preparing for the midnight meal. An hour later,
when everyone was supposed to have eaten, came 2
third boom of the cannon.

Having gourmandized enough for a week and vainly
wishing I had not sampled those last six varieties of
pastries, I decided that it would take a lot more than a
battery of cannon and a regiment of drummers to
summon me to another meal.

The motor ride from Damascus to Beyrout is over a
precipitous winding road. Only a few days previous an
American consul had been driven over the side of the
mountain by a reckless Arab driver. From Beyrout I set
out by motor for Haifa, a journey of three and one-half
hours.

Shertly after sunset my eyes again beheld Mount
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t was illuminated by a great arc light—the
Wall Street broker, who, I was later told, had
d reality here. An American electrician had
vear installing it as his contribution. The light,
ould be seen far out in the Mediterranean, had
aced there in partial fulfilment of the prophecy
y Abdu’l Bahd forty-five years ago, that a great
ight would be placed at the Tomb of the Bab,
highway would be built between Akka and
ind—little Flaifa would become the chief port of

3 g along the seashore in the rickety car, I
the tiny sailing vessels at rest in the harbour.
d hard to believe that the rest of the prophecy
rer be fulfilled. Yet, two years later I watched
gineers surveying the course of the Haifa~Akka

I saw it under construction and, looking down
bay from the Tomb of the Bdb, I counted
n ocean liners. On my last world tour I
the rotogravure section of an American news-
e Island of Maui, Hawaii, to find an entire
ver to pictures of “ Haifa—the new port of

scribing it as becoming the “ Centre of a
a meeting-place of international trade
tributes as comparing it with the world’s
and stating : ““ If one viewpoint, more than
hosen it would be the Persian Garden
'the Tomb of the Bab. . . .”
- gathering gloom I rumbled through the
ling streets of the town, in which lights were
flicker into life, to the foot of the beacon-lit
pe. Ihad come back ! There were so many
ed to know, so much I wanted to ask, and
¥ questions would be answered.
tough the high iron gates into the peaceful
vecame conscious of the law and order
The buildings and spacious grounds
iven lawns, pebbled paths and well-trimmed
tracesleading to the shrines basking in the
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TR . . ! l a]l i
t sunshine on the side of Mount Qarme > al
biglclla;?m:clil the gentle strength of Shoghi Effendi’s
guiding hand. A strange contrast to the old Jerusalem
distance away. i
Sozltll(c)lrttl?eresat the entrance of the Pilgrim house stood
little Fugeta, his smiling face welcoming me home.

CHAPTER XIV

AKKA’S FORTRESS

ORS and inquirers at Haifa represent a
eritable cross-section of humanity. [f anyone
ubted that ever the “ lion and the lamb would
ogether,” as the symbology of the Bible puts
the unifying power of the Prophet of God
vidence there. Just as Jesus gathered about
oman, Syrian, Copt and welded them into
usness by His dynamic love, so the utterance
ih has fructified intoa spiritual unity Christians
tionality and sect, Moslems, Parsees, Jews,
ests at Haifa showed.
°ndi, perpetuating Abdu’l Bah4’s daily
every luncheon-time with hijs guests,
t multitudinous questions on every pos-
is answers never dallying with the issue
undamental point, stripping all supet-
simple, direct analysis.
1d state their conviction that, on the
God ” assumption, each human being
I petfection.
‘ 4 says humanity will evolve and develop
Shoghi Effendi’s reply. “To reach
°Ver, means that advancement stops.
8 further to be obtained. Mankind wil]
evelopment towards perfection.”
i mystery > surrounding the Prophets

S NOt irrational, It does not run counter
nscends reason | »?
) - .

. estlongd- Mrs. Keith Ransom-Kehler,
1€an Bahd’j, « that just as science sees
101




- SUNBURST

a mystery in the great primal energy becoming ninety-
two elements ? ”’

“No,” he answered. * The mystery of nature may
later become manifest. A spiritual mystery can never
be grasped by the human mind.”

Someone mentioned the League of Nations and asked
his opinion as to its value.

“ The principle underlying the League of Nations may
break, but the institution will develop, whether the
League or another. This change will be brought about
by the coming war, which is inevitable. This is not my
predicting. Abdu’l Bahd stated in 1920 that the chaotic
state of the world would bring about another war. He
also warned the world similarly in 1912. As I have
written in The Goal of the New W orld Order, the outcome
of the last war, its greatest lesson, was the bringing about
of the League, but this instrument is not functioning
in 2 manner to bring about universal peace.”

Shoghi Effendi warned us against rigidity, forms and
regulations, and said we might as well remember the
words of St. Augustine : ““ In essentials, unity ; in non-
éssentials, diversity ; in all things, charity.” Then he
continued :

“ The Administrative Order ” (present form of develo-
ment of the World Order of Bahd’w’lldh) is merely the
instrument to train Bahd’is in a methodical manner to
be prepared for the establishment of the International
House of Justice. A pattern for future society, with-
out which we would have chaos instead of order and
unity.”

The keynote ever reiterated in this Faith is “ Unity.”
The more I gathered this into my own consciousness,
the easier it became to forget my own small problems.
They melted away in the sense of harmony, order and
unity which infuses the very air at Haifa.

The next morning we motored over the wind-strewn
dunes to Bahjé, a few miles from the frowning fortress
of Akka, to visit the tomb of Bah4d’u’lldh.

The spring sunshine lay warm on the red geraniums, AN
the exotic tropical trees and the towering cypresses, a8
we walked through the gate in the high wall surrounding
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h building, whose stucco walls rose from a
oundation of high Moorish arches.
tered through an iron door older than time,
a long flight of stairs, and found ourselves in
rotunda or hall illuminated by a glass roof and
ded on every side by smaller rooms. In one was
3aha’i literature, translated into no less than
e ot mote languages—the voluntary contribu-
olars of different countries. Itis an astonishing
t this teaching has been established the world
s than fifty years by American and European
travellers, all of whom were economically
ent, and whose only remuneration has been the
appiness they have found in this service.

s plate on the wall to the right of a doorway
ith a velvet curtain designated it as the room
e eminent scholar, E. Granville Browne,
of Arabic and fellow of Pembroke College of
University and an authority on Persian
d history, had paid his memorable visit to
in 1890.

Brown had written :
dimly suspected whither I was going and
, to behold (for no distinct intimation had
0 me), 2 second or two elapsed ere, with
nder and awe, I became definitely conscious
1 was not untenanted. . . .

f him on whom I gazed I can never forget,
ot describe it. Those pietcing éyes seemed
ety soul ; power and authority sat on that
. . . No need to ask in whose presence I
ed myself before one who is the object
and love which kings might envy and
for in vain |

lignified voice bade me be seated, and then
St come to see a prisoner and an exile.
‘ but _the good of the world and the
€ nations . . . that all nations should
faith and all men as brothers; that all
on and unity between the sons of men
I




should be strengthened ; that diversity of religion should
cease and differences of races be annulled . . . and yet
so shall it be ; these fruitless strifes, these ruinous wars
shall pass away and the most great peace shall come,
_ . . Is this not that which Christ foretold? . . .

«<Let not 2 man glory in this, that he loves his
country ; let him rather glory in this, that he loves his
kifwdeo.

“ Such, so far as I can recall them, were the words
which, besides many others, I heard from Bahid. Let
those who read them consider well with themselves
whether such doctrines merit death and bonds, and
whether the wotld is more likely to gain or lose by their
diffusion.”

Full of a sense of calm beauty, I was escorted out
of the building and through the adjoining gardens.

The glass-roofed building adjoining the Tomb was
like an immense greenhouse. A large square, occupying
the centre of the room was luxuriant with a myriad
climbing plants. Around the walls ran aisles covered

_ with fine Oriental rugs, gifts from Bah4’is in different
parts of the world. We walked to a doorway in the
opposite wall and, over 2 raised threshold strewn with
yellow jasmine blossoms, gazed into the Tomb.

The flickering lights or brass lamps and candelabta
of exquisite workmanship cast their patterned shadows
on 2 * Khurasan ” rug of gold and silken thread.

Six feet beneath the cement floor lay the mortal remains
of Bah#’wlldh—Bahd’w’lldh, whose ninth grandfathet
was Jesse the father of David, and whose descent cafi
be traced directly to Abraham. !

Soft lights and shadows played a melody of peace 1
Oriental colour !

1 knelt at the threshold as the clear, vibrant voice of
Shoghi Effendi prayed for the unity of mankind. )

Still entranced, 1 passed from this hallowed shrin€
out into the warm sunshine. I walked thoughtfully OVes
the soft green lawn and over pebbled paths bordete
with high banks of geraniums in brilliant bloom, towat 5
a row of slender cypress trees grown to regal heig td
Through a low gate and up four or five steps 1 pass

HOUSE AT WIICH LORD ALLENBY VISITE
A ' ) J LER VISITED ABDU'L, BAHA T NFE
KNIGHTHOOD IFROM ‘TI'lE BRITISII GOVERNMENT O

IN FORTRESS OF AKK I
RTRESS OF AKKA BY THE WALL OF THE CRUSADERS
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2 room opening off the gardens. Here I rested,
g to the birds calling softly one to another. It
e that the British general, Lord Allenby, had
to J)ay homage to Abdu’l Bahd for the service he
ered when he fed the starving civilians and
ers with wheat he himself had grown and stored at
rias, thus averting a threatened revolt.
e following day we visited the fortress of Akka,
emittance having been arranged through the
governor, by Shoghi Effendi. The stormpoint
sted for centuries between the Christians and
s, this stronghold was besieged by Napoleon,
e the World War had been converted into a

~drove through one formidable gate, walked
gh another into the courtyard and crossed to the
ere Bahd’w’lldh had been imprisoned in 1868 by
urkish Government. We peered through the
oor at the bleak, windowless room. The damp
f the prison reached our nostrils. How horrible
e must have been during Bahd’w’llih’s long
ion !
> rooms on the second floor later occupied by
h and his family had been set aside as a memorial
shGovernment. Through one of the windows
Bay of Akka stretched leftward in magnifi-
rama. To the right lay the stone wall of the
ith the deep blue of the Mediterranean

the other window Bahd’w’llih had looked
Crusader’s wall, the crumbling walls of the
d the road which the Persian Pilgrims had
bare feet in the vain hope of catching a glimpse
On the plain outside in the third moat they
nd watching the windows of His prison.
wful eyes He had beheld them.

breeze blew through the paneless, barred
In the distance the cypress trees bowed
The lapping of the sca against the wall
d lament.

kka had held the worst criminals of the
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Turkish Empire, the cells of the barracks had been
filthy and devoid of beds or other furnishings. The food
had been so scant and unpalatable that prisoners who
could afford it begged for permission to buy their own,
Malaria and other diseases had stricken some,among them
eighty-odd Bah#’is—men, women and children. To

rovide a decent burial for two followers who had died,
Baha’w’llih had given his own rug to the soldiers to sell,
Instead of giving him the proceeds they had kept it and

thrown the bodies into a hole in the ground.

During the period of affliction, Bahd’w’lldh, in serene
faith, had written his friends : “Fear not. These
doots shall be opened. My tent shall be pitched on

Mount Carmel.”

With the rise of the Young Turks in 1908, all political
and religious prisoners were automatically released and

Abdw’l Hamid 11 himself was thrown into prison.

The incarceration of Abdu’l Hamid 11 marked the end
of the old order in Turkey. His despotism left Turkey
the “ Sick Man of Europe” until the rise of Kemal
.Pasha, which began a new and enlightened era—the

Turkey of to-day.

A mobilization of Turkish troops took over the
barracks and all religious and political prisoners wete

released.

As Shoghi Effendi spoke of Bah#’wllah then, and the
following day as he bade me farewell, there was nothing:
insistent, nothing dogmatic, in the words of thi

remarkable Guardian of a New World Order.

CHAPTER XV

THE WALL CRUMBLES

eft Haifa ! I had bade farewell to those who
ened for me the gates of 2 new world—a
full of radiant vistas of what life could mean.
°d sad at heart, yet stirred with a great urge
e glorious message I had so fortuitously

ca gave me the leisure to read, to reflect, to
arrived in America radiantly happy.

ed the source of Reality, a reality besi
) else mattered. 1 hady drawn n}éar:rs lfg
st realized object of my search.
h philosopher Paley, in his celebrated
at there can no more be a world, with
tricate mechanical laws, without a N’Iaker
e a watch with its relatively simplé
ithout a Watchmaker. As the French
ltaire put i, if there had been no God
)Een necessaty to invent one. ’
Haifa T had found the great watch-
gically necessary First Cause. The old
sfmence and religion—the attitude which
01 our most brilliant scholars the slaves
Imasters, of their intellect, no longer’

S

i f rrn nI:ia;_{rSlank, inventor of the quantum
: emotionnlll a world‘sc1entlst’s point of
e ba y felt: “ There can never
. f.tween teligion and science ;

: complement of the other. Every

v i
€ person realizes, I think, that the
107
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religious element in his ‘nature must be recognized and
cultivated if all the powers of the human soul are to act
together in perfect harmony.” 1 felt I was swiftly
approaching that balance and harmony.

My very first attempt on the voyage home to share the
good news earned me chilly politeness and once or twice
2 definite impression that I had registered as some kind
of a wild-dream artist.

The smug self-satisfaction of one highly successtul
“ self-made 7 business man almost exasperated me
beyond words.

“ Peace and brotherhood,” he snorted. My dear
lady, we’ve always had war and always will have it.
It’s 2 biological urge.”

'S are a lot more things we’ve learned to grow out

of,” I retorted. “ We’ll have war just as long as you men
want it—so long as it piles millions into your pockets
from armaments manufacturing and their trade. One
day, perhaps like the Trojan women, women of the
twentieth century all over the world will wake up, to
dook with clear eyes through this rubbish of false
patriotism that you jingoistic capitalists use as propaganda
in your controlled press, to work up war hysteria over
nothing. What if women decide to fight your * Bio-
logical > urge with biology, and refuse to go through the
agony of child-bearing and the sacrifices of child-rearing
solely to produce more and more cannon fodder?
You know there is such a thing as birth control, growing
more popular every hour.”

« Nonsense ! That’s race suicide !

« What's war? Wholesale suicide and merciless
slaughter.”

«]1 have always said,” broke in a suave, good-
humoured voice, “that the last war will be fought
between the sexes and it will be worth waging for the
joy of the peace demonstration afterwards,” and Wit
a fat chuckle at his own witticism, 2 charming 2%
brilliant young lawyer took my arm and drew me 100
a deck promenade. ¢ Come,” said he, you must
meet some friends of mine.” He looked slyly at my late
opponent. “ Nice people, really nice people.” -
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oduced me to a beautiful young woman and
cé, almost the only responsive ones, and they
tensely interested.

hat do you think of world conditions?” I

11, if there is another war I doubt whether the
will find enough youth to fight it for them ! ”
ered promptly. “ The ancient idea of things. is
out over.”
wing the pugnacious and loquacious war fiend
ntal apathy and cynicism of the others, I was
d to meet vibrant and wideawake people with
he young woman joined in the conversation.
the night and the early morning hours we
d the old world order that is passing and the new
st beyond to-morrow’s dawn. I spoke of what
ed at Haifa and they listened hour after hour
k beneath a shining moon. The last news I
at the young man, convinced of the truth of
ngs, was writing a book—Future Civilisation.
yer’s co-traveller’s keen intellect prompted
sting questions about this “ new religion”
wsiastic about.
ould you tell an up-and-coming scientist ?
e day. :
ds on the.s.cientist,” I answered. * Some
atic and rigid in their pseudo-science as the
mnation > type of Christian. . The real
h;:r field understand religion in its true,
—the greater their work the greater their
the profound majesty of the universe they

: n1:/111111<en says: “The further I go into
ore conscious I am of the Creator.”
,,:' rteﬁlglop include scientific facts ?
o cr’ff }113 no quarrel between true religion
. fe purpose of science is to discover
g revzit acts serve mankind constructively
s . . °
n E men from subverting this know-
il

e}rlleﬁcent factor to a destructive one.”
€ questioned. .
1
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“ Well, look what we’ve done with aviation—turned
it into a means of warfare, with our giant bombing
planes, instead of opening up communication between
every nation and facilitating the well-being of people
short of commodities and comforts in their own lands
where no transportation is. The same thing with modern
chemistry, which was given us to help industry and
shorten labour hours. The development of science is
one hundred years ahead of our cultural and moral
development. ~Men are not equipped morally to be in
possession of death-rays, exterminating gases and ex-
Elosives. They behave like children who will eventually

low themselves to pieces together with the innocents.”

(13 So ? 2

« Well, if we had a united world which is the purpose
of real religion, we couldn’t possibly permit ourselves
to use our knowledge for such purposes. That’s where
real religion comes in—science gives us the quantitative
side of facts : religion the qualitative.”

So another member joined the midnight spiritual
1ete-a-téte !

Home again, we were piloted up the river past the
statue which symbolizes to the teeming millions the
hope and possibilities of the nation.

I dashed down the gang-plank brimming with
enthusiasm—a hundred dreams and purposes surging
within me—impatient to share the tremendous thing
I had found.

Words, idcas, tumbled from my lips as I rode along
in the taxi beside my husband and two friends. Then,
looking through the window at the people whom we
passed, I received my first shock :

“ What has happened to America since I left?” I
exclaimed :

“ Nothing ! ” they answered. * Why?”

“ Has there been a catastrophe of some kind ?

“No | ” they laughed. This was in 1928, before the
depression, of course.

“ But those faces. They are terrible,” I protested.

¢ What is terrible about them? > someone asked.

“ Dor’t you see it > They are wistful, nervous and—
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empty. Hungry is the word. It’s a spiritual

ual physical hunger.”

ad never noticed before was now plainly
ew York seemed flat—lifeless. After Haifa

ient, this world of towering skyscrapers and

affic was as spiritually dead as the steel girders

in%s. And this death—strange that I had never
ef_ore—.w.a's written on cvery face. Could
l(:y:’mg civilization had already stamped its

to my husband, with a sudden resolve

5

are your plans ? 7

plans are mine.”

bout  Green Acre’?”

2 quiet place after Europe and the Orient.

-bet;:lontent to spend the summer there ?
rthermore, ever since I left Haifa I

 that I ,should like to own a large farmh:::;
louse.”

large, rambling, brown-shingled building
pointed gables and sweeping verandas

he Piscataqua River, had once been the
orwegian violinist now passed away.

y fire-places great musicians and artists

- In the music room they had taken part
oncerts, which are still legendary, or sat

nda watching evening gather on the
River of Peace.” Between living-room
‘descend the steps on which Geraldine

to have stood and sung to a celebrated

ts. I visualized, instead of a music sa/or
» @ spiritual gathering place where the

of to-day could gather to work and plan

.Oild commonwealth. One of the rooms

shed with the collection of my world

- fatal fastness in a Western world.

farm and the Ole Bull House too ?”

j,&relgnsed_qu_estiorl from my husband.
icer; j{:{)llnlflng about the marvellous

du’l Bah4 performed, as a result

i
.
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of his foresight before the World War, saving thousands
of people in Syria from starvation during the Meso-
potamia campaign. Also that in 1912 when he was in
¢Green Acre’ he warned believers of future chaos because
civilization would become so complicated and intense
that people would be forced back to the land from the
over-strained cities. 1 should like now to begin to
prepare for the future.”
It was 1927 when my husband and 1 agreed to buy
the farm—two years before the crash of 1929! How
often since that epoch-dividing event have men like
Henry Ford advocated smaller civic centres, supporting
their populations with both industrial and agricultural
pursuits.
Ireturned to“ Green Acre” to receivea receptionsecond
only to that I had found in Haifa. People of all walks o
life gathered at the simple inn to study the new social :
order, economics and comparative religion. I spent
joyous summer—attending lectures, studying, refitting
¢« Ole Bull,” and securing a farm. '
Ole Bull House is located near the Green Acre Inn
facing a grove of locust trees extending to the watet”
edge. Here the river makes a wide turn, forming
bay as wide as a lake, in which the sun sets each evening
in unforgettable splendour. Only once, on the Red Se
on my way to India, have I seen anything to equal thos
sunsets on the Piscataqua—when the bay is turned int
a flaming cauldron, over which hangs the molten ball0 B
the sun separated from it by a thin line of sky. N
A short distance from the Green Acre Inn I spotte

2 26o-acre farm with its fascinating house, roof€
by nine gables, overlooking a slope that ran to grove
of pine and cedar and open field. Along the frof
a row of pines twenty-five feet high formed a scree
of living green. I fellinlove with it at sight and salut€t
the “ For Sale ”” sign. Subsequently I Jearned that Nif
Gables Farm was known through Yotk County #
having the “ eatliest” ground, the first peas comifig
up three weeks ahead of neighbouring farms. Ini
distance the foot-hills of the White Mountains rose
magnificent sweeping terraces to Mt. Salvat.
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le mountain, so thickly wooded wi

nes, He had predicted th}(’ere would belilc}a?c}dc
-mple similar to that now being completed
o. Around it, He said, would rise a2 second
where the new education of the future—the
th_c new economics—would be taught.
his simple, unpretentious hill to-day, it
ble ; yet—wasn’t Haifa, the newly built
as unpromising when He predicted that
over the world would anchor there ?
s become the International Summer School
es are held for study of the New World

of the Summer School I began the thrilling
lelling this colonial farmhouse, built a
went in for model poultry farming.
that goat’s milk contained excellent
health, especially for youth, I started
f these dainty creatures.

| on the subject, I might add in defence
ligned female that it was the Billy who
tion.

arned that when Billy is kept a certain
ilking times, there is not the slightest

Ng ot strong flavour to the milk.
.
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tion. Mr. Bourgeois took a blue-print of the
m to have it cast in plaster. So impressed
ad of the firm with its beauty of design that
o cast it without pay so that he might see how
concrete form.

aise five dollars to pay for the casting of the
1el, Mr. Bourgeois® wife cut every cluster of
ses from their garden and Mr. Bourgeois sold

CHAPTER XVI

OFF AGAIN

model—exquisitely, uniquely, beautiful—
l, it was placed in the Architectural League
ere it captured the gold medal. It was
s the first new development in architecture
teenth century. The building symbolizes
reness of the Bahd’i Faith by combining
s most of the architectural designs and
- world, the Gothic, ,Chinese, Moorish,

bating at the farm and flying to NeW'York twice
2 week to attend extension courses IS N0 mean
rtaking for one winter. [
ung; 2uin§er Nine Gables Farm had been finished
and we were able to enjoy the unusuz}l'combmatloq of
country life plus intellectual and spiritual recreation.
Indeed, «“ Ole Bull,” ““Nine Gables ” and even its studio >rfectly unified and harmonious and has a
overflowed the entire sea;]solr;. . sailing for Genetl uality.
tember saw me on the Derengaria, sa ) =
Swsiiseir:nd to attend the Council of the League of 1" ltlé) f'gsiﬁl tt-he o doiel.l llmelt. 5
i int’ending from there to visit Persia via Russia. i ation stone. ittle widow,
NatlonsI, determined not to leave America agaifl in years, but with the energy and en-
) ]f3ut _ \:I:iflg the first Bah#’i House of Worship to be h, later fold mle{ the story of how she had
e it it in place. Returning from work one
erected in the New World. : d assing 2 pile of stones on 1
: flew to Chicago and motore: _ ; es on a vacant lot
Flfl_-ll %E’?l(t)lﬁéltrtleg tdor csaer:St,hIis EZiq(l)Je ediﬁ%e. As 1 stood e sf}‘: a great f§d}llﬁce rising out of them.
(k))uft'or(c)a the colossal steel framework, the undertaking O ‘ ..th:‘t (ine - Ei e}s{e jjepico becom.e the
1'e llv a handful of American Bah#’is, of whom not _ coptopose’ ouse of Worship.
ik ?c’han er cent have any pretence to wealth, B b 3 r?cpor ds permission, selected
$grrlilered ast It)heir courage and faith in the eventual £ li¥leaa ;éegraggrngeg it in aF rug,
; i : €S- ed it home. Four-
i his gigantic symbol of unity. R ;
corl?gtleertl?riegfntecisfigl one WyhO had shared in its pion€et i l?é)r;fd f;)usr:S }tlcr’ aSS}s}tled by two
developments the almost unbelievable story of how tWo they alighted frf)(:n i’;r with her heavy
womeg in 1912 had actually secured the lacrlgg site g"l‘;fg ' stone half a block oencﬁg gZSkOf él}?r
5 fichigan, upon which the edifice is beifias . : ] e
flfill{tm%yL?)l;;ilt\léCtlgenty Sollars for the option. _Thc ¢ by{fcféliig\gsegh\:;gon made from a
sale érice was seventeen thousand dollars ! The archlfi_‘:;:' Pt to lower it to thz.wa h
Mr. Louis Bourgeois, who was then engaged as a draft f nocked the little tongue %;)r;lt A
man by 2 large firm, lacked sufficient money to pay oy essing their horg o blt € wagon.
rr}lrall anel of the model he wished to produce 387 pair it. ° Settin ses a block away,
(\)Vlileicsh waspto be displayed in New York at an architec” : g out anew, the three
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‘ devotees were aided bya passing newsboy. When they

finally arrived at the site, they were debating how to
place the stone in the position between two trees which
- she had selected for it, when the wheels of the wagon
' bent, the soap-box collapsed and the stone rolled to the
1 exact spot which had been chosen. « Little boy,” said
‘ the woman to the newsboy, ¢ when you grow up to be a
| big man you will see a magnificent building rising from
| this stone.”

In 1912, when Abdu’l Bah4 dedicated the site of the
House of Worship, he stood behind the very stone that
| | this inspired woman’s faith had brought there, as he
' addressed the hushed assemblage. He broke the ground
with a golden trowel and—even as the woman had
| prophesied to the newsboy—to-day a magnificent edifice
| ‘ is nearing completion—devoted to the Most Great Peace
| and New World Commonwealth.

! ‘ Six days later I was in Paris and was advised to apply
(1 ‘ for my visé to Russia at the London Soviet Co nsulate.
1 The Russian Minister would not make 2 promise, he
: ‘ -advised me to have passport photographs taken, return
y | with them and fill out an application form. This 1 did
| and the friendly minister despatched it special delivery
| i to the foreign office at Moscow, with the added informa-
| tion that 1 was travelling hurriedly to Persia and would be
| ” satisfied with a transit visé. 1 was advised to call at the
Soviet Consulate when 1 reached Warsaw, Poland.
| 1 was informed that it might take two or three weeks
to obtain a »isé so 1 decided to take a jaunt into Turkey

first.

. PR caliE o O
CBANAT HOUSE 0F wors)s
WILMETTE,

o Vl}’, SYMBOL OF UNITY (NO SERMONS),
NOIS, NEAR CHICAGO, ON LAKE MICHIGAN




CHAPTER XVII

HAREM TO FREEDOM

-
1

[E progress of the Turkish women is remark-
le. The veil has become a curiosity. Most
f the women have adopted the European
ess, which becomes them most admirably.
e entered the professions ald hold no mean
s lawyers, doctors and teachers. The schools
es of Turkey, adopting Western methods, have
laces of education offering unlimited oppor-
e “New Turk.” I found a great Youth
ing carried on in a most energetic and sane
pose—to put the Youth of the world in
h other to their mutual advantage. They
cquired some twenty thousand names of
s with whom they corresponded. Their
perceived the advantage of the Bahd’i
Progressive Education, and in apprecia-
tive advice I was able to give them, they
pon my departure with a tan blazer
the breast pocket the yellow and red
a of the Youth Movement.
ich T remember only in part and which
ch newspaper printed in Constanti-
nan amused me. As nearas I can recall the
Modern missionary enunciating fourteen
: Woodrow Wilson, is at the Pera
® A lengthy interview followed setting
 of the New World Order and stating that
:.i’ way to Rus§ia and Persia to ¢ convert
nded : “ This is the first missionary to
cautiful eyes and legs !
ous dpatriots, anxious to prepare the
warded copies of this article to the
117
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. . HAREM TO FREEDOM
Russian and Persian Governments. The result wag ot

almost to make me a prisoner on the Caspian Sea a month
later. ‘This article was, of course, untrue. I had given
my word to Prince Arfa Dowleh, Persia’s representative
to the League of Nations, that I was going to Persia
chiefly in the interest of women as a representative of the
International Council of Women. I had shown him my
credentials and had been encouraged to see what I
could accomplish with the women of his country. In
return he had presented me with a splendid introduc-
tion to government officials and military commanders
throughout Persia.

Hopeful that my transit »is¢ to Russia would now be

ready, I boarded the International Express for Warsaw. nan finally settled the matter by the simplest
The first thing I did when I arrived there was to call on buying the ticket he had reserved and
President Pilsudski, who received me most cordially. 1 R

drank for the first time the wonderful Polish coffee— s

hot, served in tall glasses, with an equal amount of '
whipped cream piled on top. When he learned what I
had gecome so deeply interested in—the Bahd’i Pro-
gramme—President Pilsudski inquired where literature
could be obtained.

Then I thought of Lydia Zamenhof, daughter of the
late Dr. Zamenhof, who over half a century ago conceived
the idea of the Esperanto language. She gave me an
interesting account of her father’s childhood and how the
idea of an international language had come to him at the
age of nine, inspired by the polyglot tongues of his little

laymates on the streets. She realized that her father
Enad caught the vision of the New World Order without
ever having heard that an international auxiliary language
was included in the plan.

This lovely, fair-haired Polish girl has also caught the
vision and is now translating the Bahd’i teachings nt0
both Polish and Esperanto.

My visé was awaiting me at the Soviet Consulate and
I had just conpleted preparations to leave for Moscow
when I discovered at the railroad station that the MoscoW
train ran only once a week, on Saturday night—this was
Thursday—and all reservations had been booked soli
for the next four weeks. Wondering what I should dO

k down on a bench and watched the line at the

s someone will come along who would like to
r ticket for a later date,” I ventured aloud,

skinned youth, standing at the wicket with a
lls in his hand, promptly said: “You may

protested. “ That is impossible! The
eserved is in a gentleman’s compartment. I
| this ticket to madam ! ”

0 later ! ”* exclaimed the young man, aligning
y side. The cletk remained obdurate and
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od at the Russian frontier the following after-
1l luggage had been removed from the train
were %med up at the customs for inspection.
at what was happening to my fellow-passengers
fore me convinced me that I had a violent head-
ven the luggage of the British Consul’s wife was
sed about the floor with sadistic pleasure by the
officer, though it evidently consisted of nothing
ets and linen.
jous Consul’s wife brandished her diplomatic
ir faces, explaining that her luggage must be
thout inspection—to all of which they paid not
st attention. Finally, they pounced upon a
t package and thrust it in front of her face with
2 “ What is this? > and with all the air of
1ade an incriminating discovery.
nd find out ! ” shouted the exasperated lady.
to be two pounds of mocha and java coffee,
er discovered to be a rarity in the land of the

CHAPTER XVIII
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38 I entered the train for Moscow two evenings

later, to my consternation I found a huge,

sticky-looking police dog serenely occupying
the lower berth. It was evidently the property of the
occupant of the upper berth, a fellow for whom, although
as yet unseen, I at once felt a violent aversion. I coaxed
the dog to the floor and was energetically pushing it into
the hall when a furious red-faced individual appeared in
the doorway, pushed the dog back in again and started
to pull me out, accompanying his unfriendly actions
with a stream of full-throated invective. Quite as
lastily I shouted back my objections to sleeping in
the same bed with his hound, at the same time locking
the door in his face to prevent myself from being
forcibly ejected.

Inthemeantime my outcries had brought the conductor
running. Cautiously I opened the door and in effective -
pantomime demanded his protection, supplementing
this with so fast and furious a verbal barrage concerning
the dog that the conductor suddenly grabbed the man, - e and put up a gallant fight to obtain for
whose face was turning purple with rage, by the shoulders - fate of exchange, accusing the clerk of
and literally threw him off the train, dog and all. As the g me.
train started to move out of the station I had the guilty anything more that he could do for Madam !
feeling that the conductor probably misinterpreted my * pointed to my luggage and then to the line
gestures and had assumed that I had been “ insulted.” essengers, and said : “ Look ! Must I endure

When the conductor realized that he had an extra ' you do it for me if I gave you the keys ?
berth on his hands, he was worried, until he discovered € one of your Russian cigarettes ?
that the train had one more man than he had berths. He @inly, Madam.”
assigned my berth to the extra passenger-—and arranged = ’?;.t hmY luggage—steamer trunk, four
for me to share a compartment with a Russian woman, the - ¢ them ﬁll(’: with Bah4’j literature and
wife of a British Consul. Her husband had been detained o tm}’ uneasiness, a hat-box and portable
in England on business.

1 of the customs building, a fine-looking
ficer in brilliant green uniform stood survey-
with a smile of amusement that seemed
ing in sympathy. It was worth taking a
g up to him, I said :
irsaw in such a hurry that I forgot to change
roubles.  Would you assist me ?
han delighted, escorted me to the money

iny little Peter Pan gramophone for my
120
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daily dozen which was then the latest Elizabeth Arden oking Cossack face. He was dressed in
innovation. shion with grey blouse and high boots, the
“ All this,” he exclaimed. e hour. His speech, I had been told, was to
“Yes, I am out for all seasons of the year. Spring, denunciation of religion, with ¢ proofs ”
| summer, autumn and winter.” I took my key and existence of God, and that Jesus Christ was a
started to open the trunk when he gently pushed my = announced that his address would be followed
| hand aside and said : “It looks harmless. It would be ral discussion, fifteen minutes being allowed to
i much more enjoyable for you to have tea than to stand . I rose and asked if I also might speak.
| here in line.” | sorty, but it will be impossible,” said the
' He ordered my luggage returned to the train and “ We can permit only the Russian language to
1l escorted me back to my compartment, where we were G
{ finishing the last of the tea and cakes when the Consul’s
‘ ] wife returned,
\" . “Imagine,” she exploded. ““ And I with a diplomatic
i passgort! They’re still going through the personal
" ' notebook of a Japanese official.” It took an hour to
; complete the perusal of that notebook, which proved a
‘ petfectly innocuous document, but the train was held up

d standing and smilingly said : “ The speaker
hat I might say. Iam satisfied to speak only
utes, the other seven minutes to be used by an

‘both chairman and speaker smiled and the
“Madam, how could I refuse a charming
1

ions hastily translated in both ears at the
gist of the main address and of the discus-
wed. After listening for almost two hours
erated, rose to my feet and asked when my

without the slightest show of impatience on the part of

It the Russian passengers.

| l -Two days in Moscow in winter was scarcely enough to
penetrate the veil of its outward appearance of ferment, of

! hope and of poverty. I toured the Kremlin and its e )

! f fantastic palaces, churches and shrines—Red Square; i &xclalmed the chairman with an extremely

}. d I climbed to the platform in an attempt

bizarre, many-coloured St. Basil’s, and a tomb of Lenin, e ;
d and Christ before a gathering of Com-

| where the great Bolshevik leader’s embalmed remains
| [ was viewed by an unending procession. “ Officially vi
L with respectful attention while I gave
Is that seemed to spring sp‘ontaneously
ithough they have now become a hazy
cily my argument, as I remember it, ran :
t great philosophers has said that whenever
h, he wonders about the watchmaker.
S that there can never be an effect without
Intelligent human being ought therefore
b lnd the mechanism of the world which
. efinite laws of mechanics, physics and
- NOf€ complicated than the mechanism
e pg:;:ttel?e a Maker and an Intelligence
dilliken, the American scientist, adds :

i I guided,” I viewed a modern school, a hospital, a tene-
il ment and other showplaces of Soviet Russia’s capital.

On my second day I learned of a great mass meeting

‘ to be held in the auditorium and, accompanied by

f several newly made acquaintances, managed to make my

| ‘1 ‘ way to the front row of the immense room, which had

‘ \; been hung with flags and bunting like the inside of an

& (e elaborate circus arena.

Ll Thousands of workers sat and stood in bedraggled and

* oily looking sheepskin coats and caps, peasants with legs

wrapped in rags, awaiting the principal speaker, a former

I} canon of the Greek Orthodox Church. The audience &

smelled like at least ten million of the great unwashed-

The ex-canon proved to be a tall, raw-boned man wit




I
o i
I

124 SUNBURST “

¢ The further I go into-creation the more conscious I
am of the Creator.’ ‘
“ An intelligent person has only to trace history to
learn that every civilization that this earth has ever seen
has been founded on the inspiration of some Superman
—a being that towered above his fellows in intellect,
spirit and will—in other words a Prophet. To say that
a whole civilization—that any civilization could be
founded on a myth, indicates a complete ignorance and
misunderstanding of the facts of history.

“ You say that you loathe the institution of Christianity
and that as a former canon you ought to know what
you are talking about, when you say that the Church
1s full of corruption beyond the imagination of the aver-
age layman. I admit that wah of what you say is true.
Still, to maintain that the Church has become corrupted
and that the spiritual foundation of our civilization—as
of every previous civilization—has been destroyed, does
not mean that the founders of these civilizations are
mythical. Neither does it confer upon you the right to
denounce the pure and lofty teachings which Jesus
Christ and the other prophets brought to the world and A
which we humans have permitted to fall into decay. - .

“ Jesus, Muhammad agd Moses, and the other prophets . cannot talk Russian should not travel
lived. They brought truth to this world and founded moned the waiter and ord
civilizations. But the creeds have grown outmoded, and of the vodka hown ordered vodka,
have become encrusted with superstitious tradition and my favour, for the evet, seemed to im-
dogma. Humanity is desperately in need of true religion anged op’i S th(r:rmcilsmhceased and
—and that rare jewel is already well established in forty on, on the success o?u% S
countries. You have kept your eyes too close to the Bica the communistic

round during the past few years.” ra . .
¢ I was pem%itted Iio ﬁnishymy talk, which took con- uirelé)r:lg conversation with the rest of
siderably more than fifteen minutes, and additional time America think of Communicrm »
was graciously granted for interpretation. 4 replied : * Not muChI,r,lumsm.

I had heard so many tales of the violent suppressioft edly they informed me that 1 .
of religious expression that I had become concern it “all of America B Ea Waﬁ entirely
as to the audience’s'rcaction. When my interpreter ha urope had gone
finished, however, the chairman walked over to me an xed :
shook me firmly by the hand, and the entire mob rosé I personal opinion of Co ism ? ”’
en masse to applaud vigorously. . ered : “Not much, Bug mr}r:umsm,

I left Moscow on the once-a-week Internatio . what do you
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or Ashkabad (since re-named Poltoratsky).
me train, travelling third class, was a little
2acher, whom I had met in Moscow, also
o Ashkabad to teach at the Bah#’i School,
in connection with the first Bah4’i House of
At the dinner hour I walked back to the third
found my little friend and invited her to
me to the dining-car. She had already
eaten her dinner, but offered to accompany
alked through twelve cars, hopping from
v unguarded steel platform to the next as the
along, before reaching the dining-car.
grimy and dilapidated, with long oilcloth
bles, at which several grey-shirted Russians
ng their borsch. We selected a table at the
car farthest away from the kitchen and had
borsch, beuf é la Strogonoff and black bread
or opened and in flocked at least two dozen
haven males in dark grey shirts. They
an unfriendly manner, then, hearing me
» one of them leaned over and grumbled to

nal
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By way of reply there followed a long harangue
regarding equality, which, during the next hour, between
bites of cold ‘ Strogonoff,” I attempted to convince
them did not exist.

“ Equality is a chimera,” I informed them. It jg
ridiculous to image that all people can be levelled to the
same station by officially ignoring their differences in
capacity. There will always be rulers and ruled—
although under more ideal conditions in the future
than existed in the past. Most certainly there are rulers
and ruled in Russia to-day !

“ Although Soviet Russia has rid itself of the in-
telligentsia—the brains of the country—the present
regime is importing at double wages what it calls
¢ specialists,” after having presumably levelled all wages
to approximately fifty dollars a month for labourers as
well as professional men. In other words you are just
beginning to realize that you cannot run a country with-
out a technical and professional class and that the
proletariat alone is not sufficient. Engineers, doctors,
lawyers, mechanics, electricians and men of executive
ability are all needed in society.” A

The car was in an uproar. For a time so excited were
they that I hesitated to return to my compartment for
fear they might throw me off the train from the gaping
spaces between the cars. It developed that the excite-
ment was merely due to a controversy among themselves
in interpreting what I had said.

When I finally mustered up enough courage to leave
the car, I was terrified to see at least twenty of the
Bolsheviks with whom I had been arguing with such
animation jump to their feet. My heart quivered as
they walked ahead and cleared a passage, formed a line
on either side of the openings between the cars and
accompanied me all the way back to the wagon-/it.

As a subtle thrust, I carefully pointed out that even
in this communistically operated train, there were three
classes of accommodations—* international,” first class 3
“soft seats,” second class; and “hard seats,” thif
class. They continued to show extreme friendliness 20!
courtesy to this member of the much-despised capitalisti€
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hough I disagreed absolutely with the
hich they were forced to accept from their
opinion of these Communists, as leaves of
man tree ”—as my “kin”—rose greatly.
Moscow had telegraphed to Tashkent that
ke a brief stop-over there, so when the train
It, I found a delegation awaiting me with
Delighted with these men and their
s, I almost succumbed to their earnest
I spend at least twenty-four hours at Tash-
had brought with them to the station several
who were becoming deeply interested in
ind Faith. The wagon-/it ““ International ”
e a week. The other trains had accom-
mparable to fourth class, mostly “hard
crowded with proletariat, many of them
n their opposition to * Capitalist.” Not
my clothes torn off, I decided to remain
ational ”” and ride straight through.




CHAPTER XIX

ASHKABAD

TRANGELY enough Russia was the first country
to witness the erection of a Bahd’i House of
Worship and its corresponding institutions as
well as being the scene to-day of the most stupendous
political experiment in history. During the reign of
Tsar Alexander II the Bahd’i Movement was encouraged
and flourished throughout Russia.
Government, in fact, which saved Bahd’u’llih and his
followers from being executed by infuriated Persian
officials following the attempted assassination of Shah
Nasir-u-Din at Tihrdn in 1852, which had occurred in
the following way :

After two years of general persecution following the
brutal martyrdom of the forerunner, the Bab, a youthful,
grief-crazed devotee, was incited to avenge his leader’s
and fellow-believers’ deaths. The youth lay in ambush
and fired at the Shah as the latter passed with his retinue.
The gun was of small calibre and the wound was slight,
but the Shah tumbled off his frightened horse.
mediately one of the Shah’s guards fell upon the young
assassin with his sabre and hacked him to pieces.
Bah4’w’lldh and other followers of the Bib were seized
and thrown into prison after a series of the most horrible
public massacres. Records from such reliable sources as
Lord Curzon, in his book Persia and the Persian Questions
Edward Granville Browne of Cambridge, and thetf
contemporaries substantiate the accounts of these

It was the Russian

Knowing of the interest of Tsar Alexander II it
Bib, the Russian Consul at Tihrin took an artist tO the
scene of the Bab’s martyrdom to sketch the riddled body
as it lay in the ditch where it had been ruthlessly throws:
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ssul, who was married to a great Persian lady,
Bahd’w’lldh, took it upon himself to rescue
from the pestilential dungeon, in which he
d to the floor with bands of iron around his
wrists which left their deep scars till the last

e.

] notified the Persian Government that this
vas unjustly imprisoned and that unless he
jately released the city streets would run
> great nation of Russia stood behind him.
. Government acted at once, took Bah4’u’lldh
ungeon and banished him, with his family,
: sent an escort of fifty officers to accompany
10 Tihrin to the boundary of Iraq.
elegation of Bahd’is from Ashkabad had
great Bolshevik leader and explained their
he had exclaimed: “ There is nothing
0 our regime in this Teaching.”

ress is spiritual, we believe in construction,
.” continued one of the Bahd’is. * We
ng the weakest of humanity to the level

window of my railroad compartment
iy first glimpse of the coloured tile dome
t the world’s first Bahd’i House of Wor-
low, orange and white—but especially
d 2 brilliant sphere of colour against the
ike some ethereal idea made visible.
ater we reached the lofty structure—
‘walls rising like some delicate porcelain
- midst of a beautiful park. Hordes of
tuntering along its flower-bordered paths.
ets of the park stood the spacious lecture
Ols and the other accessory buildings of
¢ Bahd’i Commonwealth. Guarding the
1 1ron fence, broken by a single entrance
NnSE 1ron gates,
=Y five thousand of the citizens of Ashka-
Nowhere have I witnessed a similar

t; 2 perfect example of solidarity—in this
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nd used the moisture to water the trees, the
d the grass for many miles around it. The
rever, was rapidly drying.
al of little fishes lived in this Lake, dashing
ere and there among the weeds. Often as they
out a bigger fish chased them and caught a
f them for breakfast. But they had a short
)t unpleasant things.
happened that one little fish, too anxious to
the big one, had jumped clear out of the
ound herself upon the shore. What an
The blue sky, the bright sun, beautiful
trees. But—no water! The little fish
eath and, plunging wildly, slipped back into
he was curious, however, and repeated her
several times. She found it was easier to
“her gills became accustomed to thin air.
sun and the sky and the grass and gradually
- seemed to be muddy and dark, the weeds
[ d dn:ty
ay, lying upon the shore, the little fish had
discovery. The Lake was actually drying
e fish was a conscientious soul, so she
0 her brothers and sisters and made a
You must all learn to breathe the air and
se the Lake is drying up and you simply
your future life.” But the other little
differently. “ What! Leave the nice,
foul water, full of food, to suffer the
Of adapting ourselves to that thin air ?
fe! Our ancestors lived in this Lake
S and here we are all going to stay !
DIE crazy people who want something new
ut and do as they please.” The excitement
4 It Was fortunate ‘the fishes did not have any
1se they would have surely stoned their

case manifest in a striking realization of their educationg]
and cultural progress. The department of education
is equal to the most advanced in the United States in
the emphasis on social studies. As I was guided into
each classroom in turn, the instructor called on me to
make a speech to which, in each case, one of the children
responded with a courteous address of welcome, followed
by a poem. I was thrilled by the sense of social responsi-
bility so early inculcated in these citizens of to-morrow.
That night in the huge assembly hall I addressed a
crowd of citizens so large that every seat had been taken
long before I appeared. Floor and window-sills were
covered with men, women and children. An open forum
followed and, as might be expected in a Soviet com-
munity, discussion centred on God and evolution.
Finally, after listening to a particularly heated, although
good-natured, attack upon the Deity as “a conception
that no scientist holds to-day,” I flashed back this illumi-
nating quotation from probably the most famous living
man of science, Albert Einstein :
- “Man functions on many planes, but God functions
on many more.”
Just as I was at a most uncomfortable stage of having
entangled my fingers in sugared frosting, I overheard a
heated discussion near me, and asked my interpreter
what was the cause of the excitement. * That squate-
jawed man from the Caucasus is seriously objecting to
anything new in the way of religious interpretation. He
says his grandfather was a very good man, and that he
swears that he will never change from the tradition of hi
ancestral teaching. He says, also, that the world has
gone to hell because it would not remain exactly as it
was for thousands of years. He thinks that the teaching
of progtess and evolution is the teaching of the devil.”
I began to laugh with some discretion, as the Russians
are very sensitive, and they must not think that my
laughter was in the'spirit of criticism. They are always
deeply affected by a story to illustrate a point of issu€
so I decided to tell them my charming little story of the
drying lake. ,
There was a Lake in a Valley. The Sun drew up 18

' ©ame when only a little pool of mud had
¢ Lake. Inita few fishes were gasping f?)r

€ fish lay on the shore—g beautiful green
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lizard—and played among the rocks and flowers, jn
the rays of the sun which sparkled and danced on jts
emerald back.

Long after the forum had formally terminated, the
argument went on, continuing even while a reception
committee was attempting to stuff me with Russian tea
and appetizing wedges of cake which had been baked
and decorated for the occasion with my initials boldly
clinging to its sugared elegance.

The baths attached to the city institution were models,
They were managed by Bahd’is, as many of the public
institutions were. Public buildings, the streets and the
private homes, into which I was enthusiastically wel-
comed, were cleaner, more orderly, and far more artistic
than any I had seen since I had entered the Soviet
Republic.

For three days I visited this delightful city, making my
headquarters at the home of a well-to-do merchant, who
had furnished his spacious dining-room for my use.
From six o’clock in the morning until long past midnight
I was called upon by a stream of devoted Bahd’is, who
gathered by the hundreds in the drawing-room. A
stream of Communists, both menand women, also poured
in and out of the three entrances the entire evening.

Whenever I would leave the house for a few minutes
to catch a breath of fresh air on the veranda, scores of
new faces would greet me from the garden below.

I finally bade farewell to Ashkabad and entrained for
the boat crossing the Caspian Sea. With a feeling of
mingled loss and regret, I started for Baku, laden with
roses of every variety and hue.

CHAPTER XX

THE GATE

ade a conscientious search, I doubt whether I
ve selected a more prosaic point to enter the
ydreamsthan Joulfa—shabby frontier which
Aras River—the north half lying in Russia,
half in the Persian province of Azerbaijan.
the power of suggestion wrought by an
sal of Persian poetry and belles lettres
anian journeys, that with quickened pulse
e trio of husky, hawk-nosed Armenian
y bore my luggage across the bridge.
ssport and bags were about to be inspected
iniature Peter Pan gramophone with the
which put the customs” inspector in so
that he passed my luggage unopened.
r me, for my brief case was filled with all
ire, notes and snapshots which would
confiscated.
eyes in all directions for some indica-
last set foot in the magic land of roses.
ady beginning to sink beyond the distant
ain. peaks, but not quickly enough to
e disillusioning fact that Joulfa was as
S Sinclair Lewis’ Main Séreet town of
hief boast its lone telegraph station.
operator proved to be a Bahd’i who
ospitality offered me humble accom-
€ night, for the passenger train that runs
4 and my destination—Tabriz—was not
L hifteen hours. 1 was impatient, however,
°f considering the feasibility of travelling
d making the necessary arrangements
an and conductor, I climbed into a box
133
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car, tucked my portable typewriter under my head,
wrapped myself in a rug, and settled myself for sleep.
At about three o’clock in the morning I was startled by
the squeaking protest of the rollers on the door of my
improvised boudoir and the sound of voices addressing
me in excellent English. The flickering lantern light
shone on four Bahd’is from Tabriz. The agent at Joulfa
had telegraphed them of my venture and they had arrived
by automobile to escort me in a more befitting manner.
We arrived at last at a high wall in the centre of the city,
the portal of which with its ponderous iron knocker
seemed strong enough to guard a prison. It was of heavy
wood, trimmed inside and out with iron and fastened
with massive bolts and lock. It was not only the sole
means of passing within the high walls, but also a
monument to the substantial mode in which the residents
of Tabriz built more than two centuries ago. The walls
of the residences were frescoed from floor to ceiling with
little niches placed here and there to hold vases, minia-
tures and other objets d’art.
I was lavishly entertained. Men, women and children
from every quarter of the province came to see me. A
descendant of one of the martyrs of Tabriz had riddena
donkey part way and, when the animal gave out, had
finished the journey of seventy-five miles on foot
explicitly for that purpose. He was so overcome with
emotion that he fell in a dead faint on the floor at m ragrant flowers cnclosed by a modern
feet. Could anyone not be deeply affected by suc nspection disclosed that thg crumbling
impersonal devotion. How could one suppress tears. | six hundred years old, was the very one
During my stay a continuous feast was held and the B had been suspendeé = T olrl}; of
house and garden were thronged with believers passing ife. By some unaccountable Sequgnce
in and out. ! vernment, which had sought to extinguish
Tabriz, the second largest city of Iran, despite It h, had actu i .
population of two hundred and ten thousand, is a cit} it tually preserved this memorable
whose chief glories lie in the past. Once, when it ha
been the great trade emporium for merchants exchanging
the wares of Persia, India, Turkey and Russia, its popula-
tion had numbered five hundred and fifty thousand:
According to legend, the city was founded by the wife ©
Harun-al-Rashid in A.p. 79. Its actual history is ev€®
more venerable, but the wickedness of nature and ma#
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cast Tabriz from her proud seat. A series
ting earthquakes, the most notable of which
n 858, 1041, 1721 and 1781, decimated its
Eighty thousand perished in the quake of
e. In turn the city fell under the sway of Arabs,
fongols, Turkomans, and finally Persians
ing the interludes of Turkish and Russian
 during the World War). The development of
the Caspian Sea finally ended the primacy of
centre for carpets, rugs, shawls, silks, cottons,
almonds—although their trade is still of
importance,

asted 2 hundred public baths, well-equipped
and more than three hundred mosques, of
‘Blue Mosque, or Majid-i-Kebud, now in
he most celebrated.

s the city is remembered with anguish as
of the martyrdom of the Bdb,! the inspired
‘Bahd’v’lldh.
streets, with the walled-in houses, the
s and the tile-ornamented mosques
= bright sun, stitred my love of the
ny chief interest was for the landmark made
martyrdom of the Bdb on July gth, 1851.
- the ancient barracks had stood, 1 found
in a beautiful part with a garden of

ore this wall I wondered at the courage
' Imagination the tragedy of which I had
1d heard was re-enacted. I saw the
Ity years of age, scorn to win freedom

ni;:ans Gate, Door or Herald; spiritually
¢ such as Moses, Buddha, Jesus or Muhammad
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at the cost of renouncing his mission, and march undey
guard with his youthful follower, Aga Muhammad A};
to his execution. ’

Yards and roofs of surrounding buildings were black
with spectators. Ropes were quickly fastened under
their arm-pits in such fashion that, as they hung suspended,
the head of the youth rested against the breast of his
beloved Master as if to protect it.

A squad of Armenian soldiers formed a line facing the
suspended figures. Their officer gave the command to
loadizw andh. v $Hite 17

The rifles cracked as one and a cloud of black smoke
rolled from their muzzles with such intensity as to blot
out the scene momentarily. When the smoke faded away
the astounded multitude saw the Bdb’s companion stand-
ing calm and unhurt at the foot of the wall, while the
Bdb had disappeared.

The bullets had pierced only the ropes, dropping the
Bib and Muhammad Ali to the ground. Instead of
attempting to flee, the Bdb had returned quietly to his
cell to finish a conversation with Siyyid Husayn, which
the guards had rudely interrupted some time before,
and which the Béb had told them ““no human power
would prevent him from finishing.”

Regarding this occurrence as a miracle, the Armenian
soldiers refused to fire a second time. Another squad
was lined up, the Bdb and the youth again strung up,
and a murderous volley sent into their bodies.

When I called upon the Governor, I inquired why
this portion of thin, crumbling wall of the citadel had
been preserved in a new public garden.

“ There was no special reason, which I know,” he
replied. |

“Then,” I said, “ you have preserved what millions
believe to be one of the most precious places in Persia.
In the future, when the Bib’s mission becomes universally
known, it will be of interest to travellers from every
corner of the globe.” !

The friendly manager at the Imperial Bank of PerSia,
situated in the bazaar, cashed my letter of credit, but
was unable to suggest any means of reaching Tihrdn.
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rly travellers had journeyed by horse and
sver the steep mountain paths of the Elburz,
§ Tabriz, but now the roads had been torn up
pletely obliterated in places. I combed the
1 end to end, but there was not a taxi or motor
e hired for love or money. Finally I bought a
Ford for four hundred tomans (four hundred
and engaged an Armenian driver.
iext question was how to get petrol, the supply
seemed to be entirely in the hands of a single
‘merchant. My negotiations for car and driver
ed the better part of an evening and, eager
routed out the petrol merchant late at night.
naturedly aroused his servant, had the tank
: ied an additional five poods on to the running

~thirty in the morning I took my last look
1e Mosque in the haze that precedes a Persian
. we wheezed out of the south gate of Tabriz.
the back seat with my trunk, which kept
1 to my knees throughout the long but
1rney.
pitous trails that wound round the gaunt
n the edge of 1precipices, down into valleys
1 sleeping villages, we picked our way.
had left the plain of Tabriz we discovered
stretch of the road to Tihrdn was being
e foundation of the old Russian carriage
€t sunrise had tinged the eastern hills with
€ hue and turned the black and silver sky
ale blu'e, we came upon a ctew of men,
'S Of stone in our path. Under the guidance
088, who, with impressive Oriental courtesy,
At our disposal, the men, with good-natured
=d us to the peak of what would otherwise
fl impassable path.
of this auxiliary powert, supplied sometimes
and sometimes by shepherds tending
98 nearby, I was bounced between seat and
ked by my trunk most of the way to
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Zanjan. Only one of all the construction bosses we - rour uncle is Viceroy there and if he knew you
encountered proved remiss in hospitality. He refused shed me from Tihrin he would banish me
to permit his crew to abandon their labours to push us iz 1

over a crest. Whereupon I snatched out of his hand en, go to Shiraz!” shouted the Shah.

the whip he had been flourishing for the benefit of lazy T wouldn’t be allowed to remain there either.
workers, swished him across the legs, and violently her-in-law is governor there.”

gesticulated to his startled men to such purpose that |, go to hell then!”

our ancient vehicle was once more able to make the your father is there ! ”

grade, thanks to their assistance. mused the Shah that he straightway pardoned

I subsisted on hard-boiled eggs and chicken cooked 1
in saffron oil with unleavened bread, and often sat in )
the mud huts along the highway while a hut-wife .
rolled out ground wheat, mixed it with water on a stone ,,
slab, and baked it on stones in a clay oven. )

When not enveloped from head to toe in the chudder, ‘
it is possible to get some idea of what a Persian woman
really looks like and what she wears. Usually her
frock is of modern design, but the peasants often weat
a one-piece of cotton cut straight, like an old-fashioned
nightgown or like the frocks in which Christian mission-
aries love to dress the Borneo and other South Sea Isle
natives after they have won the poor little creatures over.
The modified ballet costume has long since disappeared,
with the tight pantellets which looked more like the
old-fashioned full length under-drawers of our grand-
mothers.

It is said that Naser-ed-din Shah was so impressed
with a ballet performance at the Paris opera that he
ordered his Vizier to purchase the entire front row of
the chorus and transport it to his harem, which was
already well stocked with several score of picked beauties.
Unable to carry through his negotiations, the Shah
decided that the next best thing would be to deck the
ladies of his harem in ballet costumes. The style spread
rapidly through Persia, but has long since been discarded.

An amusing story is still told in Tihrin of how
Nadim, the witty court jester, having incurred the
displeasure of Shah-Nasir-U-Din, was ordered to leave
Tihrin at once.

“ But where can I go?” asked Nadim.

“Go to Tabriz!” cried the Shah excitedly.




[l
l
|

FAITH REGARDLESS 141

»f perspiration stood on his forehead. 1 took
irror from my handbag, held it close to the
s and thought I perceived a slight moisture
the polished surface.
my hand, with not a little misgiving, upon
y forehead and offered a prayer for the recovery
yoor creature, who, I thought, had breathed his
my horror the man slowly rose to almost a
sition and blinked at' me with the bewildered
n of one who has crossed the great divide
opy to find human beings to greet him. The
into a tearful prayer. Hurriedly I laid a few
ito the cold hand and rushed out into the
and back to the telegraph office, where I
tub of hot water. I hastily divested myself
ing and literally scrubbed myself raw.
ours later the city of Mianeh was agog with
ow a European Bahd’i &bdnum (lady) had
ad man back to life. Actually the aged man
g about in his hovel, peering through the
aying to Allah to send his angel back to
te his frantic pleadings, my Bah4’i colleagues
= from returning, insisting that he was
1€ plague.
ame as a miracle worker was spreading,
e inhabitants had time to become dis-
got into my tumbledown Ford and started
, strapping tins of petrol and oil sufficient
y to the running-boards.
€K over a winding mountain road toward
ontier, passing numerous trains of pack
the way. Suddenly the road widened and
O 2 valley, through which the River Aji
SAINg course. Barren rocks and wastes of
Y 10 orchards of strange fruits. Presently,
Hming a painted background for a section
/ Movels, the walls of a town appeared,
€ domes and minarets of many mosques,

CHAPTER XXI

FAITH REGARDLESS

the telegraph station, a combined rest-house and

telegraph office set in a garden, where I was
hospitably housed for the night by the operator. He was
a Bahd’i and showered every attention upon me.
Throughout Persia I noted the native ability to stay
awake all hours of the night and yet appear fresh as a
hyacinth the next morning. Despite my beauty sleep,
I looked completely fagged, but I dressed and went
forth to see Mianeh.

After a visit to the bazaar, whose principal attraction
consisted of hundreds of skinned whole baby lambs
—their mouths propped open with greens so that their
tongues protruded—hanging before the stalls, I was
sauntering down a narrow by-street when I was almost
pulled through a doorway by a ragged and frantic young
man, who kept mumbling to me. As I stood poised on
the threshold, listening to his unintelligible flow of
words, my guide held me back by the arm, and
translated : |

“ His father is dead and he begs you to restore hlj
life. He has heard that you are an American Bahd’l.

I caught my breath !

“ Don’t go in there! You will become infected by
the plague.” ]

I have always believed that diseases are contagious
only when one’s own resistance has been weakened DY
some physical or ““ mental  condition and, impulsivelys
I entered. The weeping youth led me through a horriblé .
mud-floored room into a dark chamber, where an ag® npletely girt by the white-peaked moun-
man in rags lay as though dead on a bundle of rags s Stance. .
one corner of the room. I'-' left the city behind, hours of one

140

I ARRIVED in Mianeh late at night and drove to
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harrowing experience after another followed, including
eleven blow-outs. We were nearing Zanjan and I was
congratulating myself that my troubles for the day were
over, when we discovered the headlights had gone on
strike. It was growing darker every split second. [
agreed to go on, trusting to the keenness of my driver’s
sharp black eyes to keep us on the narrow, winding
mountain road.

Suddenly the car stopped with a jerk as though it had
hit a ridge and began tottering from side to side with a
motion that left myself and the driver petrified with fear.
I threw open one door of the car, clambered out upon
the running-board and attempted to step out. To my
horror, my foot was unable to touch anything solid
I tried the other side of the car, with the same result.

Expecting every moment that our car would somer:
sault down some unseen chasm to the sound of rushing
water that rose through the darkness from far below,
I crawled from the running-board over the hood, stuck
out a hopeful foot and struck terra firma again.
~ I lit match after match in an effort to pierce the
darkness and ascertain our weird situation. We had
evidently become marooned on a narrow neck of land
Finally, I was able to arouse the Armenian sufficiently
to climb over the front of the car, keeping opposite
the side where my trunk was apparently acting as
counter-ballast. '

Too frightened to move, we clung to the hood of
car, wondering what would happen next, when I beca:
aware of the distant rhythmic intonation of came never before experienced. A team of
bells, followed presen‘tjly by thedhum of voices.d to extricate the car. .

We slid off the radiator and crept forward towat om the telegraph
the sound of the approaching caravan, my drive thiest busines% ,Een ?,Iv)zsta;oéat}?;ti :rﬁf Sc;f
cautiously feeling his way ahead. In a few minutes the at ten o’clock that night. The man was
lights of swinging lanterns cut through the darkness ¢ old 2 Western lady Stanciing it Thabl il
hundred feet ahead, as the camel train swung aroufs servant had permitted me to enter. When
the cliff. A minute later, a half-dozen astonished came e adventure, he promptly sent for m
drivers were holding their lanterns near my face. €d a silk mattress—a bolster of delicat);

In the flickering light I saw that the car was strande oveted with white linen. fine linen
on a ridge so narrow that had we gone a foot to th ]

ers laid on the rug in the | iving-
left or right, we would have crashed down a forty fod tass water pitchegr :lrrlld aecczrr%l;:lilg;lilrlgg
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either into a rock-strewn chasm or the narrow
¢ flowed toward the wall of the city of Zanjan,

sering, wra ped in my fu.r coat and rugs, while
¢ and the others engaged in a parley as to how
ald pass the car with their camels and donkeys,
| that the Armenian should summon help from
of Zanjan. Without hesitation he plunged
bank in that direction. Later he informed me
‘run all the way in the shallow river till he
1 of the city and had blundered along in the
ntil he came to the gate. His shouts had
watchman, who unlocked the gate. M
nd bemired driver sped to the telegrap
informed the astonished operator that a
ady was stranded in her automobile on the
van trail across the river.
ator, who is a far more important personage
in in most places of the world, despatched a
much resembled Cinderella’s coach, to
‘was drawn by two horses and suspended
raps, apparently the latest innovation in
omfort at the time of Shah Abbas, the
f Persia, when it must have been built.
as far more welcome than any Rolls
et been. I mounted the little ladder and
fortable on the tufted cushions and
tle maroon tassels on the felt-curtained
and down all the way to Zanjan with
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accoutrements were placed at the side, and the serva that my supposed mechanic could do, and
went off for food. As though we had known ese jat I could say, so much as brought forth a
other for years, we discussed world conditions and the m its venerable mechanism. Infuriated at the
more recent affairs of his native Iran. Finally, he left that infernal caravan coming round the bend
me, and I stretched out on the large, uncomfortabje or the fourth time, I greeted the camels with
bolster, to sleep for twelve hours. of hard-boiled eggs. Then, with that out of

After a breakfast of tea and melon and an intetesting n, I unlimbered my portable typewriter, and
chat with my cultured host, I started for Tihrin, over. unding out to my husband a circumstantial
taking on the way several jingling caravans and traing of my adventures of the past ninety hours.
of donkeys and horses, laden with rugs and textileg dly the driver thought me quite insane. At
bound for the same destination. From my “ America he later reported that ““ Khdnum > had a most
car” T viewed the plodding ships of the desert wit mper, had all but killed him with her tongue
the superior tolerance of an heiress of the ages for thig lla and undoubtedly would have shot him had
primitive means of transportation. My triumph was of possession of 2 gun. He admitted, however,.
short duration, however. Scarcely had the tinkling bells temper, though very quick, was of short
of the last caravan been left behind in the distance But, oh! when she is angry !
when—bang ! —the rear tyre blew out. The discouraged sily engaged with my typing, the chauffeur
driver refused to move. uitless tinkering, when my ears caught the

I hopped out and, by the use of forceful language f 2 motor, and far off I beheld an approach-
and threatening umbrella, induced the driver to repair i ‘proved to be a party of Bahd’is, who,

_ with the patches of rubber and glue that my Tabri my coming, had motored out to escort
friends had knowingly placed beneath the seat. They salvaged me from my shambles

While I was supervising this process, I was chagrine to Tihrdn, where a sumptuous feast
to hear the far-off tinkle of bells swell into a crescende d later sent back for my luggage and the
and to see the camel caravan move slowly past. | dishevelled driver.

Ten minutes later we had passed them again, wit = ancient central arch of the mosque-like
much derisive laughter on the part of both myself an [ caught my first glimpse of Persia’s capital.
the driver, when—bang !—the second rear tyre collapsed '
Again, as the saying goes, I had to eat crow, and watc
the most ancient and typically Oriental means of trans
portation plod majestically by. |

After we had passed the caravan for the third time:
the drivers of which were now laughing uproatiousl
at us, the #hird tyre gave forth a sickening explosion.
let slip a flow of adjectives, descriptive of Persian roads
and what have you. I was patticulatly anxious that We
be on our way before those haughty camels and fiendis
cameleers could laugh at us again. But after the tyf€
had been patched and replaced and while the carava
was still concealed from view by a turn in the road, the
car, donkey fashion, decided to remain stationafy
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2th—some beheaded, crucified, hanged and
opped to pieces. A
ihran on November 12th, 1817, that Mirza
. afterwards known as Bahd’w’llih,! was born
,y and distinguished family, apd here. where
- suffered imprisonment for his convictions.
. he had undergone the ghastly and inhuman
f the bastinado.
if such a2 welcome has ever been extended to
“to Persia as that on my three visits which
ee successive years.
| myself addressing audiences as large as ten
‘One that remains like a bright star of glory
mory was held in a tremendous garden, as
iblic city park, with a world of happy-looking
ing about, and while they watched me being
a raised platform and seated with dignity
backed chair one could have heard even
nds swaying on the bank of greenery that
me. In front stood a long table of rare
‘with silver and gold and covered with a
haped arrangement of shortbreads, tiny
ers, dishes of pistachio nuts and straw-
> as apricots. My interpreter was a scholar
of Persia’s recognized modern poets. Of
oman to appear in public to deliver an
the masses was distinctly a novelty then.
extremely embarrassed, mostly because I
wledge inadequate to deliver a full lecture.
hment, however, my interpreter informed
f those present marvelled at my apparent
le assured them that I had never prepared
before giving them, depending entirely
tion. Never having given lectures of any
before, T was totally unaware that many of
i€ts write their addresses and, more often
imit them to memory before delivering

CHAPTER XXII

CITY OF THE PEACOCK THRONE

ECAUSE the Persian conqueror Nadir-Shah i
B supposed to have carried this jewelled masterpiece
from Delhi to Tihrdn, the capital of Persia js
still thought of as the City of the Peacock Throne
Compared with other Persian cities I had visited, 1
appeared a seething metropolis, its crowded Lalazas
leading to a maidan, or square, surrounded by imposing
places, government buildings and mosques.
Despite the florid reference in its name to the Peacock
Throne, I saw nothing faintly resembling the splendou
of either Mogul India or the Persia of Shah Abbas
" In fact, except for an occasional turbanned mullah, a
the black chudder-enveloped women, who thronged the
maidan at dusk, even the clothing was prosaicall
Occidental. By forcing every tailor to furnish a milita
looking cap with each suit, the present Western-minde
Shah had cleverly eflected a sartorial revolution. Th
old-fashioned turban was as dead as the dodo. Wit
the turban went the prayer beads, the young blade
deciding it decidedly more appropriate to swing
walking-stick than to carry their beads.
Despite this modern note, I was surprised to se
that members of the opposite sexes, even though married
never walked together. Not only was a woman suppose
to walk alone in the streets, but to avoid meeting anj
except her husband or close relations even in her home
She was forbidden to dine in public or attend publ
performances. .
Tihrdn naturally played an important part in t
development of the Bahi’i movement. Here, as W€
as in Fars and Mazindarin, thousands were tortured ak
146

anslated means Glory of God, a title distinguish-

 identity as prophet from the human identity,
Rilarly, Gautama, the Buddha; Jesus, the Christ.
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Those days at Tihr4n on my first visit were a revelatjo
to me, for I had not thought such people as those ardent
Bah#’is existed anywhere on this earth.

It was my second trip to Tihrdn, however, that a req)
adventure, which might have terminated disastrously’

To appreciate it one must recall that Major Imbrie,
the American Consul, had been barbarously assassinated
here during a period of religious commemoration.

Now, ignorant of the details of Major Imbrie’s tragedy
and in search of antique souvenirs, I chanced to notice
a light blue tiled counter that looked for all the world
like an antique shop. I halted the vehicle and made
straight for an open counter, which ran across the front
of the building. A metal cup, attached to a long chain
reposed upon the counter.

After examining the cup, I set it down, leaned m
elbows on the counter and scanned the old pictures o
the wall behind. These framed figures of men of forme
days riding horses, into whose heads and bodies long
spikes had been driven, intrigued me.

“around—it being Friday, the Muhammadan Sabbath
and I stepped through the doorway to obtain a bette
view. The prints were very old. Complimenting mysel
on my find, I took one of the pictures off the wall to
look for the price. Instantly my driver let out a warning
yell and I noticed the street crowded with horrified an

Sensing danger, I hung t

picture back in its place, rushed to my carriage an
drove off. A block away, I demanded of the drivet
why the crowd had gathered and stared at me in suck
rude fashion.
He clasped both hands to his head and talked SO
excitedly that I had to ask a passing European to transiate
his explanation to me.
“Good God!” he said.

PERSIA

No one was

MAZANDARAN,

indignant onlookers.

“You entered the sactrec
fountain where Major Imbrie was assassinated for metely
photographing it.” )
The cordiality of the Persian Bah4’is followed M€
even after I had left Tihrin by plane for Baghdid. M3
lone travelling companion, a British colonel, and I W€
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with interest a flock of black-robed figures
elow as our plane slid down toward the
1d at Hamadan,
) as the door of the plane opened and I stepped
was enveloped in a cloud of these black robes
ally swept some twenty yards distant.
lack robes, or chudders, were thrown back,
dozens of lovely Persian women, smiling
yver what appeared to be an unusual occasion.
tiful, dark-eyed girl explained excitedly that a
om the Tihrin Assembly had been sent to
i secretary at Hamddan, informing them that
halt for a few minutes en ronte to Baghdid.
e engines started to roar the young women
ne back, unintentionally blocking the Colonel’s
ter the plane, and closed the door after me.
el eventually thrust them aside, opened the
lopped in breathlessly as we moved off. As
se in mid-air, the Colonel turned a bewildered
Is me and asked if I would mind explaining
ad happened. “1 really felt quite a shock
you disappear from view into all that swarm
e said. I explained that they had been my
i sisters, splendidly educated women from
ies of Hamddan.
ime later we were descending to a small
Khanakin, where King Feisal’s farm is
1€ we ripped the chimney and part of the
hut, scurried through a newly ploughed
aught the terrified farmer on one wing,
everal yards, yelling in terror. Modernism
- teaches out an impetuous hand—even in
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"me to a reception-room thickly carpeted with
1s Bastern rugs and furnished with inlaid chairs
Jles artistically arranged so that one sat facing,
h open windows, a garden bright with roses and
| with verdant palm trees and tropical shrubbery.
surprise real dry Martinis were served from a
1], heavily carved silver Tiffany cocktail shaker,
ke Avenue, frosted half an inch thick.

s late and the King invited me to return for
~asking what cuisine I preferred: French,
or English. Laughingly, I said none of the
ally appealed to me, but that I should be delighted

choice. . .
rned to the palace at seven-thirty, in a Paris
white chiffon with red sash and red slippers,
- in His Majesty’s motor cat, driven by an Arab

uniform. Of course, I was seated at His
s right. Opposite wete King Ali, brother of
ho had succeeded his father, Hussein, at Hedjaz,
. latter lost his throne; the Prime Minister

1 Kawdry, King Feisal’s aide-de-camp. The
were distinctly modern in dress and outlook.
in his Arabian costume, seemed a figure apart.
all in stature, and wore a small turban above
tely featured face. Devoutly religious, he
of his time in the mosques. He had lost
. he said, because of his unwillingness to
ands he believed to be against the interests

CHAPTER XXIII

BAGHDAD RECHERCHE

with His Majesty.
As 1 entered Baghddd in a speeding car, the
hot, dusty air was filled with sizzling shas/ik and the
hubbub of voices mingled with the wailing notes of
strange stringed instruments.
Upon my arrival at the Maude Hotel, the manager
informed me that the King’s aide-de-camp had telephoned
several times during the past two hours that His Majesty
was impatiently awaiting his missing guest. I dashed
to my room and a few minutes later emerged trans-
formed from a dusty traveller to a King’s guest in a
salmon-pink afternoon gown, salmon-coloured hat, black
su¢de shoes and bag. '
In my eagetness to reach the palace without further
delay, I borrowed a big red touring car that I saw parked
before the hotel and which belonged to a friend of the
American Consul. When I reached the gates of the ne
palace—the King had moved since my last visit—the
brakes refused to hold and I shot past the astounded
guards and up to the marble-columned patio, where the
emergency brake brought the car to an abrupt halt.
To augment my undignified entrance, I accidentall
jammed my elbow against the button controlling the
horn. His Majesty, perhaps aroused by the clamout,
opened the door at this moment, looked his astonish-
ment at seeing me at the wheel, then hurried towatd
me with a broad smile on his face and hands extended =
“ Both myself and the dry Martini cocktails have been
impatiently awaiting your arrival | he said, in quit€
understandable English. At our last meeting he ha intetested and agreed that woman’s advance-
promised to speak English when 1 returned. H€ ‘only be brought about by higher education
150 :

I HAD radioed a request to Baghddd to have tea

the dinner was the finest example of French
splayed little appetite, much to His Majesty’s

ou always eat like a bird ? > he asked. “ Or is
ething else that you would have preferred ?”
d .llnm that everything was petfect to the most
ail.

drawing-room, over coffee and cigarettes from
Qld, diamond-encrusted cigarette case, we
Ne status of women in the East. All were
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as set forth by the founder of the new World Ordey
Bahd’uw’lldh. He had explicitly declared that there is no
innate difference between male and female, they sharing
in common all the faculties, and that God is no respectep
of gender.

“ Humanity,” T said, “is like a great bird. Bog)
wings—male and female—must receive the same impulse
to enable it to fly straight. Woman must be given the
same opportunities as man for perfecting herself i
science and the arts. In the animal kingdom both sexe
have equal rights. In the human kingdom which pretend,
to be a realm of brotherhood and solidarity, why should
this question be raised ? ”’

All were surprised that higher education for women
had been included in the Bahd’i programme. Less tha
a year later I was delighted to learn that King Feisal had
adopted several Bahd’i suggestions in his programme for
Iraq.

'%wo days later, when he again invited me to the
palace for dinner, King Feisal insisted that I suggest
the menu.

“It would be quite impossible to obtain what I
would really like,” T laughed.

“Let me know what this impossible dish is!”

“Your Majesty, after several years’ residence not fz
from Boston—the cradle of American culture and of th
baked-bean industry—I have acquired a decided flai
for Heinz potk and beans.” His Majesty declared tha
I should have them.

It was dark when I drove through the palace gate
into the tropical gardens for dinner and, as the car pulle
up in front of the patio, I beheld a beautifully decorate€
table laid for two and lighted by candles. It was
sultry Arabian evening, with the star-studded skj
hanging low like a canopy, a petfect setting for the
dinner that followed. When the soft-footed servafit
artived with the third course, I noticed a glint in the
King’s eye. On a solid gold dish, garnished Wit
truffles and rose leaves, lay a steaming pile of golde
baked beans !

During cocktail hour at the Club the following day

L

ABDU'L. BAHA (Servant of God)*

* Meaning of name.
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of the British Royal Air Force told an amusing
» much-troubled messenger from the Palace
searching the food marts of the city in vain,

at a shipment of Heinz and Van Camp’s pork
ns had just been bought by the British Air
>m the canteen. He proceeded to headquarters,
.d three tins for the King as a special favour and
for the Palace in triumph.
me, over American baked beans, our conversa-
.d to the subject of international confusion.
sal agreed that a great deal of misunder-
ras due to the multiplicity of languages. This,
was demonstrated at the League of Nations
re delegates’ speeches and papers had to
d at least twice. His keen interest in my
ns during my visits to the Salle de Reformation
ompted questions on many of the subjects
n heard discussed as I sat in the visitors’
hing the imposing scene.
still promoting Bah4’i ? I thought it would
rary interest. What do you find in it that
better than anything else? Weren’t your
istians ? ”’

"’
1 me why you find it superior to Christianity
igion. What is wrong with Islam?”
tion seemed to clarify my own vision. A
vet leaped to my mind. I

oW, Your Majesty, there are two salient
s teaching that I have found nowhere else.
the only religion that provides a rational,
of of the existence of God.”
pened wider as he leaned back in his chair

Bah#’w’lldh appointed Abdu’l Bahd as

flicial interpreter. In future no one can

€ive material reward for similar services,

lething that no other Revelation in the past
ith. It can never become corrupted with

ccurred with Christianity and Islam.

t i the only spiritual Teaching in the world
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CHAPTER XXIV

CAMELS AND CADILLACS

¢¢ Far, far across the desert sands,
I hear the camel bells . .

I_IOW change runs through the sands of time

When China and Persia were interchanging
their lovely arts and crafts by the routes
commerce, Baghdidd and Damascus were on the
highway from one empire to another.

2»

Camel bells
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uddenly announced that the city was on fire.

-d to the window, the sky was ablaze. The

ordered his car and a moment later we were

owards the colossal conflagration.

e was in the warehouses and the Custom-House,

.nd of the building where my crates of treasures
beautiful embroideries, old prints and an

12 mp from a mosque in Baghddd had arrived

Y

“we reached the scene of the conflagration, I

out, pushed my way through the crowds, police

nen, over hose lines and through pools of

> French Consul at my heels.

e is the Customs shed ? > T asked.

t burning building over there,” a police officer

“but you can’t go there.” _

little French heels moved faster than his

1€a

grow fainter with time, and to-day the whir of a ca 5 boots.

becomes even more familiar over the desert sands.

Our modern chariot out of Baghddd was the las
word in comfort—a de luxe Cadillac, running daily ove
the then new Nairne route which brought back memorie
of the Queen of Nomad’s land ; although there is n
passenger plane service between Baghdid and Damascus
we did not envy the speed of the Royal Air Ma

overhead.

At Damascus a telegram awaited me.
lap of his world-tour my husband’s business demande
his attention in America earlier than he had expecte
My first thought was the speediest way to him. Beyro
was my nearest port—possibly I could catch a boat the
to Marseilles and meet him in Paris instead of Switzetlane

Before leaving Beyrout I might even have time to ma
a motor dash to Haifa for another brief glimpse O
paradise on earth before I set my face America-wards.

No such “winged chariot” as the Nairne rou
Cadillac was available at Damascus, and the best that
could secure landed me in Beyrout late in the afternoof!
Yes, there was a boat leaving in the morning. Joy an€
disappointment. My husband, but no Haifa!

That night, while' dining with the French Consuls

156

On the lasi

past him and managed to elude a startled
o made a desperate clutch at my arm, ripping
ng coat entirely off. I wriggled loose from
uard, leaving a portion of the back of my gown
nds. Followed by guards, police and the
ench Consul, I plunged through the smoke
orner of the warehouse piled high with suit-
s and crates being held for customs. Half of
was in flames and the roof had caught fire !
sperated officer, fearing every moment that
ould fall in, at my insistence dragged my
ut, one by one, and set them in ten inches
A half-hour later the blazing roof collapsed.
then that I noticed my hands and face had
orched by the terrific heat. For days my
puffed and unsightly.
g ankle deep in mud and water, my hair
» my clothes awry, I watched the flames shoot
sky—a sight horrible yet fascinating. Amid
t I was dimly conscious that the French Consul
INg something in my ear. Sometime between
o’clock in the morning when the fire had
ally subdued, we made our way through the
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crowd and returned to the hotel, having watched ;
treasures actually on their way resting on the shouldes
of some sudden gallants from the ruined warehouse ¢
the boat.

A couple of hours later I followed them on boarg
exhausted, my scorched face paining me severely
However, Paris and my husband were not far off.

Anxious as I was to see him again, I did not me
him before I had spent hours at Elizabeth Arden ¢
remove all possible traces of my fire-fighting escapade

I grudged the hours in the chair as the operato
worked on me, but, ““ after all,” I thought, ““ why not ?
Aren’t we all weary of ugly faces, bulging physiques
“ Some sap,” my thoughts ran on, * spent his é)rCCiOu
time gathering useless statistics which nobody care
about to show the extravagance of beauty preparations
Suppose the yearly figures of how much women spenc
on cosmetics—even how much men are beginning tc
spend—do amount to billions—what of it ? Let’s ha
more youth, more beauty. There’s enough ugliness
heaven knows—ugliness of body, mind and spirit, whe:
the world was created so extravagantly beautiful.
I glanced at newspaper headlines between pads a
solutions—* War preparedness >—more hideous blood
shed and mangling of beautiful young bodies. Uglines
of graft in politics, ground out of the pockets of hope
lessly deceived voters, while the fine and honouraﬁ
men of the word are shackled hand and foot by th
degenerate political machine, even if they would desi
to raise 2 hand to change things. Oh, for the New Age

It was good to look at my husband again—matvellot
to have a companion along life’s road who reall
understood ! That was a crossing to be remembered.

CHAPTER XXV
DETOUR

/EAR later while my husband was planning
his itinerary for another world tour in the
aterest of his business, I brought forth my
journey through Transjordania by camel to
sert kingdom of Ibn Saud, the tales of which,
.ing Feisal, had fired my imagination. Eventually
and succumbed to the idea and my joy knew
ids. We agreed to meet in Switzerland four
ience. He sailed for Japan, I for Gibraltar;
Algiers—with her intriguing alleys and white-
omen ; Fez and Basra, with her unforgettable
and, finally—Haifa.

opped in London only long enough to call
ish Foreign Office for maps of Arabia, then
> British Consul at Damascus with regard to
plated journey to Nejd. The Sultan had
through his Minister at Damascus to send an
one hundred soldiers mounted on camels and

buth of Jerusalem. :
cradle of culture to a benighted Middle
pe, fascinated me. Strange that Pope Cuthbert,
istian, and Maimonides, a great Jew, should
1 fostered by this famous university of Islam.
S another city of this trip recalling Maimonides,
€ broad scope of this twelfth-century scholar’s
was further nourished by his friendship with
Arab Tbn Mursha, the Moslem poct of Fez.
suspicious bent for the unity of men eight
years ago, what freakish opposition within
‘Caused Maimonides to champion Jewry to the
t endangering his personal safety ? This being

159
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the reason of his seeking refuge in Cairo, his concenty.

tion on Jewish theology there was abruptly changed
a fate which plunged him into personal sorrow anc
financial ruin. He turned for succour to Cordoyg
gift of science to him, and as Islam had given the kng

ledge, Islam provided opportunity. He became physicias
to Saladin and was world renowned, adding to his
success the distinction of marrying a prominent Moslem
sister !

Strange contradictions in this still famous and beloyeg
scholar of Israel.

At Haifa a wire from Damascus was awaiting me.
was from the British Consul, informing me that the
Foreign Office had forbidden his contemplated trek
Nedj. In my disappointment I almost wept. Mont
of anticipation was frustrafed. Little did I dream of the
“ Sunburst ” hiding behind my cloud of disappointmen

I spoke of the matter to Shoghi Effendi.

“I1 had expected to spend several weeks on thi
expedition,” I began. “Now . ..”

“ Since you have the time at your disposal, why no
“visit the Far East? ”

“You mean China, Japan?”

“ Well —India, Burma. How would you like to he
your Bahd’i co-workers there ? ”

Astounded, I exclaimed: “I would not dare
attempt to interpret this teaching.”

“There is but one interpreter for the teachings
appointed by Bahd’w’ll4h. Abdu’l Bahd did not lea
us till his work was complete,” he answered, firmly.

“I am not wise or clever enough to do justice to"
message as great as this.”

“ But you have confidence and enthusiasm.”

“The Far East, India, is the home of so man¥
philosophies. I should have to face terrific arguments
from men versed in occult science and religions far mok
ancient than Christianity. 1 have already met SOME
who think they understand all the underlying principles
of the universe.

““ What could I do, face to face with this onslaught , '
Of learning ? ” . C:\RNH:,‘]. OF ,L‘\'l‘l-l ’B;\Hl-\'\'lll KHANUM, DAUGIHITER

OF BAHA’U'LLAI (died 1933)
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iffendi’s dark eyes burned with a look of
ophetic meaning, while I silently listened.
learning belongs to the past. Its potency is
; They also—the wise men—will have to
r faces from dead Yesterday to living To-day
bevond towards To-morrow. You need not
- ec?, of a lack of learning of the past. Your
e is of the future, and I will pray fervently in
half.”
went to bid farewell to Bahiyyieh Khdnum,
dh’s daughter, I looked down at my frock, at
r and bracelets of jade.
uld I have to relinquish these for more ordinary
? T asked her.
looked at me with her divinely beautiful eyes.
1y dear.”
with her usual sound wisdom, she explained to
value of grace and charm of dress and advised
t to affect an extreme attitude towards exterior

T

a’w’lldh,” she said, “always commanded each
of his family to wear the best he or she

Bah#’i intention is not to level down mankind
dard of poverty, but to bring it up to the one
red education and beauty, she said.

ew consciousness of beauty will be awakened,
beauty as mere decoration, but as an essential
of a new economic condition where there will

2
.

alace or a cottage.”
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g first with loads of souvenir merchandise. The
Jese men with long hair held by horseshoe-shaped
eshell combs in 2 womanish knot, Indo-Arabs in
itly coloured robes and plaited silk hats. The
bs of the Singalese, a fashion affected only by the
the way, signifies that the wearers have never
aded themselves by carrying bundles, which are
s borne on the head here.
eakfast at the Galle Face Hotel was a meal made
orable by the superb view over the palm-fringed
he best coffee I had drunk since leaving America
y first taste of papaya—a delicious melon with
sht orange meat, little black seeds and remarkable
stive properties. Here I learned that Galle, seventy
s away at the southern tip of Ceylon, was quite
ably the Tarshish whence the ships of Solomon

ez laden with cargoes of gold, silver, ivory, apes
peacocks.

as from them, too, that I learned of Anuradhapura,
buried city erected by the Singalese Buddhists
y-two hundred years ago, as ancient as anything
discovered in India. It was to Anuradhapura that
uddhist princess had fled from India in A.D. 311,
1g concealed in her hair according to tradition a
h of the great Gautama. A magnificent temple was
for its reception and the tooth borne through the
ets of the city on the back of a white elephant on
ive occasions. Seized during one of the.numerous
asions of the Malabars, it was carried off to India,
nce it was, however, ransomed. Later, the story
s, the Portuguese stole the tooth and destroyed it,
Ithough the Singalese believe that the sacred relic
Sts 1n the temple at Kandy.
My interest piqued by this account, I decided to head
orf Anuradhapura, not, however, before first motoring
nd rickshawing through the cinnamon gardens of
olombo, the parks of fig, palm, rain suriyas and bamboo
ti€es, and to the native quarters with their mixture of
ghans, Malays, Portuguese, Dutch, Parsees, Moors,
‘amils and Singalese in every variety of dress from
eech clout to contemporary European linens.

CHAPTER XXVI

CROSS ROADS

YING on deck, under a lifeboat, h ]
c , head
I on elbows, I watched the sun sink iIr)lrt%plzﬁ

Red Sea. The intervening w
to a shimmer of black which extegndegtg t\flishglrme
Lme. What had been a cloud bank for a few minl:
efore, had now been magically transmitted intote
luminescent Arabian panorama of gorgeous reds and
dazzling yellows. . . . Stretches of leami d- ¢
Soslinpa g ng sand-dunes ;
palm trees, sandstone and basalt crags, towers
porphyry and jade, processions of Arabs in ma &
coloured robes, afoot and on tawny camels ; blarlly
Bedouin tents . . . shifting . . . gleamin,
changing. . . . 2
stI b}fcsrge aware that several fellow-passengers were
Tlrletc ? eside me, gazing at the awe-inspiring spectacle
creatter we shunned the smoking-room and every
cvening watched the sunset until the last speck 0
yellow fire had vanished into the velvet of night, I
was glorious to feel ourselves part of a world th
cogd produce such beauty. . . . |
shrogdte}éle if01]13r1th dawn Ceylon appeared on the horizo
S ey n blue mist, with its mountains—devoted to
. p ction—rushing upward in four glant terrace
;) a central.snow-covere peak. As our ship drew
closer, the mist dissolved, a juxuriant palm-edged shore
grew visible, then church spires, imposing modetn
t llnlc:)mgs, the extensive lawns of Galle Face. Through
- OiO nﬁﬁikwaéerhwe stecred into the great harbour of
s and the centre of a rush of life—a score of
] kmers, Wwharves teeming with natives loading tea
1aassh 5> outrigger canoes by the hundred with paddles
Ing the blue water to a foam in their anxiety to

162
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Je a hill from the distance, rests on a foundation
- hundred feet deep and consisting of layers of
llized stone and plates of cemented iron and
laid alternately. This artificial hill, formed of
ns of bricks and profusely carved and ornamented,
ected by a Singalese king both in thanks for his
wv over a Tamil invader and in repentance for the
ing of his enemies’ blood in battle. This touch
ghist gentleness even in the ghastly business of
ppressed me as something completely overlooked
st victory commemorations—thought for the
f:rlexlllzistery of the Brazen Palace, the Peacock
of which only a few elaborately ornamented
" femain; the colossal Jetawanarama, originally
o have been three hundred and fifteen feet high
hose tree-covered conical mass to-day towers to a
t of two hundred and fifty feet; the hundreds of
shrines here and at Polonnaruwa, fifty miles
are amazing works of a people who have reverted
their former state of masters of Ceylon to their
it one of menials. .
centuries the ideals of Buddhism seized these
e and wrapped them as with a holy flame, inspiring
o build with 2 magnificence and imaginative sweep
akes our Gothic cathedrals seem dull and spiritless.
Il other peoples who for a time have seen the light
sen thrilled by the insight of truth, the Singalese
better than they knew, only to lose their heaven-
gift the moment their inspiration was extinguished.
e very beginning of my travels through different
s, among different peoples and different civilizations
/3s to learn in this remote, little-known section of Fhe
e, that no people can build higher than their faith,
¢ grandly than their inspiration. )
A trip by motor car to Kandy and Mount Lavinia
Minated that year’s tour of Ceylon and early morning
id me aboard the steamer e route to Singapore.
Jespite the heat we danced every evening on the
Daculate Japanese steamer over tranquil seas. One
2 night we sat shoeless on long mats upon the deck,
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Anuradhapura proved a fascinating spot—a mountaj
one thousand feet high, literally covered with shrineg
Inscriptions and sacred edifices, fruit of the devoted
faith of the early Buddhist monks, toiling patiently tq
achieve marvels of architectural sculpture with hand-
chisels about six inches wide. Overrun with trees and
shrubbery, one entire side is converted into a grand
stairway of one thousand eight hundred and forty steps

. the remains of the royal pleasure garden twen
square miles in extent . . . the remarkable bell-shaped
pagoda, or shrine, where the right collar-bone of the
Buddha was once worshipped . . . the Palace of the
Tooth . . . the sacred Bo tree which has grown for
twenty centuries from a branch of the fig under which
Gautama is said to have sat . . . a temple carved out of
natural rocks overlooking crocodile-infested lotus ponds

. . the one thousand six hundred monolithic granite
columns which once supported the Brazen Palace.

According to the Mahawansa, written about the fifth
century A.D., this palace, entirely covered with brass
tiles, was one hundred cubits square and high, and
had nine stories containing one hundred apartments
each, all highly finished in silver, with cornices embellished
in gems and gem-set metal flowers and tinkling festoons
of gold, a thousand dormitories having windows “ with
ornaments which were bright as eyes.” In the middle
of the palace was a gilt hall with an ivory throne, on
one side of which glittered an emblem of the sun in
gold, on another the moon in silver, and the third the
stars in pearls. From the golden corners of the hall
hung garlands of flowers formed of jewels. '

I should have dismissed this description as largely
compounded of the stuff of fairy tales had I not actually
seen the Ruanweli Pagoda, in some ways fully as
remarkable. Built in the second century s.c., this cone-
shaped edifice rises to a height of two hundred and
seventy feet from a platform apparently supported by
nine-foot tall elephants fashioned of enamel-covered
brick and one of them still bearing ivory tusks. The
huge structure, the upper portion of which is covered
so profusely with trees and other vegetation as tO
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red to be 2 medium sized baked potato
dagggz scored and squeezed open so that the
. stood out in four points. It did not occur to
t any human agency could repair so much damage,
- reassuring voice of the Dutch surgeon explained
« was really not so very bad. After pearly strangling
I a tumbler of cognac, this genius tucked away
cotruding flesh with four silver clips. The clips
removed within forty-eight hours and with yellow
r thickly clinging to my lip and protected from
itive eyes by a green veil, I left for Java for a
desired rest away from the haunts of men. Five
later nothing more than a fine pink cross could
n, and two years later the scar had completely

eared.
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sipping Sake and eating a delicious swkiyaki dinne
cooked in the centre of the table over burners of somg
sort. Overhead fluttered the flags of many nationg
forming brilliant spots of colour against the midnig
sky. When the whistles blew, the decks were cleared
and a gay masquerade followed. It was the captain’
farewell party for his passengers, the eve before oup
arrival.

Sixty miles through the Singapore Roads we steamed
past tiny emerald islands thick with jungle growth—a
occasionally palm-leaf hut on stilts sticking out of the
water—past fetid, steaming mud flats to the sudden man
made turmoil of Singapore’s crowded harbour—Chinese
junks with loads of palm thatch, buggies from the
Celebes, ancient baggalas from India or Ceylon, dugou
catamarans with outriggers, luxurious barges witl
cabins of teak, power schooners crowded with bales o
merchandise, tramp steamers, trim slender liners—and
everywhere swarms of canoes filled with brown-skinned
Malay boys eager to dive for coins flung by tourists.

Singapore is ““ the cross roads of the East,” port o
call of more than fifty steamship lines, important cab
and radio point and centre of an enormous world trad
in rubber and tin. Its streets, modernized by t
British, teem with men of all races, Chinese, Japanese
Tamils, Hindus, Malays, Europeans, with the Chines
dominant everywhere.

I was too intent, however, on pressing on to Borneo
which lies just across the South China Seas, to do mo
than crowd in a few hours’ sightseeing and join a joll
crowd for dinner at the Gymkhana Club.

One evening after the movies, violating all recognizec
form, to avoid a sudden cloud burst, I stepped into on
of the city’s ten thousand rickshaws pulled by an opium=
filled Malay runner. As I was being piloted throug
the narrow driveway of Raffles Hotel, a motor car slewed
around the corner. The drugged brain of my runnct
was slow in responding, and I found myself hours latet
surrounded by strange faces. Automatically my han
flew to my mouth. Something as large as a grapC,.Soft.
and pulpy, met my touch. I gazed aghast into a mirfof
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you see, Padre, I do not deny the value of
o’rk in penetrating the wilds and bringing at
ome education to primitive peoples, for, after all,
¢ must drink milk before they are able to eat

k

CHAPTER XXVII nd after they have had spiritual milk ? ”” interjected

adre, smiling.

Once civilized, the meat provided by the present
of orthodox theology will not be acceptable.”
What do you find to justify your statement ?”’

BORNEO
COMFORTABLY seated on the deck of oy

Borneo-bound ship, we watched the moo nless religion can fit into, and embrace every
_A transmute the midnight blue sea into waves of ‘tment of human life, unless it can be linked with
white gold—two young Britishers from one of the omics, social, racial and international affairs, certainly
bank§ in Singapore, on a fortnight’s holiday, a padre ot true religion. It is misnomer, and false in
on his way to convert the heathen, and myselfl.) As Ble.”
mortals will do, undgr spell of tropical moon and stars, Vhat is religion but a way of life? It must fill
the two young men discussed the distance and magnitude eds of the present day or it must eventually fail
of the sun specks that form the Milky Way and then § attempt to coerce an unbelieving generation of
the insignificance and futility of themselves, their bank .’
the human race and the earth. Probably for the benefi  showed a lively interest and no resentment at
of the Padre—q tall blond young man of perhap continued :
twWenty-eight, with a sandy Van Dyke beard—the umanity has evolved through many stages. It has
launched forth on the unreality and uselessness o since passed through the primitive family and group,
religion.  Although 1 defended religion, 1 had plen ommunity and provincial consciousness, and is even
to say about theology and distorted creeds. advance of the national. Do we not see the death
Cc_)tnfortably l(?unglng in rattan chairs, the discussio 5 of a dying nationalism from every angle, and a
continued for a lively two hours over a tall whisky peg of unrest and revolt by the hitherto servile masses
Some of the men had their own Zanzibar chairs, whic ety advanced country ? .
have lqng contrivances attached where the arms be ' Thinking people are growing weary of rites imposed
and swivel backwards ot forwards so that the occupants eologians. Intelligent people realize that the
can lie back _and petspire in peace, with their feet uf tion of Christianity has failed and is cracking to
on a level with their arms. There is another piece Of
wood which also swivels, attached to the end of the
arm, with a round hole cut in it to take care of the
inevitable “ peg.” Scarcely had the Englishmen retired
for the night, when the padre approached, and seating
himself beside me, began : :
. “T overheard some of your conversation, and 1 take ‘f
it that you believe the Catholic Church has failed, i
obsolete, will be unsuccessful in gaining convetts 1%
the future and that the Bah4’i religion will replace it ? ,
168

Es.

“ Christianity began its long decline the middle of the
sventh century when the influx of scientific knowledge
ntloined from far-off Arabia, was brought to Europe
Oy Western investigators. Such branches of knowledge
hysics, medicine, mathematics, astronomy, literature
art, were thus transplanted into European soil.
this foundation arose the fabric of much of our
‘dern scientific development.

- Thus Islam formed a bridge that linked the barbarism
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<elton, a tiny town which only the presence of the
. military force and a few traders prevents from
ing back to the surrounding jungle from which it

of the Dark Ages with Islamic culture at a time wheq
Europe was fast sunk iri the mire of superstition anq
ignorance. When the first experiments in major Opera-
tions were being performed with success in Arabia, the
people of Europe, her people, were paying the medicine.
man to pray them out of their diseases. From that time
can be traced the development of Islamic civilization
that overran Christendom at Byzantium. The thep
Christian world failed to withstand the onward rushing
forces of Islam, and its leaders turned their faces toward
Germany and the Barbarians of the North.”
¢ Still we manage to get converts.”

“Yes, but can they be compared? The Bah#’i Faith
does not proselytize. It attracts thinking men and
women who investigate for themselves. Do you not,
as you put it, ‘ convert’ through fear of hell fire and
brimstone, scaring the ignorant out of their wits ? ”

He smiled indulgently. “ Please do not think I

) could ever belittle the uttetly selfless devotion of the

nuns who labour under the tropical suns in such dreadful

places as Aden, enduring almost unbelievable hardships,

! featlessly combating cholera, smallpox, bubonic plague

’ and other deadly diseases of the East with unshakable

‘ courage ; nor the Catholic Fathers one encounters in

. out-of-the-way islands, who, having dedicated their

‘ lives to the education of the native, sometimes never

return to civilization—if you could call it that. I grant

‘ - you all this, but humanity 1s starving for the unadulterated
' truth as taught by Christ.”

Several discussions we had together; this genuine
padre and I were the best of friends till the end of out
‘ trip, when we parted in mutual esteem. 4
‘ The next morning a fat-off speck on the sea ahead
| slowly grew into a vivid green mountain, its top wreathed
! by a haze of light. Gradually a verdant shore extended
along the mountain’s base. Long stretches of coco-nut
| groves appeared, then a settlement—Sandakan—with 2
dock where ships were loading the island’s cultivated
produce—rubber, tobacco, copra and sago. )

The padre and others disembarked at Sandakan, which
| is the capital of British Notth Borneo, while I continu€

'stepped off the ship, the heated humid air of the
Je enveloped me like a blast from some gargantuan
q laundry. Itis a heat that one who has ever visited
eo always remembers—a heat that keeps E?‘rop.eans
onstant state of perspiration and dribble.  Prickly
» js only another of those little annoyances from
h one suffers in the tropics. : .
had gone to Jesselton under the misconception that
‘Governor of British North Borneo had his principal
ence there. 1 soon learned that Sir William Rycroft
Lady Rycroft spent most of their time in Sandakan
only a short part of the year in Jesselton. Mrs.
son, wife of the agricultural adviser, and Mr. Maxwell
another resident, were most gracious to me. During
wo and 2 half days of my stay I met almost all of
uropean and American people in Jesselton, at
heons, teas and dinners. I learned that one English-
ad heralded my atrival with advance information
a missionary was arriving with a “ do as you please
jon.” He, like myself, had been accustomed to the
rfluous ““ don’ts and must-nots > of what passes as
ion. His version of St. Francis’ axiom to ““ Love
d and do as you please  was amusing and refreshing.
i Baba’s oil jar looms large in Eastern romance.
" me it figures more important in Borneo’s simple
-houses. 1 did my best with the primitive equip-
nt, lathering my body and pouring water over myself
the jar with the dipper in approved fashion. T’ll
it to one or two plunges into Ali Baba’s jar, though
was careful to have the natives change its contents
nmediately.
~ Heat and mosquitoes are the twin miseries of Borneo,
1d eventually almost every European resident con-
acts malaria. The anopheles, or malaria-carrying
Mosquito, not only looks different from the regular
butterfly variety, but is a wicked little wretch who
dvertises his presence by an insistent humming sound
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the Tamils of Borneo, Singapore, and Southern
setite creatures, with complexions ranging from
< chocolate brown, cameo-like features, erect
raceful, dainty hands and perfectly shaped feet.
«ans looked the oddest when dressed in their
, best—pointed coolie hats, white cotton blouses
jack Eton jackets—beautifully_adorned w1th fine
videry, silver beads, silver braid and magnificent
elts from two to four inches wide, hung with
d strange ornaments. :
origin of the races that make up Botneo’s polyglot
tion is an interesting study in anthropological
he Malays on the coast are Moslems and the
and other inland people are “ pagans.” My
to see how people who go in for head-hunting
lieve in the spirits of thunder, fire and other
Jhenomena, carry on the rounds of ordinary life,
xpectedly satisfied. Mrs. Bateson accompanied
o the interior, up the crocodile-infested Papar
o two native Dusan villages. Mr. Surfleet, the
t officer, who is called the D.O., acting as our
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and by standing on his head to puncture one with hjg
proboscis. In every bedroom occupied by Europeans
are supposedly mosquito-proof beds, which a natjye
bed boy rids of the creatures by raising hail Columbj,
inﬁide the net with a long switch fashioned of fine bambog ]
splits.

It is exasperating to hear the singsong of these pests
about one’s head after having performed the ritual of
closing the canopy for the night and crawling in in
one’s birthday suit. It is still more irritating, after a
second house-cleaning, to slip through the opening and
fine that one has smuggled in another barbed butterfly,

At certain times of the year another form of visitor .
makes an appearance, and I am informed it is advisable
to leave a complete trail of *“ Keating’s Insect Powder >
around the bed and upon the sheets. One must then
carefully step inside and lie down, hoping for peace.
Such is the East !

Concomitant institutions are the electric fan and the
dutch wife—a bolster about twelve inches in diameter
which one is supposed to clutch to one’s stomach to
avoid the otherwise inevitable chill that one gets from
the fan. When the modus operandi of the dutch wife was
explained to me the first night in Colombo, I assumed
it to be some local witticism and had the long bolster,
the only article on the bed except the sheet and pillow,
removed.

The predicted chill followed, with attendant stomach
cramps so violent that I had to summon a doctor in the
night. He explained that the dutch wife is really not a
practical joke. I spent the remaining nights in Borneo
under the breeze of the powerful fan, in complete
comfort, my dutch wife clutched to my tummy by
means of a knee hold.

On account of this degenerating climate, European
women are constantly coming and going—one or two
years being the longest they can remain without becoming
languid and pasty-looking. Every European woman,
of course, has a regiment of servants and every child
has an @yzh (nursemaid).

There are no more beautiful women anywhere than

“ train ” which carried us into the jungle to the
consisted of a single long car, with wooden
s on either side, accommodating about forty
pulled by an antiquated locomotive, built
1 knows when and where, and burning wood.
7 half-hour or so the engine would run out. of fuel,
in would stop, the fireman or someone else would
out to gather fuel in the surrounding jungle and
- In this leisurely fashion we managed to do the
y-six miles in six hours. ' _

s we chugged up the winding, shallow river in a
tor launch, the exhaust of the motor awakened the
seen furred and feathered denizens of the jungle_, a
llam of shrill shrieks, mocking whistles and chattering
0se and the log-coloured crocodiles, sunning them-
es along the banks, made loud splashes as they
appeared into the brown waters. A few weeks
vious a native had been lifted out of his sampan by a
codile before the eyes of his horrified companion, and
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s. 'Then, by means of long bamboo poles

rough holes in the mesh, the pig is borne to its
tion, screeching murderously.
‘uxuriant tropical setting of palm, coco-nut and
ranchless tapang trees and bushes, we came upon
ve village. By climbing over a primitive stile, or
we were able to reach the first house. Like the
s it was built of bamboo, square in sthe, about
ze of a large living-room and mounted on piles
h, which chickens, pigs, dogs and other small
es found shelter from the burning midday sun.
- were the living quarters, partitioned into two or
rooms, with bamboo mats serving for beds,
s and floor coverings.
]l-mother, little more than a chilgl herself, was
ng on a bamboo mat, stuffing rice down the
of her three-weeks old baby. I questioned M.
.t for the reason of this perversion of everything
er heard about infant diet. He turned to her for
ation.
believes that rice makes them strong and
ly,” was the reply.

t our infants get nothing but milk and a little
€ juice at first,” I protested.

in he inquired. _
‘hey are white and therefore blessed at birth,
at they can get along without special feeding,”
et reply. “ Dusan children would die on such a
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dragged beneath the -muddy depths. The villag
organized a hunt for the monster, offering a reward fq
its capture, and two weeks later it was caught, slain, ang
when opened found to contain a human rib, a tooth, ang
some ornaments which had belonged to the victim. Fq
this reason I scrutinized with particular care each floating
log, with the gruesome thought that one might suddenly
lift its ugly head over the side of the launch.

In the occasional clearings, on either side of the river
natives in breach clout or sarong could be seen pounding
a sago with pestle and mortar in the time-honoured
manner of their forefathers, or loading their sampas
with coco-nuts and palm oil. Just as we reached o
destination, we beheld at least a dozen sampans thronged
with natives industriously casting spears and plying net
in a sort of corral of bamboo pickets covered with leave
and grass in midstream. Spears and nets flashed up anc
down, bringing back wriggling fish, which were loade
into the sampans as fast as human arms could work.
picket fence, with a narrow opening into the corral
stretched across the river just beyond, leaving the fish
nO alternative course on the way downstream. Mt
Surfleet explained that the natives had paddled up
stream a dozen miles in canoes loaded with tuba roo
filled the canoes with water, beat up the tuba root in t
water until it had formed a soapy foam, emptied thi
mess into the river and allowed it to float downstrea
with the canoes toward the corral, driving the fish befor
them.

None of the sentimental delights of angling for ¢t
true Dusan! His sole object in fishing is to get his fish
and he succeeds in supplying the family larder and the
markets at Jesselton and Sandakan with all the fish that
one can eat. Rice and fish—fresh when it can be
obtained, otherwise dried and served with plenty o
peppery spices, and condiments of various kinds—arf
the principal articles of diet.

The method of transporting pigs to market is anothet
custom which would be frowned upon by the S.P.C.A.
the creature being thrust upside down into a rattan open-
work bamboo mesh so that its feet stick upward through

th the district officer still acting as interpreter, I
y attempted to dissuade the little mother from her
amming.
She shook her little brown head. It had long been the
stom and it was well known among her people that
€ brings life and health, she said. She continued to
uff the grains of rice down the protesting baby’s
oat.
- Thinking that perhaps there was something after all
12 custom so well established and so long practised
mong the native mothers, 1 asked Mr. Surfleet the
Ottality rate among native infants.
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_ camphor, cinnamon and cotton trees. Orang

> ole men literally), gibbons and monkeys leap

' the dense jungle, although the smaller and less
« are found close to the v1llages’aqd ma!(e their
> ce known by screaming at mam's intrusion and
- down coco-nuts from great heights with terrific
.5 " Dense bushes, vines that stretch wiry stems
tree to tree, leeches that jump from leaves to
ers” legs and cling, sucking blood ; mala:rla
iitoes, deadly insects, and above all the enervating
¢ this humid hot-house, drowsy with the scent of
form other barriers for those eager to penetrate
. mysteries, lured b){ the flaming de.ep-scented
s and huge black orchids that grow high up on

ees.
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“It is eighty-five per cent,” he said. “ This tjce
stuffing is one of the principal causes.” ',

As in Burma, women hold a commanding position i
many of the tribes of Borneo, although they also per.
form most of the difficult labour. They are * Head
men” of some villages. They manage the schools
weave mats, superintend the building of houses, direct
the affairs of the campong, while their husbands fish
hunt or work in the paddy fields.

In one village I was thrilled to find ancient divorce
laws still prevailing. If a woman accuses her husband of
infidelity or abuse before the magistrate and fails to
prove his guilt, the man has no recourse. She ma
continue to nag and reproach him, stating her views o
the matter with impunity. On the other hand, if the
husband accuses his wife and fails to produce sufficien
evidence to warrant securing a divorce, he must take
her home again, and, if he so much as opens his mouth
to mention the matter, let alone drop insulting ©
insinuating remarks, she may march him straight back
to the magistrate. As a penalty the husband is oblige:
to provide a feast for the entire community and publicly
make his wife a gift, worth at least five dollars—usuall
of hens, chickens or pigs.

If the wife wins a divorce, the husband must pay he
a stipulated sum. If the husband is awarded a decree,
gets nothing—but the satisfaction of being parted.
other words, in Borneo it is the man who always pays
Which may be what makes the wild man of Borneo s
wild !

On account of these laws, the sound of verbal altet
cations between “ wife and man” ring through t
campongs, the woman, having nothing to lose, loses 00
opportunity to broadcast her exact feelings concerning
her husband’s deportment.

Back of the river, and the little clearings won by mafly
the jungle rules supreme, its hot, moist breath speeding
the life-death cycle and the fascinating, sinister struggle
between the living worlds of vegetation and animal life.
Within a range of a few miles one finds rubber trees,
gulta, rattan, mangrove, coco-nut palms, ironwood,

L}



*.
-3uores JApeu oyl paoniisur [ opm3 e 4q parued
-wodde ‘prog 1o3uassed-oay uado ue paiy [ -I[dunm [
£qIeou Y3 UT SPIYDIO 3{I¥[q SNO[[2ATLW JO PILay pey [
| 7940 10U 919M $3I[[0F Aw pue sGundynq s ,0sulog Ing
"Mauy T JEY3 [[E WIY IY3nes [ 0S 10w Mot
03 1082 sem o ‘Sunoow jeys £q passardwr £jdasp
[[13s SEA puE TIGI UT LI[IDWY O3 IUSIA S I23IL[ Y3 9I0JC
mo3se[n) ur eyeg [NPQY YIM 9Snoy dwes Y3 3T pake .

PEY pue yire 1eyed Syl JO pIedY prY Oym SUOW
3w A[paroadxoun | JuswoFernodus 10§ ysnoyl s
FeqdNIq sue
UBISI9 Y3 ueyd SSUTWODIIOYS UMO AW IDAO PauIa
srow ‘orniey Aw e payprow sem | ‘Supeujun
i "aw 9ye3 pnom £oy3 J1 a8essed
03 popop [ ‘sinoy £1103 Inoqe ur Suraed] junf s
T sem JAneuIdle Auo oy, ‘sAep udl 10J pa n

orom simdylo ou pue papres diys Aw Iy
*SIDIPPE YSIYSEY UJO I0W pPUE SISTUOFELIUE 19
‘[[e 3 SI_BYEQ JOU dI9M oW PEY oY suawidads I
93pajmousdr 03 Jul[[Im SEM JY UOISSNISIP SIY3 JO T
-TwId) Ay YN\ mouy [ sLeyeq UTISId] SIqEs|
Jo spuesnoyl oyl jo 21nidid prom Wiy 43 991
Pa3s3123U1 UE JO 20U3s21d Y3 UT INOY UE UBY3 10U I
aAnpIuasardar 10 ay2 dn pajuny ‘diys ay3 woig 3
fw 2AOWAI 03 SII00D dy) parapio ] A[IeIpau

gl

fw pip I ¢ Ayp uondadar 1oy sem 10 uoneurdewrn
£ur 31 SeA\  "PIAIIIE SAIPE] 9Y3 03 y[ed Aw 10§ Lep Sy,
"SOATIEU 259}
yaa SWOY 3t 2ymb 33 [ “uLa[ 03 1980 pawass pue
oy st JudBI[[IuT st Apsowr arom* ‘ysiSusy JU3[[90%3 9yjods
£3y], 'SPUSLJ SIY 399U 0} SWOY STy 03 Sl PAAUT Y pue
Sumeyd 0 [[9F 3\ "DUIZI[23uT Uy Jo urw & 103orrdoxd
SAREU Y3 punoj pue doys e o3ur Juam [ Aep I1xoU Ay,
‘pazeaddestp £[a19idwoo
pey ISt JeJ 9yl paisadSns is1y pey rpuogy rySoyg
udym dw 1940 3doms pey Jeyy uorsuayardde oy 10%
"A[[ewzo] s10w sdnoigd [e9A9s ssarppe
0} dw pAIAUT L3y, ‘UOISIPI puE SIEyE pIOM ‘[oAen
PahTYd oM se 3so193ur 03 padueyd Asonmd Ay,
"1 Teruojod
[ed1don jo Luojouow oy ur yearq © 1350 3w | wayy
103 sdeyrad pue |, Arevorsstw , oyy jo sinowns pIeay
pry £oy, ‘uesyepues jo sarpe] uradoingg o PIa ugn
03 suoneyaur 3dode 03 £ddey Apumusg sem | -310d
-Ind SwWos pry MOU UONESIIAUOD J[qE I, "3 woij o3nga1
£[uo Lwr powsss pey uorarqo uaym sep a3 2ours 30adse
WAIPIp £39A € parmboe pey punos [enos ST
*£315 311 33 Surdey [y ® jo oprs suo moqe
- POHOP ‘ysnirg oyl Jo sowoy porpurioa dpim ‘paurels
~o01q ay3 a1am wayl Juowre snondrdsuoy)  “sadudpIsar
PUP suopred £[oao] ‘szomoy praia  ‘sserd JueIINXO]
DIM pa1aA0d S|y udam3iaq Juipuim sprox raquin i
- ‘Urepunow Jurromos e jo 3003 a3 1€ 3[3un( ayy pue eos
O U9am1dq 395 ‘syuraiqequl pursnoyl ue) Jwos Jo £
PYour ‘uesepueg 103 pofres | 13| Aep v
- PUT uo3asss[ 03 uren sanowooor Suruing
Poom pur  jeoq-rolow  £q pournyar g

pue s3o1ppe wnido d1om vIsId] UT JoW pey Y S
a3 [[e ey sa[ed siy £q paresseadp sem dnoid I
"paalize isnl pey edIpuds (IO UEISIIJ Y3 JO
UE Jeyl Sw wWIojul 0} IdweAs Yy o3 Jurkumy
sooururenboe saneu | o[qeidadorun Awﬂ (_1;0 :
uaym Suoy] Suol] pue E[[IUEy 10J pUNOQ ¥
aq;{ ur Av,iz ps}goal £[3nus u2aq pey aﬁzég\[
' | ssep dulnI Ay} o
uTEWoI 03 1Ty A[[e1oos seam 3] “sod xnzf 343 pI
uorssardxa 112y3 ysey ¢ Ul put £q 2A03p $3s9n3 U
mo[py Aw jo omy, ‘wiy 30918 03 paddols puE.
-jurenboe oAnEU w Jo U0 J9W | UOOUIAJE JEYI I

[QERICECIPL: |

IMIAXX YdLdVHD

£uo ySnoys [va1 sea 19113Eq AY3—Ing pafrey pey I
£poexs Guimouy jou ‘surardsru yam I ¥
GL1 azrgddng




BUFFETED 181

heavy jagged #ris steady, as we
tﬁoﬁegelt)héh\:favy rgac]l. g%f only Borneo had had
, r Winchell,t maybe I wouldn’t have had to go
rchids ! .

L llrtl}};:ol“gcla(l) village the physician, a white man who
fallen upon evil days, informed me a few momergs
he had wrenched the &ris from my arm that’t e
had been dipped in snake venom, the deadly '013(;111
mmon use among head-hunters who inhabit the
tains. To this interesting bit of .1nformagol;1 i’
the cheerful conviction that my life would be }?

- duration unless I had my arm removed from the
1aer .

. o crisis gave me the second occasion to
he ?altli(til'cliel professegd—to call upon.God, who, after
s the only source of succour In time of desperate
For 2 moment I weighed the idea of consenting
e loss of my arm. Suddenly a feeling of certainty
her consciousness of protection, surged through my
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garbed chauffeur to drive me, first to a native village af
few miles outside of Jesselton, then to the end of the .
road which penetrates eight miles into the wildernesg
and marks the boundary of effective control of the British

constabulary. The territory beyond was taboo! [
climbed out and, over the protests of my guide, struggled
through a tangled jungle, lured by the immense black
orchids I knew abounded there. :

It was like stepping into a huge moist greenhouse, -
filled with cries of furious monkeys chattering over-
head, screaming birds, and an overpowering smell of
earth and growing things.

A cluster of heavily scented flowers almost over-
powered me and 1 felt tempted to sit down, but, just
having extricated myself with some difficulty from a
blood-thirsty leech I dared not give myself up to forces
vibrating around me and the desire to rest on so viscous
a couch. At that moment a large coco-nut landed about
two feet in front of me, aimed by some outraged monkey
with such violence that I decided to avoid meeting any
of his more aggressive simian kin.

Hurrying in the direction of the road, I spied a large
black orchid clinging tenaciously to the shaggy trunk of
a huge tree. Exultant, I called to the guide, who started
reluctantly through the thicket. While he was attempt-
ing to pluck the blossom just beyond his reach, I dis-
covered another, ever larger and more magnificent black
orchid on the next tree. Impulsively I turned to see an
almost naked native, his arm upraised ready to plunge a
kris into the back of my guide. Frozen with horror and
fear, unable to articulate a scream, I tried to catch the
kris on its fatal descent. Instead I found myself petrified,
with the blade sticking in my own arm two inches below
the elbow. The native vanished as silently as he had
come. The frantic guide made a gentle attempt to
remove the ghastly dagger, but it was so firmly embed-
ded in the bone that it would have taken more courage
than I could summon to let him dislodge it. For the
first time in my life I was overcome by a dreadful nausea.
Feeling as though my inner ingredients had evaporated
I reached the car. Painfully I tired to balance my arm in

m ision. I knew that destiny had lifted
dgnrgc}e’r.deauietly I told the doctor that I would
keeping my arm. A small bt of splintered bone was
oved and my arm was neatly swathed in bandages

the elbow, and with faith high, I defied snake
m and boarded a Chinese junk headed for the

Sea.

B b .
" A famous American critic, whose catchwo.rd is: ¢ Orchids
» when he is indicating prize for a favourite.



CHAPTER XXIX

CLAMOUR, CULTURE AND JADE

THE Chang Sang was a small Chinese freighter, or

junk. I did not know what “junk,” whichisa

Chinese word, means literally. But it looked
and smelled exactly as though the word were English.
I had scarcely lifted the cover of my suitcases, in the only
stateroom on board, when nine or ten cockroaches
ranging from two to three inches in length and three-
fourths of an inch wide, began a march across the floor
protesting my invasion of their squalid quarters. When
I opened the closet door their leader flew at me and
struck me on the forehead. Horrors !

I made a frenzied search for the captain, and induced
him to let me sleep on deck. He curtained off a poz-
tion of the deck next to the rail by means of a tarpaulin
and ropes. Under a blazing sun which beat through
canvas and in a temperature that never fell below ninety
degrees, despite the motion of our ship, we slowly
pushed through the Sulu Sea.

It was absolutely breezeless and “ hot enough to fry
fish,” as the skipper said. Making conversation, he spent
most of the first morning telling me that whenever the
sea is as calm and sultry as this, it is a sure sign of an
approaching typhoon.

Across my tarpaulin but within ear and nose-shot,
scores of Chinese and Malays, surrounded by crates,
bags and cooking utensils, packed every foot of the
decks—some stretched out on the boards fagged by the
heat, others drying fish on wooden racks, still others
mending nets, repairing ship flags, cooking and eating
food, or washing clothes, the last task continuously
rbxei:ie_ssitated by the perspiration that poured off their

odies.
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qemerged from the Sulu into the_ Chinese Sea,
b and sharks began to make their appearance,
o into white foam the enamelled surface of the
v water. The flying fish became more numerous
. neared the Chinese coast, often leaping from the
d flying a hundred feet besid_e our ship. before
fully plunging. These piscatorial acrobatics, the
explained, are no mere expression of joie de vivre
e part of the actors, but a desperate attempt to
sursuing game fish and very much like the
of a fugitive crossing water to shake off keen-
blood-hounds. .
y after dawn had burst out of the aquamarine
reen peak of Hong Kong loomed across an
ely blue ship-filled harbour rapidly growing until
r would like a girdle around its base become
Ships flying the flags of every nation rode in
arbour—huge de /uxe passenger greyhounds,
us smoke-belching freighters, paddle-shelled
ers, tramps, junks and sampans bearing patched,
inged sails of canvas, bamboo or reeds. _
g before we reached the pier I was conscious of
eming life on the island, which the British, with a
for disregarding native intent, call Hong Kong.
ative name, which means “sweet waters,” is
g Gang. Long lines of coolies were patiently
g up and down gang planks and along the wharves
een ships and warehouses bearing astounding loads.
omen and children thronged the wharves and
ts beyond. Double-decked street cars and coolie-
red rickshaws dashed along the principal street.
e background a cable car spiralled upward to the
) of the cloud-wrapped peak. _
- The port physician climbed aboard with the dis-
certing announcement that smallpox was raging in
ong Kong and that it would be impossible for me to
isembark before I had been vaccinated. Pointing to
still bandaged arm 1 exclaimed :
. “Why, I've been inoculated with enough snake
venom to make me immune from anything ! ”
- The doctor looked at me as though he suspected that
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Je to me. I was determined to do my small part
king Bah#’i faith known in a few centres of culture
ina, and, realizing the Chinese respect for the
-d wotd, I was patticularly anxious to have Bahd’i
rure distributed at strategic points. '

his might seem to some very much like carrying
ectual coals to Newcastle, when we consider that
ese culture was ancient when our forefathers were
their raw meat in the Hyrcanian forest, their code
cs venerable when our ancestors were worshipping
trees. The way of life codified by Kung-fu-tze
fine hundred years before Christ, has persisted
r and has probably influenced more human beings
iny other religious, philosophical or ethical system.
as hopeful that fresh coals would prove living

I 'was out of my senses. Then, when I made it plain that
I would positively not be vaccinated, he drew up ,
document, which he made me sign, to the effect that |
assumed all responsibility for my own safety.

Since those great colonizers, the British, induced
China to cede them the barren island of Hong Kong as
indemnity for attacks on British subjects back in 184,
they have converted a former pirate hide-out into one of
the world’s show-places.

The raw, rocky hill-sides have been clothed with
trees, shrubbery, terraced gardens and charming resi-
dences through which asphalt roads twist and climb
from one lovely vista to another. There is the famous
Hong Kong Hotel with a justly celebrated cuisine; a
famous race-track, where officialdom and its wife turn
out in full regalia ; a flower market, shops of jade and
amber and Delhi ivory.

At the top of the island and the Peak are the more
sumptuous homes—below, in the centre are the shops,
and at the water’s edge the wharves and shanties, where
the desperate natives cling precariously to life. Through-
out” most of China there are no draft animals; auto-
mobiles and gas are too expensive, and consequently
human power does all the work performed by horses,
mules or camels elsewhere. Coolies pull foreigners ot
more efficient natives along the streets in rickshaws or
bear them up the steep ascent on palankeens; women
carry what to white men would be staggering burdens of
stone on their heads, in wheelbarrows or carts ; hand-
load machinery at the docks; become human gas-
engines at the derricks and take the place of mules on the
towpaths and automatic hammers in cutting through the
rocky hill-side to make way for new improvements,

all on a diet of rice, plus an occasional fish or bit of o) i !
meat. sast pocket and a walking-stick was smartly tucked

It is said the estimated cost to the United States nder one arm. Later we learned that he was the son
missionary societies of. converting the  heathen” is ‘of a Chinese multi-millionaire who had made the
between twenty-five thousand dollars and fifty thousand ed pcfagion and westernization of Chinese youth his
dollars a head and that the converted  heathen Chiet interest.
usually reverts to his native gods, after receiving the } Miss Root inquired if it would be possible for us to
benefit of a mission education. This, however, meant & itess the students the following day.

out the least warning I was looking into the
a very dear friend I had last seen at ““ Green Acre”
yrevious summer, and to whom I had laughingly
“ Sometime I would like to accompany you to
on one of your lecture tours!”

re we are face to face, both having left America
opposite ends of the continent.

s Martha Root, a journalist from Pittsburg,
ational Baha’i lecturer and wotld traveller, very
desired to address the students at the University
ong Kong the following afternoon before embarking
\ustralia. ;

gether we called at the office of the Registrar, who
sed us to locate the president of the student’s union.
found this stately Chinese student eventually in
mense library. He was probably twenty-four years
fage, wore English tweeds and English brogues. The
tner of a handkerchief neatly protruded from his
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“ On what subject, Madam ? ” asked the young mg,
in flawless English. '

“ Peace, and what students can do to help bring
about ! ” |

“ Splendid ! ”” exclaimed the young man, and althoy
a student banquet had been scheduled for six o’clock
that day, he had the hour changed to seven and arranged
to have us appear at five o’clock.

The lecture-hall was filled with the most attractive
intelligent-looking, even brilliant assemblage of Chinese
youth I have ever seen. Sitting motionless, some half
leaning on their canes, they listened with keen interest
and undivided attention, their dark eyes sparkling with
understanding. When we had finished ang the meeting
was thrown open for discussion, they arose to their
feet with eager questions :

“ What is the outlook for world peace ? ”

“ Are the youth of other countries doing anything
to secure it?”

“Is it possible for the youth of the entire world to
organize a united agitation against war?”

For a half-hour questions and answers, like currents
of electricity, ran through the audience. When one
considers that only within the last dozen years has
Chinese literature broken away from the language
and subject-matter of the classics—a break comparable
in a measure to Chaucer’s abandonment of Latin—the
response of these young Chinese was amazing.

“ Would you care to have some books for your
library explaining the movement for world unity and
peace,” I asked. Their acceptance was instant and
unanimous. Their faces lighted as one, with huge
smiles, and I was asked to autograph the books, which
now command a prominent place in the University
library.

The evening before my departure, a Persian owner of
a Java to Aden shipping line, which carries pilgtims
from Malay and Java to Mecca, entertained us in
sumptuous fashion at the Hong Kong Hotel. Later we
went to his delightful summer home nearby to see his
priceless collection of jade, amber, ivory and porcelain.
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e drove back along the bay to Victoria—official
"r the city itself on the island of Hong Kong
“moon filtered through the clouds, throwing the
-d terraces into shadowed relief, :and decoratl.ng
lack water with patches of quicksilver on which
ndle-lighted shapes of bat-winged sampans nodded.
ng Kong, with its British influence, makes one
cutely conscious of the all-Chinese city of Canton
an one hundred miles away—so near, yet like
er world. I would go up to Canton and talk to
n Yat Sen. ' :
g the night boat ninety miles up the pirate-
“Pearl River to Canton is something of an
ture. At midnight, all lights out—a precautionary
ire—the craft got under way. The quarters of the
in the bows were fenced off from the rest of
p by a sinister prison-like steel cage. A buge
ose controlled by a valve on the captain’s bridge
with an immense threatening nozzle, ready for
in case of mutiny or attack, guards the cage, and
s patrol the decks, each armed with two loaded

mote than an hour I watched the lights of Hong
s fade away in the distance as we crossed the bay
turned up the river. I do not know how long I
cen in bed when I was awakened by voices shrieking
indits | ?  Without the slightest consciousness of
t I was doing, I found myself under my bunk, pillow
all.
here were shouts, the sound of running feet, a
onged hiss and finally the most blood-curdling
hricks T have ever heard. A few minutes later came
teassuring quiet. I crept out of my hiding-place, slipped
Into a robe and joined the crowd of passengers on deck.
- The captain was assuring them that the incident had
-ended and we were quite safe. Half-way to our destina-
tion in the inky darkness the pirates had reached our
boat on a sampan, swarmed up by the side somehow and
‘were trying to open the door in the iron grill when
' they unknowingly touched off the alarm. The captain
immediately signalled and a flood of live steam was

1
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nese have worked for centuries with amazing
Despite bargaining there was little cash left in
ndbag. I had happily exchanged it for something
more precious—jades whose carving beggars
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loosed upon the invaders. As to the fate of pirates, he
and the other members of the crew were quite indifferent,
The law was lax and it was considered a sheer waste of
time to rescue pirates and bring them to trial.

“It’s up to every ship to protect itself,” said the
captain.

An hour later dawn arrived. The veils of darknesg
lifted from the river, disclosing the hilly country of _
Hong Kong giving way to a wide and fertile plain of ense and filth flows an endless eddying stream
olive-green ricefield cut into an irregular checkerboard -skmned men, women and children. Coolies
by willow-lined irrigation ditches, and to successive der loads of fish carried in tubs suspended from
clusters of mud hovel villages shaded by banana plants poles. Rickshaws serpentine in and out among
and bamboos. Past Whangpoa, Honam Island with its glers stunting before a crowd, ragged beggars,
two pagodas, and the hills called White Cloud Mountain s of frul.ts and nuts, ﬂOWijgIﬂS and women
e e oo
ike a gigantic swarm of rats clinging to the shore ) c th , 5. 111
of a surgrisingly Western-looking water-front—weather- i by coolies, little children held out supplicating
beaten boats, with patched and torn sails of all shapes 1 hli(')zmgl thte}fls Cgl tléelr Snge§t1p§. |
and materials—cloth, reed, bamboo. alking along the bund—the principal street

They stretched as far as the eye could see, divided by irts the water-front, wh_en an automol?lle shot
water streets, into sections and blocks. Each boat was e at full speed, scattering traffic to right and
occupied by an entire family, busily engaged in the ifound Imyself stalrlnlg1 lnlto the’muzzlc;,ls of two
multiple tasks of horpq-maklpg—pooklng,eatmg, washing olvers. It was only the Mayor’s car, however,
clothes, and bargaining with river-faring pedlars who volvers, cocked for action, were in the hands of
paddle from boat to boat. Secured to the rail by rope, °d bodyguards who rode on the running-board.
children waddled about the decks. It was my first view a warfare was being waged between the forces
of the congestion and poverty which forces 200,000 Sun Yat Sen, head of the Constitutionalist
Chinese, in Canton alone, to cling thus precariously to lent, whose capital was at Peiping. . The town
existence on their battered houseboats. ! of soldiers, ex-soldiers, ruffianly pirates, all

A concomitant stench of crowded human life rose ‘get on some army p:ay-roll.where they could
from this floating city and the greater city on the shore. ough cash to pay for rice, opium, gambling and

Hong Kong has a population of some forty-five ob}é ChOP’?Lng off OIPPOfneélt ;ﬂheaﬁ or ddecsltrGoylr}_g
thousand ; Canton of perhaps twenty times this number. thg lrlty B € temple ot the rive Hundred (enii,
Back of the row of Occidental-looking business buildings ds ow-places of Canton, had already been pulled
that line the Bund, run miles of narrow, mazelike streets, and the b ue-black bricks sold to feed the hungry
filled with strange sights and smells and an incessant - ales. This temple had been established A:D. 503
flow of life. Houses with oyster-shell balconies leaning vas one of the wealthiest in Canton. All church
over the stone block pavement; rows of shops, where i elntfact had been conﬁsga_ted by Sun Yat Sen’s
artisans fashion articles of ivory, bone, amber, jade, o) cil t,os;)rrlne for "Lse as military barracks, others
birds’ feathers, paper, bamboo, rattan, mahogany ;_1_nd ] b ryonesw o would buy.
pearnwood—the thousand and one materials in which army, Sun Yat Sen had recourse to taxes,

on.
rough the labyrinth of temples and pagodas, filled
gods and demons; open-air restaurants, and

filled with the cymbal’s din, the wail of fiddles,
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+:.1 Chinese friends in order to explain in further
“the Bah4’i economics at an elaborate dinner
. mv honour the following night. Over shark
. d)171ck and twenty or more dishes, followed by
_nest “ soup ”’—which I had never eaten before
shich did #o# include chop suey and chow mein,
ke of the great change that is taking place in the

of politics, of the quaking economic structure
he value of world solidarity in the building of a
nd more human wotld for bewildered human

to live in.
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not only on vice and gambling, but on legal business.
Only a short time before my arrival, Dr. Sun had protested
vigorously that duties on imports coming into Canton
were being collected by representatives of the Peiping
Government under protection of the foreign governments
so that the revenue might be used to pay off foreign
debts.

Despite desperate shifts to finance his operations,
Dr. Sun Yat Sen, known in China by the more familiar
title of Sun Wen—Father of the Chinese republic, was
a great idealist who saw clearly that China’s salvation
lay in working out her own economic destiny without
the interference of the Western powers, which have
always used China as a medium ot exploitation and as
a dumping ground for the surplus manufactures of
their own faulty economic system.

I was driven out to the great Chinese beautiful home
by the Mayor, in the very car which had frightened me
on the Bund the previous day. Dr. Sun received me
most cordially. His fine, expressive eyes flashed as he
explained why he favoured repudiation of the treatie
which foreign countries had forced upon China and
whereby they maintain an “ Open door” for theit
products, yet keep a tariff-barrier against Chinese
products. :

“ Despite the idealism of President Wilson and othe
Americans, and despite the traditional friendship between
China and the United States, the class that rules the
United States to-day is no friend of China,” he said
“ And England and the other Western powers, except
Russia, are little or no better. Confucius said : ¢ Rottet
wood cannot be carved. Walls made of dirt and mud
cannot be plastered.” ”’

Dr. Sun expressed an intense interest in the Bahd’
economic plan with its advocacy of ““no idle rich af_ld
no idle poor ”—education and opportunity for all, 1S
principles of unity and world peace, and gave me the
assurance I desired that Bahd’i workers would be fre€
to lecture and distribute their literature in Canton an
the territory under his control.

As a result of his interest I was invited to meet sevef:

Ll
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ere presumably the news-hounds had spotted

fact, the only thing resembling an army that I
cen, was the battalion of rickshaw pullers and
rs of Peiping carts and carriages, who swarmed
me the moment I set foot out of the hotel and the
ents of beggars and pedlars who—in spite of
stense cold—besieged us. For the last three days
| been touring the city, without witnessing the
t violence in the snow-covered, frigid streets.
risited without any visible sign of hostility the
ded shops and bargained over curious exquisite
souvenirs of ivory, teakwood, pottery and other
prgotten matetials—a few rare and ingenious. I
one through the principal Japanese and Chinese
n schools, including North-Eastern University and
n Medical College, a Presbyterian mission institu-
nich has contributed notably to the conquest of
ic plague.

w, thawing out in the warmth of the bar-café, I

CHAPTER XXX

MANCHUKUO

T was forty degrees below
€ro one aff i
I Mukden, and the bar of the only hcfte? t\ir?r(:l?; gfl‘

that name was seethin i
g with n
g;)irll}?elrllts sent there, aj considerable expee:ssf all)); anc\;)ggii
ewspapers and press associations te i
readers informed of the latest developIn(::nl::e}z)fthtilr
]apﬁnese Invasion of Manchuria. At certain hours th '
gat e}rled around the dignified Japanese major who aey
S;I:Iets i,octlhrrent developments ; then they hurledgozi
e ¢ waiting world full of lurid and colourful
One report that I distinct]
y rememb
ﬁmlfc?redb tanks were rolling through theer s\tx;isetsthgé
ukden blowing up the Chinese section on thejr wa
to IChmchow 'éo obliterate the last Chinaman ’
was Seated at a table with Mr. Steele. presi
. ta k » president
;}&e szén (now Peiping) Manchurian Rail\I:ray~:.ntaﬁf
chggﬁled c;)tts?}llan Wlt'hlicll splendid sense of humour, who
ese vivid “eye-witness > storj hich
;h};e (timabashed newspapermen themselves recifes& :‘(’) fs.
I ha dspe:nt a Wee}:’ in this ancient capital of the Manchus
ix;g(l))liuc1ngb Bahi }1 literature into some colleges and
ng about the city. That very day I
tored
l.thn})]ugh every part of the Japanese conce};sionm?v?ligh
bs the property of the South Manchurian Railw:;y ; the
u;m}e;ss Quarter ; the walled city of the imperial p’alace
';1_nk ; e Chinese Government office, I had travelled by
\xll(i:thso a:v through the crowded Chinese section itself,
t lu a sign of any regiments or armament, except
Tv;r]o onely tanks returning from Chinchow for’repaifs-
5 ey dwife gliding along quietly and inconspicuously
ound the large and well-lajd-out park that faces the
192

. Steele, I feel chagrined to have missed to-day’s
ent after spending a week in Mukden.”
he best place for real war atmosphere is right
in this hotel.” He smiled. I looked about the
. A well-known journalist, a spotless patch over
ye, was enjoying a game of billiards a few feet
, and, seated at several small tables, were reporters
g and chatting with European residents and one
0 Japanese officials.
ntually the stifling fumes of the bar grew a bit
thick so, after accepting Mr. Steele’s invitation to
linner dance and cabaret at a Russian restaurant that
vening, I betook myself to the pleasant drawing-room

1 the second floor, where I ensconced myself comfort-
bly by a window. There I considered the much mooted
question whether to travel by train through the fighting
One near Chinchow or to sail from Dairen to Taku,

€ port of Tientsin.
was deep in thought when the journalist came up
d asked if he might sit down.

N
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“ Certainly, the room does not belong to me,” I
replied.

He laughed, and a conversation began. The subject
was women !

It lasted from one-thirty until eight-thirty in the
evening. He completely disapproved of my taking the
train across the Chinese boundary to Tientsin.

“If you do that, you will simply be putting your
Government ‘ on the spot” at a dangerous time. Only
a few days ago a missionary was seized by Chinese
bandits and held for thirty thousand dollars ransom.”

“1I don’t think any missionary is worth that much !>
“ Anyway, I am not a missionary, and
yway, Iy,

I exclaimed.
with Faith as my protector, why should I worry about
Chinese bandits ? ”’

“ But you’ve never encountered Chinese bandits,”
insisted the journalist. '

“T’ve lived in Chicago and other American cities
where there are ‘ regular > bandits, without encountering
any, so why fear them in Manchuria ?

“ What do you think of the modern flapper?”
the journalist suddenly changed the subject.

“The flapper, a now antiquated term, and her male
counterpart, are the only hope we have of saving a
collapsing civilization,” I replied. “ The old gentlemen
of our world are rapidly becoming uncomfortably aware
that their seats are being snatched from under them,
besides they cannot live forever. ¢ World peace, world
unity,” is the slogan now by which youth will conquer
later when everything else fails.”

“ And you think the modern young woman will take
a leading part in this movement ? ”

“ Absolutely ! ” T answered. ““ She is no longer the
plaything she was two generations ago. Ibsen who was
a great politician realized that when men reached a
certain height in their careers they became dizzy and
failed. This he traced to girls who were toys of their-
fathers and later the playthings of their husbands. He
discovered that these mothers exercised a powerful
influence over boys during the most impressionable
years, therefore the only solution lay in the education
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entler sex. Hence The Doll’s House which caused
2 reaction that to-day every gitl in these Northern
ries not only attends the university, but has a
ssion which gives her independence as well as
erstanding of the psychological necessity for the
elopment of her sons. Ibsen brilliantly dgamatlzed
" nosition of women: ‘ Your ¢ Flapper H is out of
cage, no longer beating her little wings against the
She has emerged a full-grown woman, perhaps a
cited over the new freedom, but no longer a doll
doll’s house.” . .
Jith increasing interest, this discussion faitly leaped
subject to subject. I was tremendously interested
view-points. The journalist talks as fast as a
e-gun spatters bullets and I am not exactly
e-tied myself.
e talked about the Manchurian situation and the
felt throughout the world.
nditions could not be much worse,” I said,
ss we deliberately school ourselves to the idea of
ing poverty and corruption. What is the matter
ople that they do not turn the dial and tune in
courage, wisdom and love, instead of permitting
earts to become filled with doubt, ignorance,
ice and fear? How long will human beings
to this outrage against all moral and spiritual
cement and blindly support leaders who show no
in humanity ? Books are being written by the
ands, lecturers are speaking everywhere on better
onditions, but what have they to offer? What
matter with the citizens of the world, that they
take the bitter pill? It is possible they actually
, believe they have to stand for the situation which
gs about such conditions, or can it be possible they
not care. Occasionally leaders arise who are sufhi-
tly human and with enough vision to lift us out of
doldrums of graft and political intrigue—but the
ing complainers are ineffectual and innately dumb,
the clever human assassinators go ahead with
' deadly work.
£UnNNy as it may seem to many prominent leaders,
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who will laugh too late, a solution for the world’s
problems can be had for the taking, and any man or
woman who repudiates such a programme will eventually
learn their own colossal futility. Could things be worse
than they are now? Therefore, why not consider
seriously a scheme of economics based on a spiritual
idea of justice for a change? The great difference
between such a plan and the ideas brought forth by
men is that the new onc is based upon a change of heart,
upon honesty, integrity, and interest in human beings
and God. Didn’t Herbert Spencer say that ‘by no
political alchemy is it possible to get golden conduct
out of leaden instincts ’? ”’

We were still engaged in a lively verbal engagement
when Mz. Steele suddenly stood in the doorway with a
puzzled expression on his ruddy face. My wrist-watch
indicated that it was eight-thirty—an hour and a half
after I was supposed to have dined with him. Mr. Steele
lop(iced at the table near us, took in the situation and
said :

“ Any human being that can hold shis journalist
rooted to one spot for six hours or longer, with only
three silver fizzes, must have something worth while ! ”

Later I questioned Mr. Steele concerning my railway
trip to Tientsin. “Is there any real danger?”

“Is there?” he gasped. “ Ten days ago I was
returning to business from Tientsin when bandits entered
our private car, relieved me of my new fur coat and
robbed my guests and the other passengers of all their
valuables.

“The chap who held me up was a ragged, nervous,
cmaciated creature, who really seemed a lot more
frightened than I was. He stood about five feet in
front of me and his hand shook so that I knew that if
he ever pulled the trigger I had a ninety-nine per cent
chance of being missed.

“The poor, starved devils,” he added, ““ have nothing °

else to fall back on for existence than plunder.”

“ Two days later I was off to Tientsin by #7ain. When
Mr. Steele saw that I was determined to go by this
route, he delayed the train five hours after its scheduled
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r departure so that by the time it reached the
" of no-man’s-land between the Japanese and
outposts, any bandits who might be lying in
suld be frozen out and be forced back to their
in the hills before the train passed by. .
Steele had given the order to l_lold the train so
avert the possibility of accomplices telegraphing
. Chinese bandits. The evening previous, Mr.
ad entertained me and several of his friends at
I had a flair for beef @ Ja Strogonaff,
Russian dish. 1 jokingly remarked that I adored
f even for breakfast. Early the following
a waiter came to my room with a three-tiered
e containing sufficient Strogonoff and potatoes
three. I ate half of it and had the rest wragped
ng that after Chinchow, where we were scheduled
. at five that evening, I might be thankful to
od of any kind. Mr. Steele escorted me to

ours we rolled through flat, unproductive
blanketed in white. Gradually the train slowed
hen stopped. We had reached the last station
uria and were only a few miles from Chinchow.
at the border of no-man’s-land, the fighting
ind Chinchow, and the Japanese soldiers left
n. From outside rose a terrible roar of human
nd through the growing gloom, I made out
s of thousands of men, women and children,
each other to board the Mukden-bound train
1 the next track. Burdened and surrounded
gage of every description, bundles, pots, crates
ckens, dogs and other animals—they clawed and
 each other, trampling the weak even to death
mad scramble to flee from the devastation of
the cold and hunger which had been their
ance.
€pt my face glued to the frost-covered window-
‘during the short stretch across no-man’s-land. A
leak, snow-covered expanse—the most dangerous
Of the journey—the bandit-infested territory—
Mt. Steele had been robbed—the béte noire of the
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Mukden-Pekin Railway. My “ pickles and candy »
uneasiness in the region of my solar plexus did not
abate until the Chinese soldiers boarded the train og
their side of this desolated waste and took up the dutieg
which had been relinquished by the Japanese guards.

Horrible war ! Horrible greed ! Miscrable humanity !
With a greater zeal than ever to implant the seed of
universal peace and kinship, I continued on to Tientsin,
the click of the wheels sounding in my ears like the
thythmic death and terror cries of those poor wretches
behind us.

Lao-Tzu said : “ The Great Way is very smooth, but
the people love the bypaths.”

In Nanking, I interviewed Sun Fo, the Prime Minister,
just twenty-four hours after his election. He based his
hope for a united China on a united world, in which
the World Powers would abolish war through inter-
national co-operation.

CHAPTER XXXI
BOUND FOR MANDALAY

watched the flying-fishes play and the quick

n come thundering out across the bay, and
watched our ship glide from the Blue Bengal
he shallow waters of the Irrawaddy River to
at Rangoon.

the land of rubies and jade, of rice and teak-
nd oil, of the golden pagoda of Rangoon, and
) palace of the Kingdom of Ava at Mandalay !
cted this part of Indo-China as the first country
isit of tEe vast Indian world.
agged the north bank of the river to avoid the
sandbars on the opposite shore, passing forests
 fields, coco-nut groves and the little thatched
‘the Burmans, surrounded by tamarind and
es. These gave way to the odoriferous steel
the Burmah Oil Company—British controlled,
Then more fields, and presently the far-oft
proclaims the golden spire-topped Shwe
Yagoda,
young British official, only two ‘years away
ord, but his face already a deep tan from the
sun, identified these landmarks. He was just
from ‘ home ”—England—to this country,
e would probably spend a better part of the next
ears of his life. “ There is the spire now,” he
out, and I saw the shaft, like a jewelled ray of
2ap into the sky. Behind the wharves and lower
0gs another golden flame flashed, the “ Sule
,” which dominates the centre of the city of
[]
' sttamer was moored to one of a line of busy
es dotted with Hindu coolies bearing huge back-
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l d to him who gave u wealth to
Og:ésgi?lg gl())(l)wl and who tagught Eis path to
‘ under 2 Bo tree. After all, t_he Burmese, Wh(z_
yrientals, have followed the eightfold Fath od
. more closely than we Westerners have followe

'. laid out by Jesus, who was an Oriental.
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temples and shrines erected by wealthy Buddhists and
each—weathered carved teak, coloured glass mosaic,
gold or silver—a perfect work of art. Worshippers squat i
in little groups on the brick platform, gazing at the
jewelled spire, or laying offerings of silk, rice, flowers
and fruit in the lap of the image of Buddha in some
shrine. In separate groups yellow-tobed monks hover
about. A pilgrim from Upper Burma moves slowly
around the platform, measuring his length from out-
stretched toe to outstretched finger-tip in the dust.

Buddha, like Christ and Muhammad and other great
prophets, wished no personal worship of himself.

“They are not supposed to worship the images or
even to pray to Buddha,” I was informed, ““ but simply
to meditate here on his teachings, to renew their vows
and repent of their sins. The relic chamber below
contains the four hairs which Gautama gave two Burmese
merchants at Gaya twenty-five hundred years ago. So
it is considered a particularly holy place.”

Burma, together with Ceylon and Siam, remains one
of the few countries where Gautama is still regarded as
a-great teacher of a way of life—the middle path—
comprehensible to all people. To the great majority |
of Buddhists, Gautama has become almost a god.

As 1 watched the fat merchant and his wife kneel in
prayer before the Buddha or the gold or silver shrine
he has built, I wondered what Siddhatha Gautama
would think could be return to this worldly splendout
erected in his name—he who taught renunciation of
the three cravings which bring sorrow ; gratification of
the senses, desire for personal immortality and wealth.
The Golden Pagoda, with its glowing candles and
tinkling bells, and its girdle of shrines, stands as 2
bejewelled monument to worldly wealth, the pleasutre
of the senses, and personal immortality, not only of
Gautama, but of those whose worldly prosperity enables
them to erect their individual shrines. '

I have come from a country where millions are spent
to erect churches and cathedrals to Him who drove the
money-changers out of the temple and preached a life
of poverty. So who am I to criticize these people for



CHAPTER XXXII

VILLAGE OF KUNJUNGONE

editor of the Burma Bah4’i magazine, I visited

Q-CCOMPANIED by Mustafa Roumie, who is the

the first Bahd’i community,

three miles inland.

A few mornings later, laden with a folding camp-bed,

we boarded the
It turned out to be a floating department
store and a cargo craft, which continuously plied up and

mosquito netting, dishes and cutlery,
river-boat,
down the
anchoring

manner. Frequently where the river is low the natives
dive into the mucky water a few feet from the shore,
pull the mooring rope after them and fasten it to any
stick or piece of wood found strewn along the shore
and iriven into the sand with one of Nature’s hammers,
a rock,
acquainted with the real Burma. In addition, it is one
of the most fascinating trips in the world. The stops are
long enough to enable one to stroll through the villages
while the natives clamber aboard to the upper deck and
make the rounds of the dozen narrow pigeon-holed
stalls, where is displayed everything from fish to yard
goods which look suspiciously as though they had been
made in Manchester.

It must not for a moment be thought that this

Irrawaddy for about a thousand miles,

Primitive, though fascinating for some, method of travel:

is the only means of navigating the Irrawaddy from
Rangoon to Bhamo, some 1275 miles distant. The
Irrawaddy Flotilla Company operates a fleet of modetn
steamers during the navigable season from November 1st
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_ in the jungle of
Kunjungone, forty miles up the Irrawaddy, then twenty-

at native villages in the most primitive

Travel on the river-boat is the only way to get
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he middle of May. These steamers carry the
make few stops. Accommodations and food
ellent, except for the most fastidious. World
rs who do not include an excursion up the
v in their itinerary, especially the upper defiles,
ind miss the most magnificent scenery of the
St. g l
1 we arrived at Twente a few hours later, we
en ashore in a ﬂat—botto_med row-bo_at _to
bank, where we found a httl'e French Citréen
jiting us, Mustafa Roumie having arranged for
awvenience from Rangoon. )

arted off through the magnificent jungle over a
narrow road, with the driver apparently trying
every hole. We had gone about ten miles
riend and guide, evidently quite proud
tomobile, asked whether I had a motor at

? 1 replied. * Western women drive their
»

fa Roumie was so proud that his Western
: could manage a car that he told it to the driver,
ediately stopped, jumped out and said, with a
bow :

e, madam, will you take my seat.”

as I was, I climbed in behind the wheel, the
siled in beside Mustafa Roumie and, to the
animent of surprised comments on the ability of
man to operate machinery, I started off over a
jungle road at the rate of about thirty-five miles
, although it seemed at least seventy. I learned
at poor Mustafa Roumie nearly bounced out of
ck seat, only managing to hold himself in by dint
ching desperately to the front seat. The sun was
etting behind the tops of the majestic trees when
Ove into a clearing and saw, forming a huge
shoe of welcome, about six hundred men,
A and children in gala attire. Although amazed
€€ me at the wheel, they saluted me with one
€ again and again, then waited for me to return

eeting.
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With the last rays of the sun lending a rose tint, ¢
scene was unforgettable. This was Bahd’i commyy
idyllic, the costumes of my welcomers similar to thg
I had admired in Rangoon. And from the jasmine, rq
and other blossoms wound in the hair of the WOme
and gitls rose an exotic fragrance. All wore fine whj
cotton jackets, vari-coloured sarongs and red bagoy]
(or skirts). The women’s hair was piled high, g
bangles glittered in their ears and about their wrist
The men wore white turbans, the little gitls the strang
pointed headdress seen in Siam and Cambodia. -
was escorted to the campong to a low, one-storie
building, roofed with palm and bamboo fronds, to th
feast that was in readiness for me. To my surprise
learned that I was the first Occidental woman to visi
Kunjungone, the first white woman that many of thes
had ever seen. Women cried and kissed my ha
and I kissed their velvety skin. One embraced
and said :

“ This seems like a dream to us, for we have beet
praying for a Western sister to visit us for years a
you are the first. We are so happy, but feel it mus
be a dream.”

In my honour, three seats, resembling Morris chaits
and a table, had been placed in one end of the long
room. The seats were for Mustafa Roumie, a membe
of the Spiritual Assembly, and myself. The rest squatte
on the matted floor, facing me and waiting for me t
speak. Then about one hundred girls who had beer
selected for their voices, chanted prayers, the me
joining in at the proper time, and all joining the choruses
They had soft voices, sweet and melodious.

After bowls of food had been set before me, they
crowded around, not rudely, but with love and devotion

N

beaming on their brown faces. For had I not come to

them from Haifa and from Shoghi Effendi, the grandson
of their beloved Abdu’l Bahid ? '

Darkness had fallen upon the jungle village, and an
acetylene lamp which had been rigged up in the hall
was lit. Almost immediately thousands of insects, the
size of June bugs, appeared from nowhere and began
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. with quick nips. I was gravely informed that
are born when the lights are lit and dls_solve
dark. Finally, they became such a nuisance
e lamps were removed to the garden, whex_lce
e continued din of thousands of bugs buzzing
he lamps in 2 thick cloud in the dusk. I could

see the eager faces and sparkling eyes of the

boo screens were placed at one end of the long
folding-bed mosquito-proof was set up, several
ere brought in together with standing mirrors
lacquer box on an embroidered scarf. To my
te astonishment, when the lamps were dimmed
os disappeared, and peace settled over the little
ampong.
rmg ev%ry one rises with the sun, and at about
the next morning, men and women com-
pouring into the campong, carrying dishes of
it, etc. Their hair was decorated with fresh
and, as the night before, they wore festive
With a mixture of reverence and curiosity,
gan peeping about to see if I was ready to appear.
ed into my clothes for a breakfast of eggs and
By this time four hundred had crowded into the

L

go soon the day passed and it was time to leave.
eeches of farewell, I started for our Citréen, but
E could climb in, the women pressed about me
‘their parting tears and embraces, and some of
nen to touch my dress. _
Soon you will be gone, and we have hardly realized
ave come,” said one.
was too tired to take the wheel, but sat behind
Mustafa Roumie. The driver kept turning around
mile or so to look at me. Finally he mustered up
gh courage to ask:

: What God do you worship, Madam ?”’

told him that there was only one God. :
And do you think Buddha will punish me if I
ome a Bahd’i ? ” he asked. ' :
Jut of my elementary study of the Bah4’i teachings,
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o Roumie and advised the surrounding com-
' have nothing to do with his religion and
cople whom he had turned into infidels,
« of Buddha and Muhamm.ad. This, however,
roused the curiosiiy of the neighbours, who began
:oating for themselves. .

li%artllgr%lbers grew so rapidly that mullah and priest
- decided to take drastic measures. They gosltlvely
de Muhammadan ot Buddhist to cross the oundary
' Bah#’i community. But one man, more 1ntelhgent
the average, went to the mullah and. the priest,
inding that they appear in public with Mustafa
e and thrash the matter out before them. This
promised to do, but, for reasons best 'known
hemselves, postponed the encounter again and
| until the people threatened that they would
he Bah#’is unless the promised discussion took
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I attempted to explain that Gautama was not g
one of the great wotld teachers, like Moses, Jes
Muhammad and Zoroaster, but that his spirit aq
theirs were essentially the same, each having broug
the message, most suitable to the time of his appearang
The lamps I said were different, but the light the sam
Mustafa Roumie assured the driver that a Buddh;j
could become a Bahd’i without forsaking the essentis
teachings of Gautama.

“ The next time I come to Burma I expect you wj
be a fine Bahd’i,” I said, as we parted. When I offereg
him a tip he smiled all over but refused it, declaring
had already been adequately paid.

Later, at Mamyo, near Mandalay, Sir Harcourt Butle
the British Governor of Burma, expressed his kee
interest in the Bahd’i village.

“On my last journey into the interior,” said S
Harcourt, “1 noted the decided difference in the mode
of living of the members of the Bahd’i colony and the
inhabitants of neighbouring villages, where drunkenness
vice and murder are common, where the women wea
rags and the children run about almost nude, where th
men are gamblers and cut-throats and the women suffe
great hardship.

“ At Kunjungone I found a community wher
men worked the paddy fields, where there is ¢
school and other evidence of industrial developmen
and thrift. Tell me something about this small jungle
community.”

I told him the story as Mustafa Roumie had told it
to me. A native of Bengal, Mustafa Roumie had me
Abdu’l Bah4, become a Bah4’i and was sent to Burma
to teach. A friend of Mustafa Roumie, who lived in
the jungle village Kunjungone, invited me for a visit.
Soon the friend accepted the Bahd’i faith and asked
Mustafa Roumie to teach his friends in turn. In short,
several hundred Moslems and Buddhists through the
study of Bahd’w’llih’s teaching had found reconciliation
and unity in God’s message for this age.

In the meantime, the Buddhist priests and the
Muhammadan mullah became alarmed at the inroads of

ies to
ep

. evening at twilight a group of men went to the
and the mullah, and persuaded the two to accom-
em to Bah#’i village, where they knew Mustafa
jie would be holding forth at the evening assembly.
arrived after darkness had fallen, tiptoed up the
eps and stood on the veranda listening to Mustafa
je chant the evening prayer. The beauty of the
r held them enchanted.
turned to the natives and said i A
e can’t do anything to this man. He is sincere,
adoubtedly an inspired teacher of religion.”
ter that there was no opposition, the village
shed, and by 1933 it had approximately one
and one hundred inhabitants.
it Soombyangore I wondered why all the Burmese
tose, offering their seats, the moment I appeared
deck. And I was even more astonished when one
them asked me what my religion was. i -
t seems that someone had preceded me explaining
at “a very great missionary” was on board. To
st Orientals, the Christian missionary is anathema,
d they were considering means of gracefully retiring
en they caught their first glimpse of the missionary
o
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coming toward them, dressed
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In organdie 4

carrying a jade green parasol. The
they told me later. Only one wh}; Ylier;té;l

fessional >
will unders

missionary in so-called “ heathen ’
tand why.
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CHAPTER XXXIII
INDIA IN RETROSPECT

HEN I arrived at Calcutta on the S.S. Angora,
the proprietor of the Great Eastern Hotel
. almost fell over himself to get me comfort-
settled and gave me the best room in the hotel at
believably low rate.

‘had read about my lectures and travels in the
s weeks before, he explained. As a matter of fact,
cticle in the Rangoon paper had been picked up and
ed throughoutIndia. They seem to be chronically
eager for news than the New York, Chicago or
n sheets.

result of my sudden newspaper fame precipitated
st public address in India. It was Sunday, and I
ed into a lecture where I supposed I should be
own. Then, to my consternation, I was called to
atform,

ere were at least four hundred present. To my
ise, I noted the audience began to perk up and
orward in their seats as I explained the World
1onwealth of the future.

ring dinner on board the S.S. Angora 1 had been
Y a noted scholar that, although millions of Hindus
‘worship Kali (the black), sacrificing the blood of
S to her, a breath of new religious understanding is
€ping millions of others, that such leaders as Rabin-
nath Tagore are preaching the worship of God in
titual ways to all, regardless of caste, and that the
Y2 Samaj have abolished castes and seek salvation
fough effort. In their teachings there is a tendency
atd the unity stressed by Bahd’w’lldh, who teaches
it life is a strcam of activity and that those who are
ive become driftwood along the shore. Yet I
211
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was not prepared for. the enthusiasm that my addreg
aroused. When I had finished, requests for literapyge
came from all sides and so many crowded around the
platform that I remained another half-hour answering
questions. ]
I was escorted to my hotel by a dozen youths whe
had followed me from the hall, and they refused to
leave until I had gone to my room and returned with
literature. ‘

India is alive with a spirit of revolt against that form
of Hinduism which has encrusted with blood sacrifice,
fanaticism, asceticism and idolatry the intellectuall
beautiful, though pessimistic doctrine of denial of the
world of senses. The interpretation of ancient Upan-
ishads by the swamis and gurus teaches that desire leads
to rebirth and rebirth of suffering, and that therefore
the only way to stop the eternal wheel of pain is to
abolish desire. This is a sad and limited construing
of desire, the active principle of creation. The tragedy
of such a doctrine is understandable to an Occidental
only after he has seen the misery with which the average
“Hindu’s life is unfolded. The interpreters of Krishna
in India have distorted the great principles of life into
a fantastic worship of the cow and a refusal to kill
even vermin, and have allowed superstition to destroy
cthical impulses and forged a philosophy of reincarnation
into the cruel caste system.

I 'had read descriptions of the worship of Kali. But
not until I had visited her temple and heard the beat
of drums and the wild cries of her name as the priest’s
cutlass scvered the head of the sacrificial goat and the
blood spurted forth and priests and worshippers flung
themselves on the floor, did I fully realize its fanaticism.
Kali herself is black and, with tongue thrust out between
her teeth, stands upon the body of her husband and
stretches out her four arms. In one hand she holds a
knife, in the second the bleeding head of a giant, in the
third, blood. The fourth is empty. '

When the Aryan tribe first came over the Hindu Kush
mountains, they brought with them the same joy of life
as the ancient Greeks. Under the influence of Brahm
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pplanted their many gods by the One, Single,
ne, and rose to 2 high state of spiritual and intel-
velopment.
; (i)ela; olf)forces caused the Brahmans to adopt the
» thousand gods and goddesses of the dark races
, they conquered ? And did they fasten the caste
m upon them to prevent forever their own race
being swallowed up through miscegenation by the
; 2 '
: Zﬁi:sd a land of innumerable creeds and cults. Of its
population of 353,000,000 there are approximately
~0.000 Hindus; 69,000,000 Moslems ; 11,500,000
hists (mostof them in Burma) ; 5,000,000 Christians ;
ooo Sikhs and 10,000,000 Animists. In addition,
are Jains and Parsees, with a sprinkling of Jews and
ophists. The Hindus are divided into hundreds of
from the Samaji to the worshippers of Kali.
Sikhs from the Punjab, who are the tallest of the
s and are frequently found wearing scarlet uni-
of the Viceroy’s guards or that of the trusted
= of such places as Singapore, Hong Kong and
ai, are followers of Nanak, a fifteenth-century
ner who like the Christian Martin Luther, revolted
st the excesses of priests. He taught that there is
one God and that all had the right to seek God
less of caste, and he denounced vestments, osten-
s prayer, penance, pilgrimage and other such
y excrescences. In 1606 Guru Har Goving,
’s successot, established cavalry and infantry, aqd
aged his followers to eat flesh to improve their
iques. The tenth and last Guru, Goving Rai,
ganized the Sikhs into a military organization,
ied them with sword and dagger, and permitted
tiors to use meat and liquor but prohibited tobacco
narcotics. .
The Sikhs later conquered Kashmir and Peshawar,
bdued the hill states and sct up a hereditary monarchy ;
d they became bitterly anti-Moslem. They were
ly defeated by the British toward the middle of the
cteenth century. This led to the British possession of
Punjab,
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i L . isit Benares, Agra
Jalnlsm is the system of ethical culture first tau ht d me only two weeks to visit , ’
Mahavira Vardhamana, the son of a chieftain borﬁ el ‘Lahore, and finally Bombay. The heat was

I vielded to the temptation of slipping away
- lf}mposed path, to cool off on the roof of the

T ’y s€
: d got along very well with my Hindustani,
fa: éu}}?ie %nly whgn the occasion demanded. But
ing the hotel I was importuned by such a deter-

vl ! ;
| and energetic “ bearer,” I decided to take him

e—or myself with him. . ‘
ough most guides annoy me—oft-times proving

of a hindrance than a help—I allowed him to take

e of the luggage and succumbed to his insistent

st to buy extra bedding for the journey. Train

ame, and no bearer. I entered my compartment,

around, made a lightning once-over of the train

e certain he had not gotten into the wrong car

rriedly hopped off. At the same moment I beheld

arer dashing down the platform, followed by three

porters bearing my luggage. But the train was
y moving and there was no chance of getting all
p n board.

%aiges:id to the boy had better not be repeated
It was the first time in my life that I had ever
d a train, and it took a bearer to ruin my record.
s fired on the spot. His explanation, given with
se bows and apologies, was that he had shopped
ot the bazaar in order to save me two annas (about
e on a purchase of pillow-cases. ,

= arllsci%le seasgn for the hiFl stations. The trains had
booked solid days ahead by British and other
peans escaping from the terrific heat. Unable to
ite a reservation, Darjeeling had to wait another

Like Buddhism, Jainism was a revolt against Brahmgy
ism. Jainists teach that deliverance from rebirth may h
won by distinction between the spiritual and the materiy
by absolute faith in the Master and the sacred texts, b
practice of virtue or strict observance of the five VOws
taken by Jainist monks; not to kill, not to lie, not to
steal, not to indulge in sexual pleasures, and to renounce
all attachments. So fearful is a Jain of taking life that he
will remove vermin rather than kill it, and breathe
gently lest he kill some insect. I wonder what would
happen if a Jain looked through a microscope and
realized the animalcules that exist in every bit of food,
every drop of water and every breath of air! Often 2
Jain monk will wear a cloth over the lower part of his
face through which he breathes. The Jains also appear
to be the original nudists, going without clothing when-
ever feasible. Fortunately for the paymen, many of
whom are wealthy merchants, they are able to take
vows without binding themselves to follow completely
this rigorous code.

Because of the sublety of its teachings, Jainism is
confined to a relatively small intellectual class of some
what more than a million believers.

The Badri Dad Temple, with its conical tower rising
from a cluster of lesser towers, is one of the most ornate
temples of this “ city of palaces,” and the centre of the
Jain sect. The facing of the stone walls is cut so deli-
cately as to resemble filigree or lace.

The horror of the Black Hole of Calcutta is too well
known to warrant other than a cursory mention—such
men as Admiral Watson and Colonel Clive cannot be
forgotten.

I'soon discovered that the “ best people » of Calcutta
had gone to the “hills,” in reality into the immense
mountains of the Himalayas. Darjeeling and Shillong
in Assam arc the hill stations for Calcutta. 1 receive
from an old friend an invitation to join her at her home
in Darjeeling, at the base of Mount Everest. My itinerary

despite their small numbers the Europeans have
eeded in impressing the superficial aspect of their
ities on the city to a remarkable degree. Firpo’s
Staurant I found as smart as the “ Biltmore ” in New
tk, or the “ Congress ” in Chicago. Under Italian
hagement and with a French cuisine, a European
estra blazed forth the latest American jazz music for
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nch parasols. So I took myself into his beautlfl.’ll
ten and began to pick roses before the royal one’s
ny. His Mightiness, as I suspected, was standing
e window to watch the departure of another
strated nuisance. Instead, he saw a worldly-lpokmg
ature despoiling his choice bloom. A hurried investi-
tion proved to him that the poacher was none other
1 she who had desired an audience. A fev_/ minutes
. the secretary came dashing out and hurried me to
. luxurious apartments overhanging the garden. Fog
soment the potentate stared, then he politely offere
2 sumptuous chair and with a smile that displayed his
shing white teeth, obsqrved L . ‘
So you are a missionary ! How extra(,)’rdmary !
11 do not look in the least like 2 missionary.

lorrified I came back :  Your Highness, would you
0 kind as to give me your definition of a missionary
d your idea of what one should look like ?””

Vith 2 roar of humorous laughter he replied :

“Tt is not what they should look like, but what they
look like.” :

%eri seriously : ““ Now, Madam, just what is there
ut this movement of which my secretary has been
ling me, that could hold your attention ? I am not
ing in the least, because anything religious that
ould attract a lady like yourself must be a very practical
id sensible one.” . . _
Briefly I told him that anything with 2 solution
)t world peace and restored stability was worthy of
sideration, adding : _

"« have found something that wipes out from the
earts of human beings ¢ prejudice,’” which is based on
othing more than difference in colour of skin, religious
observances, geographical customs and hab},t§. I have
found during this world journey the Bahd’i plan has
become rooted the world over without the aid of
Ppropaganda, neither carried on by paid missionaries
and clergy, nor by any other means than the desire of
“those who feel within their hearts the urge to spread
'this splendid and noble teaching. i

* Furthermore, your Highness, Bahd’i is not a religion
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cocktail parties and ‘tea dansants, where Europeap

Hindus and Parsees sip liqueurs and dry martinis, ¢

women in magnificent saris, gold and silver-heeled sandy]

and with their faces made up with an artistry that pyg
to the blush the casual impressionistic dab of rouge apg
lipstick of the average Western woman.

Here and at a restaurant, the Great liastern Hote
which was reminiscent of the Café de Paris, I danced
and discussed the peculiar ways, religious and otherwise
of our brothers and sisters of India. D

One evening I was invited by a Parsee lady to atteng
a performance of one of the dramas written about Sjva,
We left my hotel together.

 Mayfair Theatre,” she said to the chauffeur.

Presently the driver stopped and we stepped out.

“ This is not the Mayfair Theatre!”” the lady exclaimed,
reading the announcement of an English movie.

The doorman approached.

“Can I do something for you, Madam ?”

“ We wish to go to the Mayfair Theatre.”

- “But you wouldn’t want to go there—that’s a native
theatre in the native quarter.”

“ That’s precisely where we want to go,” I retorted.
“ Do you think I’ve come to India to see English plays
—there are plenty where I come from.”

As T turned to enter the car I noticed one of the
Viceregal secretaries walking up the steps, thorough
disgust at the sight of my companion registered on his
superior countenance.

An interesting experience the year following captures
my imagination. En route to Mysore, on one of my visits
to India, I suddenly felt an urge as the train pulled into
the junction station, to motor out to the palace of one
of India’s most powerful potentates. When I arrived
at the palace, I explained to the secretary my desire for
an interview. I was advised after a brief wait that the
“ mighty one ” would not see me and was not intereste
in the “ World Otrder of Bahd’u’lldh.”

I had unpacked on the train and dressed with great
care for the interview, wearing several ounces of jadc
purchased in Canton, China, and the last word 1
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in the sense in which the word is usually understood, It
tepresents in its all-embracing scope an entirely Ney
World Otrder of government, upon which a jumbleg
wotld can build a universal or international economie
commonwealth with the spiritual impulse as its corner.
stone.”

He invited me to remain for luncheon, later sending
me to the station in a Rolls Royce, and asking me to
visit him again. In the meantime, he asked that I senq
him literature on this interesting new teaching.

Elated at having interested the most important native
ruler of India, I arrived at Bangalore to offer spiritual
pearls to the Maharajah of Mysore.

The Prime Minister proved to be a charming Persian,
both familiar and sympathetic with the teachings of
Bah#’wlldh. The first people I met through him
were Countess Skipwith, and her husband, Colonel
Skipwith.

The Countess was a fascinating blonde, artistically
draped, preferring the comfort and grace of native saris
to European clothes in this enervating climate. We

~ were soon chatting on the subjects closest to our heatts,
and to my question she replied :

“ After a study of the religions of the world I have
found in the teachings of Muhammad, the greatest
example of living the life. I have found nothing any-
where more beautiful ! I have adopted them as my
standard.”

Both she and Colonel Skipwith were deeply im-
pressed by my account of wholesale martyrdoms of the
heroic Bahd’i ““ dawnbreakers,” the Colonel to such an
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e sweetsand cone-shaped, gream-ﬁlled pastries, and
tive sound of hidden st;mgeql instruments gave
asion an altogether Arabian Nights atmosphere.

. conversing with some English and Zoroastrian
vhen a roar that sounded like an aeroplane pro-
suddenly drowned out all other sounds. To our
¢ 2 huge crow, measuring fully three feet from wing
;ving tip, zoomed into the tent, snatched a cream
f our table and zoomed out again. Had tbe grest
that carried Sinbad to the Valley of Diamonds
ed I do not believe we could have been more
ned. Tables were overt\.l_rnedc,1 d}?zeps of teacups
d. and feminine screams pierced theair.

r’lg?t day I was in Mysorz and, although it was the
f the great annual féte, when the sacred elephant
ded through the city, the Maharajah found time

tv-five vears of age, small, immaculately clothed
{\ivhitz coat andgneatly bound turban, he proved
» man of deep spirituality, fundamentally thought-
auch of his life having been spent in search of some
d of improving the status of his people.
discussed for a while the unification of India.

0 you not agree,” I asked, * that the only solution
evils of 2 non-progressive world lies in advance-
through education?” . ;
ndoubtedly,” he replied. “But what form o

tion ? ”’ L _

Id him there was a teaching that included a definite
ional programme, an economic scheme and a plan
tternational political co-operation, with a religion

extent that he said : road that it included the basic teachings of all other
“Iam writing a book. What you have told me about gions., d
this amazing and much-needed New World Order has Is there such 2 movement ? ” he eagerly asked.
changed the entire trend of the chapter on which I am teply I handed him a book. &
working, giving it 2 new meaning, crystallizing the vague " Iam glad to know that there is a movement ¢ CCtlllci
ideas I have been groping for ! ” ; Operating that will eventuglly ‘t‘mng about wor
The following morning I was invited by the Prime ice and understanding,” he said. “‘ Such a movement
Minister to attend a party under a huge striped canopy. ot fail to win in the end ! ” _ h
The canopy, the garb of some of the guests, the little Jpon leaving, I asked for his autographed photo-

peatl-inlaid tables covered with exquisite embroidered aph, which he promised to send me.
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Two days later, I i
ot afecen i Wﬁen\x;asc sitting in the lounge of the hote

promised photograph into m ow
. h
bad been beautifully framed iny picr::led iﬁ?:er

at the top with a solid gold eagle backed wit Ornamente,

h rosewooq CHAPTER XXXIV
MOGUL AND SIKH

RRIVED at Delhi during the debate on the salt
in the Indian legislature. Mahatma Ghandi had
ently appealed to the Indian people to make
vn salt by drying sea water rather than submit
. tax, and the air was thick with anti-British

site of the heat, I decided to visit the legislature.
ately, I ran into Arthur Moore, who was covering
sion for the Bombay Statesman, of which he was
sistant editor. 1 had met him in Calcutta and
red that he was a Bahd’i. He secured a pass for
he visitors’ gallery and I listened to the white-
‘dark-skinned legislators in this hall of British
nent make an issue of the trifling tax in their
for independence.

fter all, it is over such trifles that history is made.
ig down upon these Hindu and Hindu and Moslem
ors I wondered at the strange course of events
placed the regulation of their affairs in the hands
ant island people of a Western race, and speculated
vhat would happen should they gain their inde-
ce.

; sklater, as I was having tiffin with a native prince,
marked :

Of course, we have sense enough to realize that if
‘Britain steps out we will have internal strife and
n the ensuing period of chaos, Russia or Japan,
0ssibly China, would step in. If it came to a
: 8f foreign rule, we should certainly prefer the

apital of British India since 1921 and former capital
> mighty Mogul Empire, Delhi is full of sublime
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examples of the Moslem genius for warfare, adminjg¢y
Within the redstone battlements of ¢
Imperial palace of the old Delhi are masterpieces g
architecture worthy of the builders of the Taj Mah,
I walked through the spacious Diwan-i-Am, or Hal] 4
Public Advice, with its curved flat roof of Hindu s
supported by sixty red sandstone pillars. It was here
in this great silver-roofed audience chamber, that the
Grand Mogul had sat upon the magnificent Peacoc
Throne, which was carried off by the Persian invade
Nadir Shah. The throne derives its name from the
two peacocks which stood behind it, their tails expandeg
in a burst of sapphires, rubies, emeralds, peatls and othe
precious stones, so skilfully inlaid as to appear alive
Supported on four feet of gold, the throne stood beneath
a golden canopy supported by twelve columns inlaic
with pearls valued at six million dollars and braced by
bars set with crosses of rubies, emeralds, diamond:s
The entire throne, a part of which no
supposedly forms the throne of the Shah at Tihrdn
cost some thirty millions of dollars.

Where else can one find the jewel-like flowers and
foliage, of green, serpentine, blue lapus lazuli, red an
purple porphyry, that adorn the huge arches of the white
marble pavilion of the Diwan-i-Khas, or Hall of Private
Audience, or where gaze on greater religious majesty
than the Jamma Musjid, or Great Mosque, expresses
with its three domes of white marble, its two tall minarets
its front court, four hundred and fifty feet square, paved
with granite inlaid with marble and capable of holding
ten thousand worshippers ?
with the fluted sandstone Kuth Minar, three hundred
and thirty-eight feet high, which commemorates the
victories of the Mogul general Kuth-ud-in, and which
ranges in colour from a purple red at the bottom through
various shades of red to the vivid dark orange at the top,
the whole tied together in a chromatic unity by con:
trasting bands of dark Arabic script and twenty-sided
Or where find another Kala
Musjid (Black Mosque) or Moti Musjid (Pearl Mosque)s
architectural gems in black and white marble? Ot 2

tion and art. ilver Street, once esteemed the

k of grass and double
lined with the two-

rkers in ivory.
e see thes):a dark-
of the Taj and
d delicate skill,
filaments for cloth,
lishing and setting
lovely and fantastic

with its par
entre, is NOW

Here one may
ants of the decorators
ith infinite patience
d silver into long
lets or eat-rings, PO
d carving ivory 1nto

jous stones an _
< to catch the tourist
oven times De
ors, who in turn !
imes the Chandn_l
L are now building an ¢

been built and rebuilt by con-
have become the conquered,
Chauk has run with blood.
laborate new capita
ouse for the Viceroy, 2

and peatls.

ffices, mosques, and bazaars

and status of India.
indu mem

Jatia] home, I

to her administrative o

‘rom every corner
a reception given
arden of his pa
French petit fours an
s, watching the ga
e soul of the more en
" adhere to their ancient fa
to me to hold exaggera
_ One senses a single-trac

ber of parlia-
sat in a beautiful
d moulded ice-cream
getting an insight
Hindu. Eventhose
in its purest form
d theories of life and

k emphasis on reincarna-

e cycles fated to pursuc 2 patt
I’s acts in a previous 1ncarnation.
work within the damning con-
ich he was botn in the hope of

What tower compares L and karma, each lif

sequence of the sou
individual can only
of the station into wh
ng re-born into a higher caste.
ng of recognition
hich has become distorted.

be so credulous as to 1mag
pethaps hundreds cz’f
oduce one of our greatest men ?

here is a gl of the principle

evolution, w
Can anyone
dozens or

ine that it
reincarnations to
1 explained to 2

projecting platforms ?

—_—

——



a5 SUNBURST

young Hindu legislator over a cocktail at Firpgs
‘ And as far as reaching the station of life of one of yq,
Brahmins or, say, one of our Western leaders, it certaj
would not take a dozen lives. Education has elevate
many in our Western world from what you could ¢y
sider the lowest caste to the highest. Abraham Lincoly
rise from the time he was born of lowly parents in a og
cabin until he was felled by the assassin’s bullet, covers
an evolution that pseudo-Buddhism or theosophy woy];
require a hundred reincarnations to explain. Yet jt
occurred in a single lifetime.”
“No,” he admitted, ““as long as we continue ou
caste system, I am afraid there could never be an Abraha
Lincoln to emancipate us.”
The caste system and the deadly intolerance of Hindu
and Muhammadan will probably make it impossible for
India to survive without the strong ruling hand of
Great Britain. I recalled Mustafa Roumie’s work i
the village of Kunjungone and the real brotherhood
between Moslem and Buddhist there. Only a ne
belief in racial amity could permit them to live peacefull
~together, working out successfully the brilliant civiliza
tion to which their past history, their stores of philosophy
and the love their hearts displayed in the building o
their mosques and temples, entitle them.
Watching the crack Sikh guards, mostly six feet
tall or more, swing past in scarlet uniforms and spotless
white turbans one March day in Delhi, the inspiration
came to me to visit the King of the Sikhs. He is the
Mabharajah of Patiala, a native Punjab state which extends
almost to Simla, only a short journey away. With the
optimism which goes hand in hand with enthusiasm,
I dashed off a letter requesting an audience, and a few
days later received a surprisingly cordial invitation sent
by the Maharajah’s secretary to present myself a week
hence at the Patiala station, whence a motor car would
carry me to the guest residence. '
Instead of waiting for the scheduled date I boarded

a mote convenient train out of Delhi, changed to a little |
suburban-looking train, and arrived at Patiala unex-
pectedly. However, I was received most graciously at

THE MAHARAJAH OF PATIALA
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\faharajah’s residence, and an hour later was
sited, bag and baggage, at the guest house in a huge
which had been reserved for me on the ground
.1 was surprised to find it furnished in the most
ern European style and with an adjoining tiled bath-
equipped with the latest Occidental gadgets and
e as a living-room.
five-thirty came word that dinner would be served
e Maharajah’s residence across the garden at seven
»ck, and 1 spent most of the intervening hour and
If in primping, praying and wondering what I should
him. As the head of the influential Sikhs, the
aarajah was in 2 position to advance the Bahd’i
ing powerfully if he were so inclined, therefore
as anxious to make a good imptression.
v interest in the Sikhs had not been of recent origin,
all through India I had observed this tallest and
warlike appearing race wearing the brilliant
forms of the Viceroy’s guards or the khaki of troops
ed to police the most turbulent of the empire’s
yglot areas.
at 1 had at first conceived in Delhi as a possible
lience of a half-hour or so proved a charming week-
‘which began with a dinner of state. At any rate,
ve of the Maharajah’s ministers were seated at the
er table while I sat at the monarch’s right. All my
conceived ideas of the Sikh state were being shattered
by one. The residence, save for details or orna-
al motif and the wealth of Oriental rugs, was as Occi-
ntal as any British gentleman’s home in Surrey. The
rvice and even the food were as British as anything
India can be. And the Maharajah himself had been
ducated in England and spoke witha delightful Oxford
ccent.
- He was a most impressive man, fully six feet two or
iree in height and dressed in spotless white linen, with
his black beard rolled and held in a silk net that was
fastened under his turban.
Needless to say he was a gentleman of exceeding
charm. He read extensively, was intimately familiar
with world politics, enjoyed tiger shooting, had his own
P

1
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226 R e RrSrs s forgetfulncss, and their teaching
polo field, and owned-one of the finest stables of pgq
ponies in India. An idea of this cosmopolitan point of
view may be gained by the fact that among the eighg
or ten guests at table I noted one of his ministers
was a Zoroastrian, another a Muhammadan, a third 5
Christian, a fourth a Hindu. B s of

During the luncheon the conversation took the usual gron
trend, centring around India, America, and the crazy
state of affairs throughout the world.

As we lingered over coffee in the drawing-room later
my host inquired as to my chief interest in so much
travel. ‘

I explained that one of my chief interests was to do
my share in advancing the status of the women through-
out the world.

“T have noticed the rapidity with which women are
coming to the front,” said the Maharajah. “ They are
forging ahead here in India, where women are really
freer than is generally thought.”

“ But upon what do you base your views of women’s
equality ? > he continued.
“ “Upon a social, economic and spiritual movement
that is making great headway in every country.”

“ And who is its founder ? ”

I told him something of the history of the Bah#’i
World Order, comparing Bahd’w’llih with the other
supermen—or prophets—who had founded past civiliza-
tions. I explained the cyclic movement of civilizations
which have been ushered into birth by the appearance of
the great spiritual messengers, whose mission is to light
the way to a greater consciousness and vision for man-
kind, for the uncovering of new science and learning,
and the progress of mankind.

“But why cannot humanity advance without the
appearance of these messengers ? > he asked.

“ Because man’s free will swings alternately to the
dark forest of lust and greed, of conquest and the desire
for power, and whenever he forgets the power of spirit
and degenerates morally and spiritually “ One ” comes to
renew the human remembrance of God. The light which
previous prophets brought to humanity has become
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progress and at least tolerant of my Bah4’i endeavour, A
few years later, when the British Empire’s round-tabje
conference was held in London in 1932, it was the
beautiful Maharanee of Patiala—exquisitely arrayed,
huge jewels glittering in her ears—who spoke on behalf
of India and told the British statesmen why India
should be free. The Maharajah had taken his charming
wife out of purdah, where no Hindu woman ever meets
a strange man, and had trained her so well that she was
able to address these dignitaries with a poise and effec-
tiveness that few college-trained Western women could
equal.

Following an exciting visit to a polo game, I was
touring through the Maharajah’s extensive state, when
our car stopped at one of the food stalls in the market-
place and my eye fell on such an unexpected sight that I
involuntarily exclaimed :

“ Caviar here !—and fresh caviar at that! How in the
world do you manage to transport it here without
bottling ? »

“Fresh caviar?” echoed my companion.

“¢ Certainly, fresh caviar. Why the roe are as big as
tapioca, instead of the usual pin-head size in glass jars,
and they glisten like the caviar you get in Russia.”

“ Why, Madam,” expostulated my companion, whose
eye had followed the direction of my outstretched hand,
“ Madam, that is honey ! ”

“ Honey ? ” I repeated in a stupefied manner. “ Well,
that’s the strangest honey I have ever seen.”

I climbed out of the car and stepped toward the
glistening black honey, where I was nearly blinded by
a cloud of tiny flying forms that suddenly burst from
the tub.

“ Oh, Madam,” cried my companions, with a sudden
illumination, “ those are flies!”

At luncheon the next day I commented on the
Maharajah’s well-kept estate.

“ But can’t something be done about sanitation in the
village ?” I added. I told him about my experience
with the flies.

“ Well, make a suggestion,” the Maharajah invited. *

ood heavens
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ay a small bounty—say, half

], suppose you Pd fies that are caught” I

yt every thousan
r 1> exclaimed the Maharajah, “ that

never do! They’d incubate them!”
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of India and foreign lands have been brought
= to replace broken bits of the structure, but they
hot equal the original.
‘he Taj is said to have cost the equivalent of thirty-
e millions of dollars in pre-New Deal gold, a sum
ich only an economist could translate into present-
s value. It took twenty thousand workmen seventeen
s to complete, and the revenue of thirty villages to
tain.
ad the Shah Jehan been able to build his black
ble dream, the fortune of the great Mogul empire
ht indeed have disappeared.

ilt by the Mogul conquerors, Agra had been for
g periods the capital of India. The Moslems built
hey ruled and fought—with inspiration. Nowhere
he Western world have I seen such a magnificent
se of worship as the three-domed pearl mosque
by Shah Jehan, or 2 more sumptuous palace than
hite marble Jahangiri Mahal of the great Akbar,
ndfather of Jehan, with its marble screens, its gem-
isted pillars, its marble bath and court with an
ial lake.
)n my last visit to the Taj I noticed in startling con-
 to the white marble above the doorway a black
ble inscription in Arabic letters. My guide informed
that it was a text from the Koran, which says :
“Saith Jesus, ¢ This is a bridge. Pass thou over it,
build thy soul not upon it. The world is one hour.
ve its minutes to thy prayers, for the rest is unseen.” ”
all my mother’s years of Bible reading aloud I could
ot recall hearing these words of Jesus.

How many Western visitors observe this message of
Christian on the Taj. I wondered. Further, where
re these priceless utterances of Jesus that we Christians
1ave lost ? I once heard, on very good authority that
Omething like thirty-six lucid Gospels were written

';1 rrg.rble cslcreen, so matvellously wrought that it appears Within the first Christian century, and only four appeat
O be made of lace, surrounds the gem-inlaid tombs of B Nlew Testament.

Shah Jehan and his wife, Mumtaz-i-Mahal, the Light It seems to me that I recall being taught that

of ’}‘1}]16 Palace. . Muhammad was a false prophet. Therefore this tribute
€ carving can never be duplicated. The foremost £rom a Moslem more than amazed me.
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Y first view of the Taj Mahal was by moonlight,
The proprietor of the little tourist hotel, an
. Englishman, motored me out to see it, the
night of my arrival. Dreamlike—a phantasy in marble |
Looking at it I could understand the poet describing its
architecture as “ frozen music.” Built in white marble
it still remains the most exquisite edifice in the world.
Standing in the red sandstone entrance to the park
which surrounds it, the dome of the Taj seems to float
like 2 milk-white bubble, a gigantic pearl at the end of a
long vista of sparkling fountains and cypress trees. Or
one can see it across the clear river in whose waters its
beauty is mirrored. It was near here, across the river
that the bereaved Shah Jehan proposed to build 2
companion memorial of black marble for himself,
Vlcwmé it by day, in its setting of turquoise sky and
gardens of tropical beauty, I could well understand why
the son of Shah Jehan, after killing his brother, im-
prisoned his father in the jasmine tower of the palace
for fear he would spend the remainder of his imperial
fortune completing his ambitious scheme. The milk-
white marble of this poem of architecture is inlaid with
grecmus stones—jade, cornelian, rubies, lapus lazuli
rought from Russia, malachite, amethyst, mother-of-
pear]l and coral. Some of the floral decorations have
fifty different shades of colour.
In the centre of the structure, just beneath the dome,
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“ How many of these priceless gems have we? Hop
many are lost ?”” I wondered.

Apparently the Moslems did not stumble over the

personality of Jesus, as the Jews did, and as the average
Christian is doing to-day over the most recent of law-
givers, Bahd’u’llah. Usually when talking with a Christian,
the fact that Bahd’w’llah was of Muhammadan parentage,

condemns Him in their minds. They entirely forget

that Jesus was of Jewish origin. It never occurs to
them that Bahd’u’llah no more emphasized the dogma-
encrusted creed of Islam than Jesus promoted the out-
worn creed of Judaism.

Everywhere is this contradiction between the hope
that the promised Messiah of all religions will return,
and the viewpoint that there was none before their
particular prophet and never will be another like
him.

This very promise, common to all religions, is evidence
of the successive message of spiritual guidance, one in
their basic reality, which the race has received from time
to time. The Prophets themselves have always sought
to establish the fundamental truth of their predecessors,
as did Muhammad regarding Abraham, Moses and Jesus
in the Koran, and have always pointed to their successors,
as did Jesus. The Buddhists are looking for the fifth
Buddha ; the Jews for their Messiah ; the Moslems for
the Madhi; the Christians for the return of the Christ,

etc. What other meaning than the essential unity of

these great Spirits could Jesus have meant when he said
“ Before Abraham was, I aM.” He certainly did not

mean the man Jesus of Nazareth, but rather the Christ

Spirit. Yet a human name, a human personality, the
country of his birth, befogs the insight of those ardently
awaiting the Messenger’s coming. I verily believe that
millions of earnest Christians are convinced He should
be a perfectly good one hundred per cent American or
European when He comes !

Two or three centuries after His coming it’s easy
to follow the crowd and accept. Then it’s popular. The
acid test of individual perception is to recognize Them
at the time of Their appearance or soon after, when
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het of “crank” or “fanatic,” etc., are the mildest
m of criticism, and martyrdom the strongest.

~ ““Thete are chapters in the book of life. It would
seem that a cycle is now completing, a dispensation
ending, a new chapter about to begin. We may be
- at the door of a new era which shall be even greater
than a renaissance. The division between the material
and the spiritual has become so thin that who can tell
whether the human intelligence or the divine spirit
“may not break through so that a new revelation would
result and the spiritual life receive a quickening not
unlike that which marked the incarnation when
an inflow of divine power came into the world and
God was manifest in the flesh.”

' From The Comzing Renaissance, by ]. C. Catlisle.

Benares is the combined Mecca and Jerusalem of
me two hundred thousand or more human beings
yho journey here from all parts of the Hindu world
drink and bathe in the holy river Ganges; to make
pilgrimage of the fifty-mile holy way that encircles it
d to worship at some of the two thousand temples and
untless shrines. A great Pilgrim house, supported
y a powerful Maharajah, houses the pilgrim, but for
e visiting Occidental, facilities are among the worst
n the East. Nevertheless, the beaming landlord of the
hotel to which the porter directed me at the station
when I asked for the ““ best hotel,” had also read of my
ploits in the lecture field at Rangoon and ushered
me, in person, to the best room.

Wishing to see the bathing ghat, I started forth at
five o’clock the next morning, accompanied by a very
Intelligent Hindu guide. The streets in the greying

light were already thronged with pilgrims. By the time

we reached the embankment and had walked down the

. Stone steps, the sun was rising over the green hills on the
- Opposite side of the river.

The increasing light revealed the full bow sweep of
the Ganges for a distance of perhaps four miles.
Fascinating shrines and temples lined the western bluff.
The throngs of worshippers wading into the yellow
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water, immersed their heads and bodies and drank of the “

water from brass bowls.

It was a gay scene, a colourful
bathers, their foreheads stencille
other colours to designate caste, were jubilant in their
belief that whoever drinks of the holy water will gain
salvation. Holy water and baptism—ritual common to
many religions. How many keep the form ? How many
find the spirit ?

Sitting on the edge of a raft which jutted out from
the bank beneath an awning of reed and bamboo were
the widows, and on rafts covered with large coloured
umbrellas the married women. Khneeling or squatting
upon the stairs and before the shrines were men and boys
busy with ablutions and prayers—each with the ubiqui-
tous brass bowl.

Boarding a little river craft I passed the many
burning ghats where men were heaping wood for
pyres on which to consume the bodies wrapped in red
cloth which lay nearby. I watched a body placed on a
pyee. More wood was added, oil poured over and the
nearest of kin, in this case the husband, threw a flaming
torch upon the pyre. It took about four hours to reduce
a body to ashes, which was then pushed off the bank into
the river near the bathers.

The ceremony of cremation for men appears to be the
same as for women, except that the men’s bodies are
wrapped in white, while the women must have red. I
thought it should be the reverse. If the family of the
deceased cannot afford to purchase enough wood, it
often happens that the body is not entirely consumed.
This, however, makes no difference to the person’s
soul, because the unburned parts, together with the ashes,
are thrust into the ““ holy river ”—direct oath to Vishnu
without undergoing endless reincarnations.

Smallpox and leprosy victims enjoy the peculiar
distinction of having their bodies, with a weighty stone
attached, thrown into the holy Ganges without first
being cremated.

All day long the pilgrims bathe and drink in the
Ganges, appatently unmindful of the ashes drifting by.

ghantasmagoria. The &
in red, yellow and
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‘water ought to be rather * high ” for consumption.
, matter of fact, the British authorities have had it
mically analysed, and according to my guide have
nd it exceptionally pure, evidently containing some
tiseptic properties. .

or a time I watched the flames whirl under the funeral
re. But when I saw the shroud burn off, exposing

feet, and then saw the legs fall off around the knees,
lost my appetite for cremation and slipped away to
er scenes.
n the meantime, the fires of other funeral pyres had
ped up along the river on other burning ghats,
centuating a new nightmare mo#if in this scene of

) tﬁm the temples and shrines, magnificent, elaborate,
ded, that form a background for this bizarre scene,
me the sound of drums and horns and cries of ecstasy
d prayer. The resplendent Golden Temple, with its
ded spires, displays its phallic symbols, and women
ctise exceptional ablutions to Siva. Slender temple
idens chant prayers and hang yellow garlands over the
necks of the sacred cows. Monkeys, the repre-
entatives of the god Hanuman, climb the temple walls,
hatter and beg food from the worshippers. 1 almost
ad my finger badly bitten by one, trying to feed it
anuts. Krishna, Vishnu, and Ganesha, Hindu version
the ever-recurring trinity form, lure by the thousands
heir devotees, who bring offerings of flowers and fruit.
fingled with the music and prayers is the odour of
sacrificial roses and jasmine, human sweat and incense.

Lining the narrow streets about the temples are booths
- selling lucky images of various gods and flowers and
food for sacrifice. Contorted beggars and fakirs crouched
with bowls extended. The pilgrimages support thirty
thousand members of the priestly caste in this city of
two hundred thousand.

I thought of the Buddha who said : “ Whena stream is
choked with weeds and scum, it is necessary to cleanse
: the stream of the weeds and bring the scum to the surface
| in order to remove it. Then, if the stream is muddy, leave

| it alone, and the water will clear.”
|
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As I walked back past the temple of Vishnu and the
row of fakirs, lying on their spines, stretching oyt
handless stumps” or holding emaciated arms in ajs
zlljn aslh-besmeared, half-naked h '

owl.

“ Please, lady ? ” His body was a living skeleton. hi
head a skull cgvered with skz’n. . .

“ What do you want ? I asked.

“ Money,” he replied in a whining voice. “I am 4
holy man.”
. Holy man!” The words burst forth violently.

You a holy man ! You lazy hound. The British ought
to do what they do in America for people like you—
build you a hoose-gow ! 1

All this fanaticism, built on superstition, imitation
and tradition, will dissolve—is dissolving under the
intelligent consciousness of great men and women of
India, who have turned the pages of the book of To-day
and found “ Reality > written in letters of fire.

1 American slang for prison.

uman being held out hijg

L
]

CHAPTER XXXVI

PAGAN AND IDEAL

N ronte to the State of Rajputana to visit the
Maharajah of Ghalawar I had to change trains
at a wayside junction. It was sunset and the
ecting train was not due until next morning.  As
was no accommodation in the village, there was
aing to do but spend the night in the small, badly
ilated, station rest-room.
> add to the physical discomfort, the night was hot
humid. I hired a boy to sit outside my room and
' a punhak overhead that stirred the stagnant air.
tday a tiger had entered the town and made off with
itive child, the telegraph operator told me. It was
eved that the beast was still lingering about. With
pleasant thought in mind, I was falling asleep when
dually I became conscious that the punkah had slowed
I arose and slipped on the first thing that came
and—a lace #égligée—and stepped out on the platform.
1e boy had tied the cord to his toe and fallen asleep.
The oppressive heat lay upon the earth like a blanket.
hrough the darkness ahead, I perceived a cluster of
hes flickering. They seemed only a few hundred
ards away. Curiosity getting the better of me, I slowly
strolled toward them. I must have walked five hundred
‘yards when I suddenly realized I had come upon a circle
- of Hindus performing a religious rite to drive the tiger
- from their precincts. Too late I remembered it is
Considered dangerous for foreigners to be gazing upon
““forbidden » ceremonies.
" At that same instant one of the priests saw me standing
In my long diaphanous robe, looking utterly unlike a
‘human woman, I presume, in the shadowy darkness.
Ost everyone at that time was wearing short skirts
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above, too often, ungainly legs. At any rate, they my
have mistaken me for an apparition. By this time
realized that I was too far flr)om the railway station ¢
run back, so I stood still, trying to look as neatly ,
possible as though I had been divinely created for jus
this occasion.

As the natives came forward, my heart neatly jumpeg
out of my mouth—in spite of my clenched teeth. B
they came reverently, escorted me to the seat of honour g
a crude wooden platform and sat around in a circle
staring while they continued with the ceremony as though
uninterrupted.

Wishing all the while for a cognac to keep me fro
swooning, I sat with what I considered angelic sereni
until the prayers ended and the clashing of cymbal
ceased and the natives stood up with their hands stretche
out in appeal. Whereupon I called upon all my thespiar
talents, made a dignified, yet what I believed to ge
seraphic exit. My movements were so cautious that they
evidently believed me to be disappearing gradually and
at the same time putting a jinx on the tiger, so the
remained in the circle until I had vanished into th
night. Whether the tiger ever returned or not I neve
discovered. n

At six o’clock the next morning I boarded the train fo
Ghalawar, where a beautiful French car was waiting tc
take me to the home of the Maharajah twenty mile
‘away, past fields and through wooded country.

The Maharajah of Ghalawar was the first ruler to
accept the Bahd’i teachings and attempted to put them
into practice in his domain. In 1900 the late Lua
Getsinger, a pioneer American Bahd’i, who had dedicated
her life to the spread of Bahd’w’llih’s cause throughout
the world had visited the Maharajah. He became 58
interested in the world plan she outlined that he insiste
she remain as his guest for several weeks. She occupi€
a suite, one room of which had been converted into 4
most beautiful library. Its walls were lined from floOf
to ceiling with shelves of books exquisitely bound.

¥
PRESENT MAIARAJAI, SON OF THE LATE MAHARAJAII OF GHALAWAR
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spoke of Lua Getsinger to the Maharajah when I
led upon him and he honoured me by assigning her
ite to me. I stayed four days and, following Lua’s
ample, spent several hours daily in the library studying
olumes on comparative religion so ably translated by
[ax Muller.

wandered at daybreak through the village that adjoins
e royal residence and was captivated by the immacu-
eness of the rows of little clay heuses. Doors stood
de open to admit the morning breeze, displaying the
otless interiors. Each crudely hewn-out window-
le, worn smooth by endless scouring, framed a
ming, potted geranium.
The Maharajah had educated his people to many
als, in accordance with the plan first disclosed to him
his brilliant and spiritual American sister.
A more striking example of Bah4’i influence was the
del State prison which I visited with the Maharajah
the handsome young Maharaj, who succeeded to the
ne following his father’s death in 1933. 1 was
nished to find a prison without cells, hideous uniforms
chains. Prisoners were allowed free movement within
ndaries and there was no restriction on talking.
They were treated more like convalescing hospital
ients. They slept in dormitories, worked at trades
.lv.vere paid a regular wage which was given to their
nilies.
The clay floors of the dormitories were clean and
ining and each built-in clay bed boasted a spotless
anket, neatly rolled at its head.
Prisoners were engaged in weaving rugs in a large,
[y room, and stopped to talk to us with a freedom that
robably few American or European factory workers
ould dare to assume. One of them stepped forward,
bowed to the Maharajah, then to me, and requested :
“Your Highness, may we present Madam with the
ug now on the loom?”
' “l'Iﬁ the lady wishes it, most certainly,” the Maharajah
teplied. .
- I was delighted. The rug was cut from the warp,
rolled up and put into the car beside the chauffeur. One
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of the men accompanied us through the garden—lovely
in its setting of shrubs, trees and flowers.

We were about to leave the prison through the
main entrance, when we were confronted by a prisoner
who pointed to a great book lying open on a table, He
spoke in Hindustani to the young Maharaj, who translated
the request for my inscription. As I bent over, pen in
hand, I was surprised to notice names of well-known
American and European visitors who had preceeded
me to this model state. I wrote :

“ There is no prison greater than the prison of self—
Abdu’l Bahd,” beneath which I signed my name.

When this was translated, the prisoner’s face broke
into a radiant smile, and he bowed low.

Ghalawar’s prison might well serve as a model for any
advanced country. A few years later I heard that many
of the features of this regime were being introduced
into Mexico.

Although the Maharajah had been educated in India,
the young Maharaj had been sent to schools in England.
He spoke flawless English and was deeply interested in
Shakespearian drama. He had built a theatre, where
young Hindu students of the better families gave per-
formances, sometimes as often as once a week, of Shakes-
speare, Barrie, Galsworthy and modern playwrights.

He had invited me to a tiger shoot, which limited
time forced me to forgo, and to allay my disappoint-
ment, brought out the sacred elephant. It was far more
magnificent than the so-called * white ” elephant of
Bangkok, Siam, and was all a-glitter with regal trapping$
of scarlet, gold braid, embroidery and a gleaming, carved,
solid silver howdah. Draped in a Hindu sari, I climbed
up a ladder and seated myself on a silver throne while
the beast moved majestically about the royal gardens.
There is nothing more magnificent, more splendidly
representative of the pomp and glory and wealth that
one associated with the Indian maharajahs than a sacred
elephant in regal trappings.

Later, the hospitable young Maharaj escorted me up the
river to view the crocodiles and the ancient palace, still
well preserved, a few miles from the modern residence.
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7Then the time for my departure arrived, the Maha-
h expressed again his gratitude to Lua Getsinger and,
token of respect and admiration, presented me with
rge square emerald in her memory.

fvery year thereafter I received a handsome Christmas
d from my Maharajah friend in Ghalawar; and I
urned his passing with deep regret.




CHAPTER XXXVII

MULLAHS AND POETS

months in the Far East with its marble palaceg
and jewel-encrusted temples, I felt an urge to

q YEAR later, returning from India, after severa]

visit ancient Shiraz, the synonym of poetic inspiration.

As we steamed through the straits of Oman, the
Arabian Sea became the Persian Gulf, and I watched
the pale yellow headlands jutting towards me across the
Farther ahead lay
the land of poets’ gardens and nightingales, the quatrains
earls of Hafiz and the Gulistan of
verses of the Bib, which literally
dynamized the whole of Persia during the past century.

-1 imagined that spring-time in Shiraz and the South
of Persia might offset my disappointment of the year

intervening stretches of turquoise.

of Omar, the poetic (f
Saadi—the enchante

previously in the northern part. The Persia I had
visualized was a land of romantic history and mystic
wisdom.

The steamer anchored some distance from the end of

the peninsula in a raging sea. We climbed down the side
of the rolling ship to the bobbing ““ buggalow > waiting
to transport the passengers and their luggage to the
wind-swept beach, where the ramshackle custom house
shivers beside a group of little wooden huts. It took not
a little courage to leap at the right moment from the
ship’s step to the flying buggalow in order to avoid a
cold plunge into the waves, and then to watch one’s
luggage being thrown on board, sometimes barely
escaping the sea. The sea was choppy and rough enough
to almost make one feel that Bushire and even Shiraz
was not worth the effort to get there.

Bushire lies pathetically upon the barren, uninviting
earth, without so much as a tree or blade of grass to
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the drab approach to its dockless harbour. I
ndered what hacF happened to the fleet once launched
ere by Kerim Khan Zend, the great Viceroy of Shiraz,
d which his brother Sadek Khan had used against the
urks. Persia had never had a flair for naval conquest.
.t lack of interest in obtaining her share of the spoils
he Gulf, while others reaped the rich harvest, bears
yut this fact indisputably.
- My approach had been heralded through the city,
1d I was welcomed by several Bah4’is who took charge
my luggage and relieved me of the tiresome custom’s
nspection. We swiftly fled through the twisting streets
ast the government, telegragh, bank and other rather
aposing blocks of square buildings, past crowds of
ack-robed women, men in flowing abas and European
lothes topped by the black kulah or lamb-skin fez,
yorn by State officials, and occasional Zoroastrians.
etween robed figures, camel and donkey trains, we
astened through narrow streets, flanked by delicately
nted plaster walls, pierced by frowning shuttered or
tticed windows. Bushire looked utterly different from
ersia’s northern gate. And, as for roses and nightin-
rales, the flowers had withered and the few scraggy trees
we passed looked far too bare to evoke the bulbul’s
serenade.
A handsome young man with finely cut Ayran features,
splendid dark eyes and jet black hair, informed me a
lecture had been arranged for the late afternoon. He
added that about one hundred young men had recently
shown an interest in the Bahd’i teaching and would
attend my lecture.

Finally, after zigzagging through narrow streets, we
arrived at the home of my host, which was simply but
comfortably furnished after the style of a modest Western
house, with white enamelled beds, bureau and plain
chairs of oak, others stuffed and wearing crocheted bibs.
Hospitality was not lacking. Sumptuous meals were
served, mostly pilan, which is rice cooked with finely
cut pieces of lamb. There were too many different
varieties of this staple dish to be able to describe them.
Persian melons, baby cucumbers, pomegranates and other
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fruits were served in abundance with each meal. The
juice of the pomegranate flavouring the stew served op
the pilau is considered a delicacy. The skin of the smal]
young cucumber, which is eaten like an apple, is never
removed. Quarts of cultured milk called mawst, like
Jougart, is consumed with each meal. This is considered
excellent as a cleanser for the body.

My lecture was held in a large room in the home of a
believer, furnished for this purpose. I was conducted
to a large house and into a good-sized courtyard, then
into the hall where about two hundred men of all ages
filled the closely packed chairs in the centre of the room,
while every inch of floor space was covered with eager
faces. * Unity between Science and Religion ” was my
subject. It evoked such intense interest in the younger
generation, those between twenty and thirty years of age,
that I was told about fifty young men joined the assembly
afterward. So enthusiastic were these youths that they
threw discretion to the winds and openly repeated
everything I had said to friends and acquaintances alike.
This created an uproar in the city and aroused the fury
of the mullahs who decided such a speaker was dangerous
to Islam. Ileatned months later at Tihran that my host had
been commanded by the authorities to speed his guest on
her way the following morning not later than ten o’clock,
or they would not be responsible for her safety.

Ignorant of the order, I returned from an enjoyable
evening and retired, only to awaken about two in the
morning with a sense of foreboding, and a desire to be
off to Shiraz at daybreak. Having come to this seemingly
unreasonable decision, I slipped into a robe and stepped
out in search of my host. His astonishment at my
déshabillé showed clearly on his fine face, and was replaced
by hotror when I asked how to locate a motorcar fora
trek to Shiraz at daybreak. He assured me it could not
be done and that nothing short of a week in Bushire
would be considered. After a long conversation, and
realizing I was deadly in earnest and not merely sleep-
walking, he despatched a servant to hunt the city over
for a car and driver. 1 felt most ungrateful, especially
when he finally decided that he had somehow failed in
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ity. He was sitting in an attitude of prayer when
-d from my room the first time. Aq hour' later
mumbling voices and ‘went forth to investigate,
time to find him sending a man away from the

h A dilapidated Ford stood outside. I told him I
1d take a chance, and was bundled into it with a
thful Bah4’i for my escort, my luggage tied all over
. outside and behind the renders. d
re uckily for me I did not know tl_1at steps were to : g
to oust me from the little Persian city, fo_r I shou
certainly have rcfused to leave and might have
foul of priestly wrath and fopnd a 31m11?1r fate (tio
. American Consul, Major Imbrie. My Swiss gra;lin -
her’s love of adventure was too strongly inherite dt(i
mit any mullah to dispense with me so casily, ha

n 1 Cd-
" i:nefaoilr; morning was bitterly cold, but I was on mzlf
y to the city of poets, and eagerly looking forwar
a visit to the *“ House of the Bab,” where he had first
cived the inspiration that was destined to”herald the
nt of “ One who would come af'ter hn.'n,. and who
uld unite a warring world and unify religion. Many
durope’s cminent scholars have written of the Great
evival that has already begun in the East. Professor
arpenter, principal of Manchester College, stated in a
eech at Oxford, December 31st, 1912, that the late
Dr. Jowett once said to him that he had been so deeply
mpressed with the teachings and character, of the Bdb
that he thought Bdbism, as the present movement then
was known, might become the greatest religious move-
ment since the birth of Christ.”* Dr. Caird, successor
of Dr. Jowett as Master of Balliol, has been quoted in a

'y ¢ .

Slrrlnizassgrflfs:lt last on a road said to be a thousand miles
long. I had expected to find a highway in the American
sense. Instead, I found an ancient trall. for packjmuks,
which had becn widened in places, twisting and climbing
toward the stars like a gigantic stairway between walls
of jutting rock around the base of towering, tawny
clifis and along the edge of terrifying precipice. Often
Y Christian Commonwealth, January 22nd, 1913,

'C_Il

v op L milm L
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my heart leaped as, winding about a sharp turn on a
ledge just wide enough for four wheels, I wondered what
would happen should another car approach us. Oh, for
an aeroplane !

Suddenly the petrol and oil blazed up in front of the
car, converting it into a modernized version of Elijah’s
chariot. My escort began busily untying my suitcases,
when the driver had a brainstorm, gathered sand and
began quickly to smother the flames at the base of the
engine.

The road became steep and we were forced to climb
- the hill on foot. Gazing over the steep incline into the
deep chasm, we saw the dead carcasses of camels and
donkeys that had lost their footing when a motor-car had
suddenly sprung at them from behind a sharp curve in
the winding road. They lay where they had fallen, one
hundred feet below, devoured by vultures. One donkey
carcass still tethered on a projecting ledge.

About ten miles further along the trail a small car
belched forth flames and smoke, and I counted eleven
Arabs standing disconsolately about as they had been
en route to Bushire where they were to embark for
Basrah, when their conveyance caught fire. How they
had managed to fit into the five-passenger sedan was a
mystery.

The first half-day’s sojourn had been over a long
stretch of sand leading to the Kotals. As we drove
through this infested area, locusts rose in great buzzing
clouds above our heads. What they survived on in this
region I never did discover.

I spent the night at a telegraph rest-house, in a tiny
cubical crevice called a room. A structure of solid wood
with a lumpy mattress stood against the wall. I im-
pressed the operator sufficiently to have a fine dinner
served in my cell and an excellent breakfast the next
morning of honey, bread, eggs and delicately flavoured
tea.

The mountain air felt cool and stimulating after
suffocating India, and it became colder and colder as we
climbed upward toward the azure city. I inquired from
the operator about the four seasons in Persia. These, I
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been told, could be depended upon to the day.
it was this—spring or still winter ? He assured me
spring followed winter, but something had happened
the last few years, and now it was different. I am
id 1 laughed. For many generations my informant
1 me, products from Tihrdn and Shiraz have been
rried over this trail by camels.
“You can see one of them now !’ He pointed out a
istful-eyed camel by the side of the road that had
len and broken its knees. It meant death by slow
starvation. That camel accompanied me in thought for
undreds of miles as I whizzed by dead carcasses on
e oldest trail in Persia, and probably one of the oldest
the world.
- About four o’clock in the afternoon, just as we
were looking for a clearing by the road to try out our
orgotten lunch, we came upon a ragged but happy
ily of nomads gathered about a small fire. They were
avelling by cart and donkey, making their uncharted
vay as the spirit listeth, aided by Allah and a little
discreet thieving !

Less than an hour later, as we rounded a long sweeping
curve, we saw the walls of Shiraz below us in the distance,
amed between two sepia hills. According to Saadi,
avellers first viewing Shiraz were invariably so over-
come with its beauty that they halted to cry out “ God
~ is Great.” But the view which Saadi described is from
- the north, not the south. He wrote, many years ago,

about seven centuries to be exact, and many changes

have taken place since then.

The sun was already setting behind the snow-tipped
mountain peaks above us, turning far-off brown and
purplish ridges to russet gold, and the roofs of Shiraz
to a rosy hue, when we crossed the bridge that leads to the
city gate. We were halted at the gate of the city by
gendarmes, who demanded to see my passport.

I reflected over the Shiraz of Saadi’s Gulistan, or
Garden of Roses, and of Hafiz’ Divan. Before us clusters
of pastel-tinted roofs and walls were set in a ““ narrow
strip of herbage sown.”

Like most Persian cities, Shiraz is a city of clay walls.
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The outer walls, guarding the houses, courtyards and
gardens within, are unpierced by openings, giving
passers-by a shut-out feeling. There was a silence
that must have been like the inspiration of the poet
who sang :

Through the old city’s silence
Where the Abana flows,

O hearken to the nightingale
Sing lyrics to the rose !

Yet well the lonely songster
Knows that the red rose hears :
Ah! love—I need no answer
But let me see thy tears,

Ah! let me see thy tears !

We drove to the address given me at Bushire—a
magnificent home with a huge courtyard. At one side
of this courtyard stood a building furnished after the
style of a Western lecture hall and large enough to
accommodate the hundreds who frequently meet there.

That evening I was taken to the ““ House of Bdb.”
As we approached the house through narrow streets
we walked at short distances behind each other like
“ Farmer Brown’s cows,”” lest we attract attention of the
fanatical mullah.

We entered through a heavily bolted, iron-bound,
wooden door into a courtyard, passed through a gate
into another courtyard where a building sat wrapped in
moon-pierced shadows and mystic silence, as though
quietly resting after the turmoil of hatred and persecu-
tions which had followed its gentle owner as the fore-
runner of a world-regenerating faith less than a century
ago. Deeply awed, I contemplated the history of a
similar occasion some two thousand years ago when the
eatly Christians met in the catacombs of Rome. Had we
not passed through a similar experience this very night
on our way to this hallowed spot whence had flickered
forth the first glimmer of Light of the New Day! Had
we not, too, passed through dismally lighted thorough-
fares, hazardous alleys, fearful lest we attract the notice
of fanatics surging through the narrow streets! Were
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still walking amid the darkness of human
- and ignorance ?
we entered through the first door I found myself
hall courtyard, from which we ent;red a room dimly
- variegated oil-lamps and candlelight. So this was
snot where it all began !
bout twelve people, both men and women, were
ere quietly meditating when I eptered. Later 1
arned that the exquisite little lady in black 511k’ was
ated to Shoghi Effendi and also a cousin of the Bib.
Shortly one of my escorts softly entered and beckoned
. to follow him. 'We went through the first courtyard,
gh another door which led to an intimate little
den in the corner of which stood a prolific orange tree
1t had been planted by the Bdb himself. '
‘When we ascended the narrow flight of stairs to the
cond storey I was under the impression that I was to
e shown over the private portion of the house, but
stead 1 found myself standing in the doorway of a
om that held some particular fascination other than
e delicate roses in relief which panelled the walls.
‘otally unconscious of the fact that I had sat down, I
d myself on the floor, which was carpeted with a
are Persian rug, my mind soaring to heights hitherto
“unexperienced and indescribable. How long after I do
not know, I rose, turned to find behind me some forty
or fifty believers sitting in the same position in prayerful
'attitude. ;
I inquired what was that * mystical something ”
that pervaded the room I had just left, and was told
in a rather subdued voice that it was the room in which
the Béb had received his illumination !
“1 thought that was the first room we visited . . .’
I was glad of that mistake. It proved my feelings in
the real room to be no self-hypnotism. We so glibly
speak of the “ atmosphere > of a room or a house. That
simple chamber held—Reality.
. The Béb, whose name was Siyyid Al{-Muhammad,
5 was born in Shiraz on the 20th October, 1819, a direct
descendant of Muhammad and a member of a noble
house. During his early childhood he lost his father, a

<
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man noted for his honour and piety, and was brough¢

up by his maternal uncle, who hoped to have the youth
succeed him in business. But the Bédb, engaging in 4
commercial enterprise, convinced his uncle that hjs
calling was of a spiritual nature, and won his uncle’s
encouragement to pursue his chosen path.

On May 23rd, 1844, the Bdb announced his mission
and rapidly won an enthusiastic following by his
eloquence, wisdom and inspired writings. At the same
time he roused the jealousy and enmity of the orthodox
mullahs, who persuaded the Governor of Fars to sup-
press the new ““ heresy.” Thus began a series of persecu-
tions that ended in the Bdb’s martyrdom in 1850.

The late Professor E. Granville Browne of Cambridge
University wrote in his A Traveller’s Narrative :

“ And if anyone would reflect on the appearance
of this Tree (The B4b) he will without doubt admit the
loftiness of God’s religion. For in one from whose
life twenty-four years had passed, who was devoid
of those sciences wherein all are learned, who now
recites verses after such fashion without thought or
hesitation, who in the course of five hours writes a
thousand verses of supplications without pause of the
pen, who produced commentaries and learned treatises
of so high a degree of wisdom and understanding of
the Divine Unity that doctors and philosophers
confess their inability to comprehend those passages,
there is no doubt that all this is from God.”

Gertrude Emerson, after her visit to the * House of
Inspiration,” as the house where the Bib was born
is called, is said to have written : “ What truly wonderful
people are the Bah#’is of Shiraz, what hospitality, what
joyous radiance on their faces ! ”’

I found them mostly from the higher walks of life,
well-to-do business men and merchants, but whose
whole-hearted, sincere enthusiasm and devotion to this
great world movement was literally breath-taking. Where
could one find their duplicate anywhere in the world I
had thus far visited ? Their deeds and lives have the
same value as their words, which, after all, is the proof
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What use pratin% and preaching Sunday
nday to a congregation of people who refrain from
> the service if their best apparel happens to be
or at the cleaners? There is a power behind
vement that fires the zeal of millions, regardless
ether or not their complexion measures up to
o-Saxon qualifications, such as é)ious humbugty,
dice, colour, country, custom an .creed."’ .

G. Wells once said that “ Man is a skin discase
third-rate planet.” But I soon lear.ned in Shiraz
men can become as angels when a spiritual impetus
em above the level of savage, war-thirsty beasts.
js it that these millions of builders of the New
1d Commonwealth possess that makes them different
n ordinary people ?

far as my comprehension could fathom they seemed
ave contact with some radiance centre, with some
her power, something that I was unable to define,
about which I meant to discover. '
ofessor Eddington throws a ray of illumination on
‘problem from a scientific angle when he places the
ntific and the mystic experiences with the workings
e conscious mind, admitting that spiritual and
an values elude science because they elude measure-
nt, but that ““ the mystic has claims as valid as those
‘the scientist.”

Morning was just breaking over the far hills when we
notored through the east gate of Shiraz and along the
ad tree-flanked highway that leads to the ruins of
Persepolis, the first step en route to Isfahan. As we left
e green plain which circles the city to windup the brown
hill trail, now suffused with a pink glow, we stopped
to catch our last view of Shiraz, the one celebrated by
Saadi. Framed by the sepia hills the city appeared in
the rose-yellow dawn like some delicately executed
water-colour, its earthen walls appearing in the distance
to form a fragile bowl out of which rose black-green
cypresses and the pale yellow dome of a single mosque.
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with the Prime Minister, and received orders to bring
the Bdb to Tihran.

Isfahan can justly be called the City of Martyrs.
Bah#’i history gives graphic, heart-rending accounts of
those early pioneers whose lives were heroically and
gloriously sacrificed for this great Faith.

The most recent victim was the brilliant Mrs. Keith
Ransom-Kehler, an American, who successfully estab-
lished the Local and National Administration of this new
World Otder throughout Persia. A magnificent white
marble tomb has recently been designed and will be
Eresented by the American believers, to be erected to

er memory, close to the burial-place of the “ King of
Martyrs.”

The Bib’s devoted followers are still persecuted
throughout Iran. During three journeys covering four
years, in all Persia, freedom was most evident at Resht
in the north. I was permitted to give a public lecture
in the Bah4’i hall, after which the audience poured into
the street as though from a theatre openly and without
molestation. Recently persecutions have broken out
anetw and all Baha’i activities are officially forbidden.

My very presence in Isfahan caused such furore among
the clergy of Islam that after several private addresses
and delightful social gatherings throughout the city I
decided in the interest of my host and many new friends
it would be the better part of valour to start for the
capital at daybreak.

The fruit of Isfahan is luscious, and the flavour of
the melons beggars description. As I was leaving
Shiraz, a sack of dried pomegranates, the size of a bag
of potatoes, was put into my car to my delight. By
piercing their tough rind with manicure scissors, I
consumed every last one, leaving a trail of little ruby
pips all the way from Shiraz to Isfahan.

A few miles beyond Isfahan, our reckless driver was
speeding along a winding road at the rate of fifty miles an
hour when we overtook a train of camels and donkeys,
belled and laden, ez route to Tihrin. Without slacking
speed, the driver sounded the siren, the frightened
beasts rushed out of line across the road and we collided
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- with one luckless camel. The car skidded but
‘upright on top of a load of gravel, which had
umped by the side of the road for construction.
ead hit the top of the car with such force that I
“feel the shock clear to the posterior end of my

column, upon which 1 was violently caromed.
the rest of the journey to Tihrdn I lay across the
L seat of the car with my feet protruding over the

\u en we arrived at Tihrdn the city was a blaze of
in honour of one of the numerous religious festivals.
ousands thronged the Lalazar. Oriental rugs hung
m balconies and, together with the hanging oil-lamps
Jich glowed against the rugs, gave the city an Oriental
osphere in spite of glaring electric light globes.
ohts must glare to the point of blindness. Most men
nd have the Persian love of light, my husband, for
e, insisting that the only places in the entire house
shere one can sce to write in comfort are the bath-
poms and billiard room.
" The ministrations of one of Tihrin’s physicians,
)r. Lotfullah Hakim, soon made it possible for me to
¢, stand and sleep without pain, and I was able to attend
2 number of dinners and receptions with some of the
‘most interesting of the dignitaries sympathetic to Bahd’i
" activities. To one of these dinners, at the home of a
II ajor, I was escorted by three Bahd’is. To make the
best possible impression I had donned the -simplest of
black frocks, a small black turban and no jewels of any
- kind. But the disappointed look on the faces of my young
friends was so obvious and their protestations so con-
vincing that I returned to my apartment and dressed as
though for a formal dinner at the legation.

When I reappeared, I was attired in pale green moire
with costume ear-rings and bracelets, silver shoes and
brilliant bag. Black, my escorts informed me, literally
sickened men, while an evening gown was a most impres-
sive introduction for an Occidental traveller. Seated
o at the centre of the table, I looked down the rows of

men, most of them in uniform, who had been invited
to meet a “ modern exponent of religions.”

"
|

e
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In front of me stood a ponderous carved silver

server, its candelabra-like branches bearing silver dishes
of huge strawberries, baby cucumbers, pistachio nuts,
honey and nut nougat from Isfahan, and flowers.

Following the usual remarks of a complimentary
nature, one of the officers observed :

“ Madam, I cannot believe that a lady so intelligent-
looking as yourself can believe in God ! ”’

“ Are you serious ?” I asked. “ How can anyone
help believing ina God ?”

Emphatically he assured me that God was purely a
myth. In reply I narrated the story of the “ Fish at the
great convention ” :

“Once the fish of the ocean were having a great
convention. So great were the arguments of the dele-
gates to the congress, that the whole sea was disturbed
by their fury. A beautiful little sun fish, swimming by,
stopped for a moment amazed at the disturbance.
¢ What is the trouble ? > she asked. ¢ We are discussing
what is ocean,” answered one of the delegates in an
excited voice. “ Why not go to the great Solomon of
thé sea, who lives in the purple depths,’ asked the
little sun fish. So they all rushed away to the purple
depths. ‘Oh, great Solomon, tell us, What is ocean?’
¢That in which you move, and live and have your
being,’ answered the great sage. Back they went
to their own homes, many of them still dissatisfied.
The next day a fisherman threw his net into the sea, and
many of these fish were caught in its mesh, and were
dragged into the boat.  What is this?’ shrieked one
of the fish. ¢ This is a boat,” answered one of the wise
old fish. ‘Then what is that out there?’ ¢That, my
child, is the ocean,” answered the old one. The strong
young fish began to leap, and to plunge, and gradually
the thread of the net began to tear. With a great leap
the fish jumped out of the boat, and felt the blue water
close over her. ‘Now I comprehend what is ocean,’
she sang gaily.”

“It is the same way with God,” I continued. * Like
the fish, we live and have our being in God’s mighty
ocean. Without God it would be impossible for us to
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ve a single instant. But, like the fish unable to behold
he scene, We are unable to see the creative spirit in which

~ we dwell.

« But like the sun fish swimming about in that_ocean
of love and understanding unfolded by a Persian of
rofound wisdom, it is strange that I should be expl.am-
gg its existence to you who were born and have lived

all your life in His native land. I can give you logical

proof from Bahd’i point of view w?ich proves .the.:
LARGER MIND back of creation : Abdu’l Bahd explains :

« When we look upon all forms of phenpmena, we
observe that they are the result of composition. For
example, certain atoms are brought togetber through
the inherent law of elective affinity existing between
these various particles the result of which is the human
being. A number of primordial atoms.ha\_fe gone into
the make-up of a plant, the result of which is the flower.
Againlooking into the mineral kingdom, we observe that
this law of cohesion is working in the same manner in
that kingdom, for we see that many atoms go into the
composition of a piece of stone which through purifica-
tion may reach the state of a mirror.

“In short, the existence of life depends upon the
composition and decomposition of phenomena. When
the particles of a given compositionare disintegrated, this
may be called non-existent, but the original simple atoms
will go back to their primary elements and are ever
existent. :

“ For instance, the body of a2 man being the resultant
factor of the composition of these atoms, when this body
becomes the subject of decomposition we call it ¢ death,’
but these atoms of which the body of man are composed,
being simple and primordial, are indestructible. Con-
sequently it is proved that the existence of phenomena
depends” upon composition and their mortality upon
decomposition. |

“This is a scientific principle: science disproves of
it, because it is not a matter of belief. There is a great
difference between theories upheld in belief, and facts
which are substantiated by science.

“ Beliefs are the susceptibilities of conscience, but

R
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scientific facts are the deductions of reason and inexorable
logic. 1 J

“ Therefore it is logically proven that the existence of
phenomena depends upon composition, and their destruc-
tion upon disintegration.

“ Going back to the subject of the facts upheld by
materialists. They state that inasmuch as it is proven
and upheld by science that the life of phenomena
depends upon composition and their destruction upon
disintegration, then where comes in the need or necessity
of a Creator? . . .

“ We see with our own eyes that these infinite beings
go through myriads of compositions and every composi-
tion appearing under a certain form showing certain
characteristic virtues, then we are independent of any
divine maker.

“ This is the argument of the materialists. On the
other hand those who are informed of the divine
philosophy answer in the following terms :

“ Composition is of three kinds :

“ (Accidental.)

¢ (Involuntary.)

“(Voluntary.)

“ There is no fourth kind of composition. Composi-
tion is restricted to these three categories.

“If we say that composition is accidental, this is
philosophically a false theory, because then we have
to believe in an effect without a cause. We cannot think
of an effect without some primal cause, and composition
being an effect, there must naturally be a cause behind it.

 The second composition, i.e. the involuntary com-
position. Involuntary composition means that each
element has within it as an inherent function this power
of composition. For example, certain elements have
flowed towards each other, and as an inherent necessity
of their being they are composed. That is, it is the im-
minent need of these elements to enter into composition.
For example, the inherent quality, inseparable and
advisable.

“As long as it is the inherent necessity of these
elements to be composed there should not be any
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yposition. While we observe that after .e.ach
Josite organism, there is a process of decgmposmo_n,
arn that the composition of the organisms of life
ther accidental nor involuntary. Then what have
s 2 form of composition ? It is the third, that is,
~ voluntary composition. That means that the
aite forms of organism are composed through a
perior will. . . .

% This is a rational proof, that the Will of the Creator
fected through the process of composition. . . .”
This silenced my battery of critics. Having satisfied
inner man, with logic and reason, that there is a
ative Intelligence, the outer men dined without regard
ogic or reason till a late and festive hour.

My interesting days in Tihrdin were abruptly cut
short by a cable from home, reminding me that special
guests were coming from Australia expecting to Vvisit
us at the farm. After a hasty farewell, I fled, promising
0 return a year later to work on behalf of the women of



CHAPTER XXXIX

TIHRAN HAS A CORONATION PARTY

manceuvring, I obtained a transit visé through
Russia.

When I arrived at Baku, arrangements had been made
for me to address more than one thousand men at a noon
meeting. My address was not in conformity with the
principles of the Communistic regime, therefore I was
ordered to leave Russian soil as soon as possible.

The Russian official at Baku, a very charming and
friendly man, held the boat for several hours while I
leisurely lunched and prepared to leave, then escorted
me to the waiting boat with an armful of flowers and,
afteg kissing my hand, wished me success and bo# voyage !
Little did I know what lay ahead. For, thrown out of
Russia, I had in the meantime been forbidden to enter
Persia, and I might have spent a pretty time riding back
and forth between the two inhospitable shores on the
little bug-infested ferry, like a doomed soul, unable to
secure any passage across the River Styx on Charon’s
barge, had not Prince Arfa interceded with the Persian
court in my behalf.

The same day of my departure from Baku, Prince Arfa
was dining with the Shah, when he mentioned my
intended visit in the interest of women. The Shahlaughed
and had “ The” clipping from a Turkish newspaper
brought in describing me as a “Bahd’i Missionary.” Prince
Arfa tried to assure the Shah that this was a misstatement
and explained my letters from the International Council
of Women and the Marchioness of Aberdeen authorizing
me to work on behalf of women. He also reminded the
Shah that a year or so previous an American journalist
at Geneva had written to him, as Persia’s representative
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DURING the winter of 1928, after considerable
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cague,threatening to publish world-wide informa-
recent assassinations of members of the Bah4’i
ities in Persia. Convinced that I had interceded
vent this public disgrace to Persia, the Shah adopted
e Arfa’s suggestion that instead of refusing me
to the country, I receive a courteous welcome.
Then the steamer docked at Pahlavi, a splendid-
king officer singled me out and informed me that he
-ceived a wire from Tihrdn to pass my luggage “ as
hatic > and to receive me most courteously.
Jave you the name correct ? 7 I asked. “ Who has
n these instructions ? ”  He replied that the wire had
e from the Imperial Court. I was speechless.
1 hour after the aeroplane landed at Tihridn I hurried
the home of Prince Arfa and explained my Russian
dicament to him. He explained his embarrassment
7ith the Shah, to whom the article had been sent as
ell as to the Foreign Office of Russia, whetre missionaries
te forbidden. He reminded me that had he not recalled
e Geneva affair I should have found myself a prisoner
1 the Caspian Sea, barred at one end by Russia and at
the other by Persia. Grateful to Shah Pahlavi for his
_consideration, I immediately wrote a letter of apprecia-
n to his Excellency, Teymourtashe, then Minister of

- public lectures and other forms of propaganda, foreign
- to their regime, the approach must be through the Police
- Department. Idrove to the office of the Chief of Police,
a former general in the Ministry of Public Safety.

In spite of his reputation for severity, I found him to
be most genial, and succeeded in getting on his tender
side by use of a little stratagem.

“1 came to Persia,” I began, “ to study the status of
women. Lady Aberdeen, President of the International
Council, wondered whether the women of Persia are
sufficiently advanced for this organization. I am begin-
ning to feel it would be impossible, so I have decided to
do nothing about it this year.”

“ When are you coming again to Persia ? ” he inquited.
“Never ! I replied.
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“ Madam, my wife could introduce you to a number
of prominent women who might cause you to change
your opinion of their backwardness ! > he retorted.

This was, of course, exactly what I desired to hear. I
accepted his invitation, and called upon Madame and
interested her in my plans.

A few days later the Chief of Police issued a permit for
me to hold the first public lecture for women in a large
hall, where I could speak on European women’s organiza-
tion. He gave mealist of the ““Best” women in Tihrdn
—the Shah’s daughter by his first wife, the wives and
daughters of all officials, professional and military
leaders chiefly, and requested that I have a letter mimeo-
graphed with a note at the bottom : “ It will be necessary
to bring this letter for admittance.”

Then he had several policemen stationed at the entrance
to the Zoroastrian Hall, situated in a large walled garden
with iron gates.

I had hoped to organize a national council as a unit
| of the International Council of Women, the largest and
most successful women’s movement with local councils
in five continents and almost every city in the world.

I held the first public meeting for women ever held
| in Persia and it was the talk of Tihrdn! From morning
till night a steady stream of women passed in and out of
my room. Several of Tihrdn’s more progressive men
called as early as eight in the morning. F. Dashti, who
was intensely interested in the emancipation of Persian
women from their degrading status, called to discuss
ways and means and arranged for me to meet his brother,
who managed the most liberal newspaper in Tihrdn and
was the youngest member of Parliament and an up-and-
coming progressive. Later, M. Dashti arranged for me
to meet at his home for tea, one of the most powerful
mullahs in Persia, together with eight other mullahs. I
decided to exercise my women’s wishes on him so that
he should look forward to my return to Persia later,
meanwhile hoping he would keep his crafty fingers off
the women and their council. M. Dashti, who inter-
preted for me, made a splendid suggestion to the
assembled mullahs :

PRINCE ARFA DOWLEH
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-

s« Madam is our guest. Therefore, it would be polite
to allow her to talk for thirty minutes without interrup-
tion. Then when she has finished we can discuss the
matter !

Before the thirty minutes had barely begun, I saw
the face of the most opulent mullahs become suffused
with blood to the bursting-point. But after their rage
evaporated they had little to say with the exception of the
““ bear,” who sarcastically remarked :

“ Tell her she looks rather expensively and elegantly
dressed for a missionary, in the latest modes I noted while
on a visit to Paris a few months ago.”

“1 am not a missionary,” I replied, “ and your own
garments, especially that expensive-looking abe of
camel’s hair, is no mean way for a mullah to be rigged out,
and you are supposed to be more than a missionary.
Obviously, you found ¢ Gay Paree ’ attractive ! ”

This brought forth gusts of laughter from the others,
and together we put Dashti through a heavy hour inter-
preting back and forth. Some shook hands and wished
me success for women’s education and freedom, acknow-
ledging that the time had come for their liberation
through education.

I was astonished to find that beneath the enveloping
¢huddar the modern Persian woman was attired in the
latest and most extreme Western fashion, wore very
décolleté evening gowns to afternoon functions, used
rouge, lipstick and nail-polish lavishly. At first the sight
was as incongruous to me as if I had discovered a nun
wearing an evening gown beneath her robe.

Despite my. hopes, 1 found little change since my first
visit in 1926 in regard to women’s restrictions. Every
day brought new complications and inquirers to the
hotel—women of the highest stratum of Persian society.
No veiled woman had ever before openly entered a hotel,
but I made it my business to meet them through telephone
arrangement, routing the gate-man briskly out of our
way as each lady appeared. Women still walked alone
on the street even though married, were not permitted
to meet a member of the opposite sex other than their
husbands or close relations even in their own homes,
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the mosque over the Shah. At that moment, Church and
State felt the reverberations of future victory over
superstition and bigotry.

On stationery of the International Council of Women
I had mimeographed a two-page treatise on women’s
emancipation, translated by a brilliant Persian scholar,
with my signature attached as representative of forty
million women of the world. . .. Teymourtashe assured
me he had delivered this letter into the hands of the Shah
en route for Qum.

In Baghdid a few weeks later, I was thrilled to read
in the newspapers a short but significant article to the
effect that: “ The women of Persia had been granted
permission to enter public buildings, hotels, cafés, etc.,
when accompanied by their husbands.”

Through His Excellency, Teymourtashe, the Minister
of Court, I received an invitation to the two-day festival
in honour of the anniversary of the Shah’s coronation.
I attended, accompanied by the Persian representative to
the League of Nations, who had been recently appointed
to the Secretariat at Geneva, and the most popular and
ambitious youngest Member of Parliament.

The first evening we attended the official banquet
extended by the Minister of Foreign Affairs to foreign
ambassadors, ministers and other dignitaries, in the court
called ““ Takhte Marmar > (Marble Throne).

The following evening came the reception in the
Palace court called “ Gulistan” (Rose Garden), an
immense court garden surrounded by historic palaces,
including one of the finest examples of pure Persian
architecture, the lofty ‘‘ Shams-ol-Emaseh,” its walls
a-glitter with rare and beautiful coloured tiles. This
eighteenth-century building with its tall clock tower is
the highest edifice ever erected in Persia in modern times.
The  Palace of Mirrors,” or “ Brilliant Place,” the
interior of which is decorated with a million diamond-
like mirrors, is the royal audience-hall. Here princes
and statesmen in ceremonial uniforms assemble after
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' be presented in the central audience-hall or

| 'iﬁ?;ffe_igom tg the Shah and his ministers. His Imperial
Majesty reviews a select regiment of the Guards and
listens to a poem of praise composed for the occasion
and recited by the Court Poet-Laureate.

Beyond the throne-room extends _the great .banquf_:t
hall in which the coronation anniversary dinner is
celebrated. The Prime Minister and members of the
Cabinet escort the wives of the leading foreign ambassa-
dors to dinner, while the officials and lesser dignitaries
occupy the rest of the five hundred chairs in order of

recedence. In matters of court graces, Persia is not
gackward. After dinner the guests are led into the
magnificent Imperial Museum Hall, which contains
some of the most valuable masterpieces of Persian and
foreign art known.

The supposed “Peacock Throne,” as well as the
“ Jewelled Throne ” ordered by Fath-Ali Shah (a con-
‘temporary of Napoleon I), are in this room.

The reception at the palace, in spite of the absence of
the Shah, eclipsed anything I had attended in the East.
The Shah had not yet returned from his excursion against
the Lors, and the young Crown Prince, aged nine, did
the honours with an air of one to the manner born. All
evening he stood on a dais in the central audience-hall
in his fine blue and gold braided uniform, and received
us as we were presented by Teymourtashe. When the
young prince was told that the lady before him had met
many rulers, but that he was by far the youngest, he
smiled, saluted and clicked his little heels together.
When Teymourtashe added that she had travelled in
seventy-two countries his large brown eyes widened
considerably.

Later in the evening, the entire company of assembled
guests were invited into the vast garden courtyard,
where, strolling by the deep pools, they were amazed at
the marvellous display of fireworks reflected in the water.
For many years a German had been employed in the
government arsenal to design for this special occasion
examples of pyrotechnic art which Eurodpean and cosmo-
politan observers declare unparalleled in the West.

_
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Famous scenes of mythology were re-enacted in fire
A’r.lc1ent Persian warriors fought with lions, the Greaé
Kings of Persepolis flashed into ancient glory, a spectac]e
which could have only been matched by the festivities of
Haroun al-Raschid as recorded in the Arabian Nights.

Though alcohol is strictly taboo, according to the
precepts of Muhammed, some five hundred quarts of
Paul Roger champagne were opened with untol quanti-
ties of whiskey and liqueurs, and the banquet tables laden
with European viands.

A few days after the reception I was informed that the
young prince during his French lesson had suddenly
asked that a geography book be brought to him, promis-
ing to finish the French lesson later. When the book was
brought, he opened it quickly, and said : * Last evening
I met a lady who had travelled in seventy-two countries :

Where are those seventy-two countries outside of
Persigia »

CHAPTER XL

: MESHED

CCOMPANIED by Shakrullah Takesh—a prince,
N\ offshoot of the old dynasty—then employed
in the Secretariat of the British Legation, I
out one frosty morning to fly from Tihrin to
shed. I had been assured the plane was a coupé
d therefore took it for granted that it would be
holstered with something other than cracks large
gh to put your finger through. When we arrived
he aerodrome I found to my dismay that the plane
a one-seated affair for summer weather or freight.
as made of corrugated metal, and was even cold to
ok at that very wintry morning at daybreak. The
nt of the continental firm had given me no warning
en I had made my reservations, so I had come in
hose, suéde shoes and light moleskin coat with
y heavy garments tightly squeezed into the tail of the
achine as luggage.
I took one look at the two huge Russian eskimos
vho were to be my fellow-passengers, at their sheepskin
ats and high boots lined with fur, then hied me straight
or the aerodrome shed to express my opinion of the
it Line and its accommodations. After a spirited

debate, I decided to take a chance.

- Shakrullah Takesh squashed me in between himself
and one of the Bolsheviks, making four in one seat.
A few minutes later we were soaring over Tehrin toward
the distant snow-tipped mountains. Scarcely had we
left the ground when the wind rose with a roar that
could be heard above the noise of the motor, the tempera-
ture fell lower and lower and I felt the two huge “ reds
at my left trembling from the cold. I shivered like the
- B proverbial aspen leaf, my teeth literally chattered, and
2609
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I became numb from the knees down.
than bathing in the Volga in February.

After three or four hours of freezing torture, the
plane descended upon a familiar scene, and I wondered
where was the famous golden dome of Meshed. When
the pilot assisted me to climb from the pit I asked:
“ Where is the golden dome ?” He informed me that
we were back at Miamey. A terrific storm in the
mountains had forced him to circle back to our fuelling
place, and we would be obliged to spend the night
in this primitive mud and clay village. The sun glowed
over the frozen peaks ahead where everything looked
deceivingly calm and serene.

We walked stiffly over the sand and clay to the town
wall, through an open space and up a winding street.
Half-way up a hill we came to the two-storey house which
had been pointed out to us as the governor’s. I expected
to find a more or less pretentious edifice. After I
had climbed the stairs to the upper level I discovered
that the living room had a floor of clay.

The governor, a hospitable little man, escorted us
up the stairs, protesting volubly that although the
government had made him a governor, it gave him no
pay. He was dressed in the native rusty brown bz with
an orange-striped sash around his waist and his hair was
hennaed a frank and vivid rust colour. By way of
contrast his moustache was flaming terracotta.

In honour of my presence he had a * piece of European
furniture ” proudly brought in—a kitchen chair—and
served a most welcome and warming luncheon of
meat cakes, tea and sweets. After receiving several of
the local notables, we decided to walk through the town.

“ Whatever you do, don’t mention the word Bah4’i,”
warned Shakrullah. “ This is one of the most fanatical
towns in Persia. It is under the leadership of the mullahs
and they would just as soon have us mobbed as not.”

When we returned to the governor’s residence, that
official had prepared for our comfort by placing mat-
tresses, which proved to be a thin pad of some sort, and
a few blankets on the floor.

Talk about a mouse !

It was colder
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ad 1 only known the thoroughgoing persistence of
jamey bug—member of the tarantula clan—nothing
~arth would have induced me to approach that
That, however, is at the end of this chapter |
er a two-hour flight, the long-sought golden dome
‘ed into view. We circled the city and descended
barren waste of desert. :
umb with cold and furious with rage at the accom-
dations of the Air Company, I vented my wrath by
eatening to write a letter to the Cairo press denoqnc—
them. I entered the waiting motor car and, trembling,
ymped out an impudent letter on my portable type-
er, heaping my fury upon the manager and the
le concern with every vigorous tap.
the midst of this scene, which produced the sol,e
ect of barring me from the use of the company’s
anes on my return journey, I found myself surrounded
a committee of joyous-looking men who had been
egated by the Bahd’i assembly to meet me. They
eted me with a cordiality that I have never before nor
ce experienced. With effusive expressions of joy they
»rted me to an imposing house, whose high clay wall
ounded a garden, the shrubs of which, moreover,
the appearance of having just been transplanted
ere. It reminded me of some of the beautiful Russian
llet scenery by Bakst.
‘ This, Madam, is your residence,” announced the
okesman of my welcomers, as I stood at the threshold.
" House and garden were thronged with men, many of
them in military uniforms, one in that of a general.
ever before had I seen such glowing, adoring faces ;
housands of others, I was told, would come during the
day to meet us.
_ On the right of the little reception hall was a large
rectangular drawing-room, adorned with luxurious rugs
and artistically draped with red velvet hangings trimmed
with gold braid. On a low pearl-inlaid rosewood table
stood a gleaming Persian samovar and service, steaming
hot. The reception hall opened into a charming bedroom,
also adorned with rugs, in which I glimpsed a bed,
covered with a beautiful blue satin puff ; a writing-desk,
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complete for use with monogramed stationery, and in
one corner a freshly painted green box, containing a
lemon tree, eight feet high, aglow with vivid yellow fruit,

Delighted, I cried out :

“ Whose lovely house is this ? ”

¢TIt is your house, Madam,” said the spokesman.

I was touched by this expression of hospitality, but
persisted :

“ Who is my host ? ”’

A smiling shake of the head.

“ The house is yours, Madame. You are your own
hostess.”

Finally, I asked Shakrullah to question them. I
learned that when the secretary of the Bahd’i community
had received my telegram, about three o’clock the pre-
vious afternoon, he had hurriedly consulted with the
Local Assembly, which had decided that I should have
a house of my own ; first, because they did not wish to
be so lacking in hospitality as to permit me to go to the
primitive hotel, and second, because they feared that my
appearance at the home of a known Bahd’i might provoke
fanatic violence. They had secured this untenanted house
and had acturally wired it with electricity during the
midnight hours. They had brought furnishings from
their homes—magnificent rugs, portiéres, wardrobes,
bedding, dressers, massive dining-room furniture—even
to a sideboard covered with silver, and curtains for every
window, not even overlooking shrubbery for my
garden. They had provided a guard at the gate, the best
cook in Meshed, a butler and a dozen other servants.
All were members of the local Bahd’i community except
the cook—a jewel whom the British Consul-General
had vainly tried to acquire. Persons of prominence,
merchants, government officials, military officers placed
themselves at my service.

At first the landlord had refused to rent his house to
Bah#’is, but they had convinced him that I was a
person of considerable importance and from America.
Finally he consented on condition that they present him

to me on my arrival. It was he who had brought the
lemon tree,
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operator at the local telegraph station, who had
itted my telegrams and later sen’t.se\{erz}} cables
~.d for me, was eager to see the Bah4’i saint > he had
R ds being visited by hundreds (_)f thoqsands daily.
-ated at a long table, laden with silver dishes heaped
delicacies, and with Shakrullah at my right to act
nterpreter, I offered greetings to the enthusiastic
blage on behalf of the American and European
wvers. As I finished speaking to one group, they
d rise, bow and file out, and another group take their

‘biect to persecution at the hands of the mullah-
'lgcft'anatigs among whom they lived, these Persian
#is hungered for some word of hope and encourage-
from the great Occidental world. I told them that
¢ sacrifices and suffering were known and appreciated,
1 that the Bah#’is of the United States, Canada and
ope were doing all in their power to end the
ocities, protesting to the Persian government and
ring them that the Bah#’i teachings had taken root all
the world. I told them that I had been informed
e Shah was not to blame for the atrocities, but rather
ironclad ring that surrounded him. A
¢ Tt is the fanatics in the bazaars that are responsible,
ded, flinging what little diplomacy I possessed to EI,I.C
ds. ““They are aroused to fanatical fury by the Bahd’is
their own stratum who, in their over-zealousness,
senly flaunt their religion, thus making them appear as
dels to the ignorant.” _ L .

I spoke of the encouraging interviews I had had with
overnment officials of different countries and told them

e story of the Queen of Roumania’s courage and faith,
xpressed in her eloquent articles, which had been
published in newspapers throughout the United States
and Europe and which had brought the faith for which
~ they were being persecuted to the notice of millions of

people all over the globe. Queen Marie of R01’1’m’an’m
was the first queen to accept the teachings of Bahd’u 1ldh
and place them side by side with those of ]efus and the
other prophets who have interpreted God’s meaning
to man.
S
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“In America and the West, however,” I said, “ the
Bahd’is concentrate more on the practical side of the no longer. On the verge of collapse, I went to my
teachings of Bahd’u’lldh than on the mystical side as the and crawled into bed. I called Shakrullah, who
Easterner seems prone to do. For this reason European raiting anxiously in the hall. )
leaders and government officials returning from Iran shall send for the American doctor at once,” he
give the impression that Bah4’i is just another Moslem
sect or schism.” ‘

I awakened in the early hours of the morning with
a pricking, shooting sensation in my little finger. A
lump as large as half an olive and pitted at the top like
2 boil which has been lanced, had formed between the
third and fourth knuckles. I could not account for this
until that afternoon when, at tea at the British Consulate,
the prosecuting attorney, a Muhammadan, jumped up
with a look of horror as I raised my tea cup and exclaimed :

“ Madam, did you stop at Miamey ? ”

“Yes,” Ianswered. “ Our plane was forced down by
the storm and I slept there overnight.”

“Do you realize you have been bitten by the deadly
Miamey bug ? Have you had the antidote ?

€ NO.’,

He spoke in Persian to the British Consul-General, who
“without another word dashed to the telephone, called
the German-American doctor at the American hospital,
and arranged for me to go there at once. The surgeon
looked at my finger, decided that it was too late to
administer an antidote, took the name of my husband,
father and mother, in a chilly, business-like manner and
advised me to remain there until the fever, which usually
proved fatal to Occidentals and always serious, should
appear some time within five days.

After many hours, I decided that I might as well
have the fever—fatal or not—in more comfortable
quarters. I ordered a motor car, bolted out of the build-
ing, and drove back to my house.

When I awoke in the morning I was burning with
fever and had every door and window opened wide. By
night I was alternately burning and freezing. Hundreds
of men were assembling in the drawing-room, before the
windows and in the garden. I wrapped myself in a fur
coat and continued to address them as long as my
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endured. By cleven o’clock I could stand the

o. listen to me,” I insist;:d. ¢ Something tells me
1 can outwit this situation and continue on our
to Afghanistan. Instead of sending for the
or, bring me a quart of the best cognac you can
and ask the assembled guests to say the healing
t this command, Shakrullah nevertheless
pfitifl(,i rtturning in a short time with a bottle of
ree-Star Hennessy.” A servant had fired the stove in
corner of the room into a blaze of terrific heat. I
good night and crawled under the blue satin puff,
quite sure about the morning. Lest I should become
jous during the night, Shakrullah made his bed in
all just outside my door. Everyone was caget to
£ any assistance possible. )
eping over the blue puff, I saw the leaves of my
tiful lemon tree shrivelling in the heat. By the time
the cognac was consumed I had fallen into 2 deep
from which I awoke at four o’clock in the morning
r;g as though I had melted. My gown and sheets
dripping. Shakrullah instantly responded to my
for a basin of water, which was placed before the
e by the attendant who had kept it blazing through-
t the night. Quickly I bathed. As 1did so, I felt that
as actually washing away the venom. My fever had
pletely vanished. I felt great! o
“Once again faith, prayer and common sense ha
triumphed over a poisonous death ! =
It may be objected that it was the brandy that effecte
my cure, but to this I reply that the exercise of mental
and spiritual powers sometimes requires 2 physical
“means of expression. When Christ restored sight to the
blind man He took clay from the ground, and spat upon
it, and applied it to the eyes with 2 word of power. I
took the cognac to put my demand behind it. I have

<
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‘ learned more about the laws operating through FAITH
| than I could comprehend at that time.

! I entered the room where dozens of sympathetic callegg
were already waiting and announced that.I had decided
to leave for Birjand, then to Afghanistan or India,
possibly through the Khyber Pass, depending upon thc

1 condition of the roads which wete slippery as glass in

! the mountains, where torrents caused by melting snows
| roared down the precipitous sides.

CHAPTER XLI

TOWARDS AFGHANISTAN

ITH the aid of Shakrullah I obtained a seven-
passenger Buick, engaged a tall, handsome
chauffeur who was half-Indian and half-
sian, and set off for Birjand, armed with a shotgun,
ty of ammunition and four tins of petrol strapped
the running-boards.

1 a2 short time we had left the fertile valley and golden
sque of Meshed far behind, had crossed a dusty,
k-strewn plain, and were winding up a precipitous
el trail. Had we actually encountered bandits, our
would have been of small service, except for its

s at the numerous pigeons for which this section is
ous, and long before we reached our destination we
d run out of cartridges.

As the trail grew steeper, tortuous and coated with ice,
: K horror we passed one camel after another lying
th broken legs, either dead or dying. They had slipped
1en rounding the icy curves and been abandoned by
it owners and drivers. We passed dozens of these
fore we reached Birjand. One, recently fallen, sat
nunching at a small bundle of hay which the owner had
left. If we had only saved one cartridge to put the poor

teature out of its misery !
- “It is the custom of the country,” the chauffeur

explained with an indifference hard for me to understand.
- As for myself, the look of mute resignation in the large
- brown eyes of the camel caused tears to stream from mine
for most of the day.
- Our journey was halted that night at a caravanserai,
- an indescribably dirty and disorderly huddle of wall-
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j

enclosed sleeping-rooms, a combination of bare cells and -

animal enclosure within its %ates.
Extract of letter to my husband :

“ Here T am in Birjand, in the heart of this Asian '

desert, a sprawling town of eighty farsakhs (each
farsakh is fl())ur miles)—south
centre of religious fanaticism which is truly revolting,

“You can laugh at my foolishness for coming here,
but it has been a revelation to me to learn the manners
and customs of the remote villages. I now can under-
stand the extreme viewpoint of the Mussulman »,
Bah4'i.

“ Here, whatever is unusual or off the beaten path
of tradition, is absolutely forbidden and violently
opposed. Only education can alter conditions in
this country so far as religion is concerned, for
reason plays no more part in the daily existence than
it did in ancient Britain in the days of the Christian
martyrs.

“ My visit to Birjand was indeed a surprise to the
inhabitants.

“‘This ruler is an independent prince, a free-lance
Emir, officially under the Shah’s rule, but a ruler in
fact on account of his great wealth,

“This tall, distinguished-looking man of about
fifty, invited us to dine with him the evening of our
arrival.” He explained many things to us as we lounged
in a belvedere, through whose windows I had my first
glimpse of a Persian garden in winter-time.

“He was the first man in these fanatical regions to
advocate education for boys and girls, which he had
done twenty years ago. The mullahs fought hard with
every means in their power to prevent such a con-
tingency, but the wealth and influence of the Emir
prevailed and the schools went up regardless. On one
occasion, when the Bah4’is were attacked by a fanatical
mob, the Emir prevented the Bahd’i children from
leaving school until the fighting had ceased, thus sav-
ing their lives. Since then there has been no active
persecution.

-east of Meshed and 4
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¢ You can believe that it was a fanatical city when

ell you that I could find only one shopkeeper who
ould sell me anything—I was polluted.”

wo days later we were back in Meshed, having forded

streams that gushed across the roads in the valleys.

netimes the Indian chauffeur, who fortunately hap-

-d to be a stalwart Punjabi, was obliged to Rush the

- through the racing water, with the hc.alp of v1llagqrs,

1 with me perched up on the seat—hoping and praying
the water would not reach a vulnerable spot in the

gine.

Rfter 2 mysterious visit to the shrine of Imam Reza,

eighth Imam, in Meshed, which I was able to enter by

nning a chuddar and posing as a Persian woman, I was
py to find myself again outside the city walls.

efore 1 left, a dear old poet, ninety-two years of age,

esented me with an ode which he had composed in

s honour. Literally translated, and with the charm of

- original Persian evaporated, it ran :

“Q ye friends of Khorassan. The time has come to

ice and be gay. . '

“ The hand-maiden from America has come into this

ntry, come to enhearten the friends of God.

<1 et us celebrate her arrival unto us bereft ones of the

ast, and her safe descent from the clouds.

“ From our hearts we pray for her success because of

great courage. She has indeed come from out of the

Jest in accord with the Will of God.” |

I was glad this spiritual man had not witnessed my

utburst on landing from the aeroplane! However, h’l’s.

iching poem seemed a gentle reminder of the Bahd’i

atience I long to achieve.

Motoring to Tihrin, I was glad the Air Company

ad refused me transportation. Now I could pass through

 the villages, see something of rural life in that province.

): Our first stop was at the shrine of Omar Khayydm’s
birthplace, near Nishapur—a marvellous structure of tiles

_in bright colours and pastel shades of blue, approached

DY a fine avenue of trees.

 Omar Khayydm is more celebrated in his native land as
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an astronomer and for his standard work on algebrs,
written in Arabic, and other treatises than as a poet. He
also ranked as the foremost mathematician of the age in
which he lived.

The first tingle of spring was in the air as we arrived
at the little village of Sangsar. !

For some mysterious reason, the news quickly spread
thata rich American Bah4’i had arrived, and I had scarcely
removed the dust of twenty-hours’ travel when a dozen
men flocked to the caravanserai bearing almost blind
children in their arms and supplicating aid” One glance
at their inflamed eyelids disclosed how the combination of
dust, neglect and ignorance of the elementary principles
of hygiene had caused eye disease and blindness.

I immediately extracted a bottle of Elizabeth Arden
eye-wash from my bag and a package of absorbent cotton,
ordered the chauffeur to boil a kettle of water and soon
set to work swabbing the eyes of my first patient. At
least my treatment could do no harm.

The effect on the poor baby was almost immediate.
Joyfully he opened his eyes which had been almost glued-
shut so that he had been obliged to peep through an

- opening the size of a pin-head. The happy father fell on
his knees before me and raised his voice to God. Like one
inspired, I worked before a growing audience of awe-
stricken men, women and children. I must have bathed
at least thirty-five pairs of inflamed baby eyes in half an
hour. Realizing that it would be impossible in the short
time available to explain to these sim})le villagers how
micro-organisms spread infection, I filled several small
phials which they had brought with a diluted solution of
my “ precious lotion” and cautioned them thereafter
to use only boiled water and cloth that had been boiled
to bathe their eyes. Before we were able to shake the
dust of the caravanserai from our tyres, I was besieged
by nearly one hundred fathers, each bearing a tiny glass
phial. These I filled with a solution of the last of my eye

tonic and delivered .what was probably their first lesson
in sanitation and was off to Tihrdn.

Disregarding the Oriental observation that only dogs
—and Americans—walk in the sun, I suffered the penalty
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| convention to select the king of birds recorded b

| é&ll through the early mor%ing hours 1 tossedyézgsg,

| ed with a head full of pain, while this pandemonium g

| grows flapped .and shrieked around the trees. ]?

I ;cakfiast-nmc it had subsided, the concoctor of th
; dlabth plan shinned up the tree and removed th:

) remains of the most memorabl : '
‘ Gock-Robiti sty R orably lamented bird since

CHAPTER XLII

VANISHING VEILS

Y admiration for the work of the “ Women’s
International Association of Aeronautics ” and
the “‘ International Council of Women,”” whose
ership of over forty millions spans the world, is
und. As a member of these organizations I have
ble to open many locked doors.

vspapers and the powers that be had for the most
been most cordial to my efforts. The leading
newspaper featured my activities along women’s
lines in a first-page story with photograhs,
y with this warm-hearted sentiment: “ We, on
ehalf, as well as all the ladies of Persia, welcome
1ank our dear sister for coming to Persia to assist

Persian ladies, however, without executive
ence of any kind, clearly intimated that each
like to become president, whereupon I made the
suggestion that we should make the Queen
dent. Realizing the delicate situation and looking
d the long table, I was inspired to propose that there
be fourteen vice-presidents. I have noticed also
the craving for distinction is a trait not infrequently
tved among men. The caste system is not lacking
Petsia, and they naturally wanted every appointment
€ according to the official rank of the husband—
spective of their own merit and capacity, which
ide impossible the task of delegating offices and tasks
here they would best be carried out. One meeting
1ded in a scene where a beautiful young matron, having
urned from Europe with lofty aspirations, refused
““play ” and tried to stop proceedings. Lacking a
avel, I had to pound my fist on the table to restore
283
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years built up such a hatred and fear of her
that she was finally martyred® by strangulation
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order, whereupon they went home and told ¢t
husbands they had-been insulted. Two of the husbang
called upon me later at my hotel and asked what
really wanted them to do. To them I was able to conye
a picture of the International Council and what it hopeg
to accomplish for the women of the world. They the
advised their wives to attend the meetings and’ liste
to my advice and suggestions. It is difficult, frequently
for women long accustomed to the role of plaything
to realize that they will gain, rather than lose, respect
and love of their husbands by developing themselves:
and really being comrades ancr companions. I belieye
Persian men are no different from all others and sincerely
desire the fullest educational opportunities for their
wives. The great poet, Iraj-Mirza, who died in 1926, was
a man of great feeling and talent and was known as a
champion of Persian women’s emancipation.

Every now and again in life we run across evidences
of an identical thought blossoming out in widely
separated parts of the world at the same time. To
Bah#’is this is a result of the infusion of a new conscious-
ness that always transpires with the coming of a great
Prophet, a great power released into the ether by the
force of the Message itself. An example of this is the
great movement for the emancipation of women.

In 1847, when Elizabeth Cady Stanton commenced
her campaign for the repeal of American laws containing
gross injustices to women, just when at Seneca Falls
she was endeavouring to organize the first conference
towards securing education, the right to own propetty
and many other advances for women, in far-off Persia,
the beautiful and renowned poetess Tihirih (Kurratu
’l ‘Ayn) had recognized the message of the Bdb and was
already an active disciple. With tremendous courage
in the benighted Persia of that time, she travelled from

lace to place, instructing Persian women in the new-
ound spiritual truth, prerequisite of all education.
Symbolic of the freedom to come, she threw aside het
veil, an unspeakable disgrace in the eyes of the orthodox
of that day. Her encounters with the Moslem leaders,
whom she frequently confounded with her brilliance, i

' 2.middle of the nineteenth century marked the
ing in many countries of women’s struggle for free-
To-day, as the International Council and the
men’s League for Peace and Freedom proves, women
becoming 2 stronger and stronger force in the great
national affairs that are partlcu]arly their concern—
as the unity and peace of mankind, and universal
ation. . . _

en the emergence into the industrial and machine
which has made such strides since the middle of
incteenth century has been aided by women who
invented such things as the Jacquard loom; the
gin; the mower and the reaper; the collar
and the sewing machine. Do not be influenced
he name in which the patents stood—frequently
were in that of the husband’s!

e episode in Persia stands out in my memofy.
3xcellency, Teymourtashe, a modern version of a
d vizier, had invited me to go to Enzeli (now named
avi) to welcome the Queen of Afghanistan to Iran,
:company her to Resht, Kasvin, and later to ’Tlhran.
d not sufficient energy to take a two-days’ motor
ey in the terrific June heat after my severe touch
sunstroke. The aeroplane would not be leaving
dn until the day after the Queen’s arrival at Pahlavi,
1 had been going at top speed. Exasperated, I told
ourtashe that I detested everything in Persia and
ld never return. He suggested that my reaction
as due to the opposition of the mullahs who were
ining everything, and to the extreme heat.

Against Dr. Lotfullah’s advice, I rented a large
adson car and motored to Kasvin, following in the
/ake of His Excellency, Teymourtashe, who had
ranged for me to meet worth-while officials in that
cient city.

! Lord Curzon recounted in Persia and the Persian Question the

tal murder of Kurratu’l ‘Ayn as ““one of the most affecting
Pisodes in modern history. . . .’
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L cymourtashe. Is it convenient ? ” and handed

i the Afghan
| dant. Three minutes later .
. me with a card, on which
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After the Minister of Court had paid his courteg
call, I decided to await in Kasvin the Queen’s arrivg
I attended several dinners given by Bahd’is and wqe
later escorted through narrow, winding streets and high-
vaulted bazaars of the old part of Kasvin to a beautify]
landscape garden. It was here that the house had stood
where Kurratu ’l ‘Ayn had been born, andit was here
she had been led to her martyrdom in Tihrin.

By the time the royal procession arrived in Kasvin, E ' ess.
I, 2 woman alone, hadp become notorious  through with aadukzjl:iesw%?;mourtashe, who had been
my activities. Although I had been invited to be 2 the 'nﬁean roup of Afghan and Persian ministers,
member of the reception committee, a local dignitary g Wit ci‘lghoollz hands so imperiously that some
and one of the directors of the affair, held different e e Sted me to shock him. T asked:
ideas and refused to permit me to attend the re- lmp.fler.npter ret for me with Her Majesty ?”
ception of their majesties. He overcame his scruples. Y ?c'll ol'?haxge looked more horrified had Chatlie
sufficiently to allow me to enter the palace ““ Ali Qapu * B dzll aly sneaked up and aimed a gooseberry
gardens, but made it clear to me that the nearest a hixsxlll g
toreigner would be permitted to approach the Afghan . 12 he replied.
rulerg would be thé3 balcony in glge palace garc%ens. ost c‘ef’tamly not ! ”” he rep
From tﬁis place I would be allowed to watch their r}(:tercc')me now, Your Excellency,” I ‘wheddled:
approach. 4 e eeny”
plI:){e gave me a permit which granted the privilege of fmb;r, dltnfﬂf,g‘rljy%l;d in a rat
crossing the wide avenue edged by trees. The palace Y f’ o e
had been closed to pedestrians and blocked off by soldiers e rfp E n(.)t I will find an interpreter for you.
and mounted police in splendid regalia. Half an hout P cane d with the secretaty of the King of
before the scheduled atrival of the royal entourage, I E 'arrarig do the interpreting.
was strolling leisurely towards the Ali Qapu Palace e (s)ente d to the attractive Queen, whose
along the blockaded avenue when the royal procession B Prc he beautiful actress Jane Gowl startled
swung into view. The lone pedestrian on the wide bl}lance t.oetd :neearl;cliously, and invited me cordially
avenue attracted the attention of the Afghan king, who " ereceg’on Dguring an interesting dialogue, I
was driving beside Teymourtashe. When the car drew Lecep he interpreter was antagonistic to the
o i King T loudly enough for me to hear: Te tsee dthafii:cgsslir(l)r? fnd was attempting to steer the

“Isn’t that the wife of the Russian Ambassador to , ].egrszgoirinto any othet channel than et fiwothdn’s

e d fubel sedom and advancement. Not caring for 2 battle of
Teymourtashe turned towards me, bowed profusely, B reforc retired.

and quite audibly replied : E : ing the entire party started

« . 1 4 arly the following morning ;

. \W};y,c no. _'II\'ha; I\SS(/ the reprcfscntliltlve Iofhthe Igzeel;l Tif}lrrén. Great excitement was felt wk_llerz1 1F became
s R o e v vas tvling omeied.
sp?henxgno?nenf rthe ag(;:f)tcye.ssion entered the palace gate - I'shared the general surpfllsc, recalling 2

> ha 1 i €.
I scribbled on one of my cards : i with Teymourtas

- 1 2
i e you at 6.30.
_ the Queen will recetv
Med at my wrist-watch. It was a quarter to

the royal reception-room, the dignitary
J hizdzjrgitr szse}crl me. I am afraid I smiled at

“1 cannot be an

her embarrassed
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A few days before, Mme Sirdar Bahadur, wife of
Minister for War, had invited me to tea. While ther,
was called to the ’phone by Madame Teymourty
Her husband wishecF to see me at once on a mattey
importance.

He told me that the Afghan king had telegraphed
minister at Tihrdn, and later had sent two spe
emissaries to report on the possibility of his Qyeg
travelling in Persia unveiled. Being Moslem 4y
learning of the mullahs’ threats to make a public demg
stration against the Queen’s unveiling in a Mogle
country, the Afghanistan officials naturally presented ¢k
King with a pessimistic picture of their reception
Persia.  Not satisfied with their reports, however, ¢
King had telegraphed the Persian court for advice ¢
the matter. The Shah had been told by Teymourtas
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. wisdom in matters of modern education.
an responds slowly to the changes of progress.
s pace was too rapid for their subjects.
litical jinks ensued. The fruits of their well-
sed efforts were revolt, tragedy and flight.

all Persian women for their anticipated freedom. Accord
ingly, Teymourtashe wished now to consult me abo
this definite problem.

* What is your opinion ? ” he asked. '

“I do not believe that the time has come for th
women of Afghanistan or Persia to remove their veils
even if persmission were granted,” I replied. ““If the
Queen of Afghanistan comes herc unveiled it will helg
Persian women considerably, but she will find that in her
own backward country it will be quite another matter
Meanwhile a new system of education for the women of
Persia should be established before official unveiling,”

“ What then shall we teply to the King of Afghan-
istan ? ”* asked Teymourtashe, “ The King is en route
via Russia.” :

“Send him a wire saying, ‘Do not advise arrive
unveiled,” ” I replied.

The telegram was written, but whether it was ever
sent would be too extravagant a guess.

The attractive Queen wore a smart French suit and
jaunty turban with grace and charm—and throughout
her visits her taste in dress was impeccable. ;

Later history would seem to indicate that enthusiasm
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. Sometimes we reached an altitude of six
et. Within five hours we arrived Marseilles.
| that night at a small hotel at the aerodrome.
amed from the pilot that another plane, also
for Cairo and containing Sir Sefton Brancker
wife of some London air official, had left the day
it, due to a storm over Lyon, had been forced
By flying over the top of the storm our pilot had
other plane to Marseilles. Anxious to best them
and be the first air passenger to arrive at Cairo,

CHAPTER XLIII
SKY WAYS

“I SHOULD like to fly to India,” T told gg

friends in andon one evening at the Sa our pilot to greater speed.

Up to this time no passengers had yet floy ywn the next morning we departed for Pisa.
tl}ere, but I had heard rumours in America that suc crept over the mountain range behind us as we
' o the rising sun. Snow-capped Mount Remo
d to the left and beneath us the cobalt blue
anean gleamed like a jewelled carpet. This
ea has always held a great fascination for me.
vept over Cannes and ten minutes later passed
onte Carlo. We flew as high as eight thousand
ng this part of the journey, then descended near
ng tower of Pisa to lunch with officers and
s of the Italian air force.

to P(_thugal with my friend, Miss Martha Root left
in Lisbon and proceeded to the Canary Isles ,but
without tbe slightest indication that my dream of f
to the Orient would ever come true. Still if you “h
a thought long enough ” it is bound to be translated
the world of action.
The morning after expressing my wish at the Say
; went to Cook’s to make reservgtions for air passage g over Rome proved the thrill of a lifetime. The
Arance, aqd steamer a,ccommodatlons to Egypt and Ind ce of the Coliseum from the air beggared
n Imperial Airways’ plane, I was informed, was leav. on. An Egyptian and an English Reuter
Croydon the following morning at six o’clock (Decem dent, ‘““last minute” passengers, were ex-
I9tﬁ, 1926) on a trial flight to Egypt to gauge the fuel : g enthusiastic comments on the panorama
Ig:at er data for the forthcoming tour of Sir Samuel 2 ut below, when a sudden sideswoop of the plane
ady Hoare to India. And they were willing to take 0 pitched us through the windows and into the
or two passengers. The opportunity had come ! ~ Fortunately—(although we did not learn it
paying approximately the same transportation fare as f iter) we were being piloted by one of Great
steamer passage, I could fly to Egypt in a plane wi greatest pilots, Captain Raymond Hinchliffe.
three pilots, one radio operator and a mechanic. It di y portable I wrote an enthusiastic description in
It, then turned on my small Peter Pan gramophone
at Gounod’s Ave Maria sounded above the even
of three great engines in a pzan of victory.
4ting southward over the sunny pastoral country-
dotted with towns and vineyards, we saluted a
ar friend from a novel angle—the smokinﬁ mon-
esuvius!| Many times I had slowly ascended the
fold Vesuvius, but now I was flying at a terrific

morning found me comfortably settled, ready for t
first part of my journey.

The plane rose over Croydon, headed straight for th
Channel and descended at Dijon in time for luncheo
Immediately thereafter we took off for Marseilles, flying
at an average speed of one hundred and twenty miles a
hour, and soon leaving the fast express train from Patl
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yming Mediterranean.  When instantly, but
late, I realized the heinousness of such an act.
a single seagoing craft could be seen as we
serenely on toward Africa, sometimes as low as
ndred and fifty feet so that the fish were plainly
in the water. After two hours and fifty minutes
o through a sunny sky, we landed at Homs, on
e of the Italian Libyan desert. There was tre-
s excitement among the Arabs at this station
; filled the great tanks of our plane with petrol
d through chamois skins. We lunched on board
ne, then were off again, this time over the sandy
e Where the Senussi reigns supreme. Captain
fe flew high enough to be out of gun range, but
ough for us to watch the tribes assemble in
y ] { e twinkling of an eye—chickens, sheep, camels,
alta the plage carrying Sir Sefton Brancker ove in every direction, Senussi on great horses
about, their burnouses and red kajfiebs flying in the
- They levelled their rifles in our direction but we
high in the air, racing at one hundred and forty
hour, fearful lest our great flying monster
lescend and destroy them.
m, Africa, was our next landing place. From
e flew to Bengazi, where to my utter surprise,
1e British Consul appeared, he proved to be the
t. Palmer, formerly Consul at Damascus, who had
e on his exploration trip across the Syrian
o Baghddd. The other plane had just arrived at
i, and the two pilots, Captain Hinchliffe and
Douglas, conspired together to produce some
agne from the tail of the plane, and in the desert,
¢ grateful shade of the wing of the H66, we cele-
' tlllis delightful chance meeting in the desert in
style |
i€ Italian Governor cabled Malta to have my luggage
arded to Shepheard’s at Cairo, and then entertained
fter which at two gay receptions we flew straight for
gt€at Pyramids. We had plenty of time to swoop
_the Pyramids twice, close enough to see people
lNg on the top, to leisurely salute the Sphinx and
land gt Heliopolis—ancient city of the sun and
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speed over this great volcano, actuall i
$t? ht'hat iiniste‘rl opening in the eartyh’lsoc;lt‘zllr?agcefi
atching the molten flame- ing J
: %iiat 2 thadiaks coloured lava bubbling
ter circling Vesuvius twice we flew o
of Messina to Catania, Sicily, over many l:’eearui?filst a
yards. After lunching in Catania with the Air Forv
the outlying aerodrome, we headed for the open se .
little jewelled towns rapidly disappearing from .
Straight we flew to Malta, and landed one hourSl
thirty minutes later in Valetta, escorted part of the
by two Italian hydroplanes. Our De Haviland Hercy
was the last word 1n comfort, but was not a hydropia

Paraphernalia, our pilot asked his friend] rival i
along my luggage, which contained eerythin:go Ibr
cxcept my vanity case. When we atrived at the aer
drome we found both tyres flat. What our pilot sz
and thought is better left unsaid. The other party sa
arrived and the plane made a speedy get-away a
stung by our disappointment, we decided, after the ty
had been repaired, to make a race to Africa and ove
take it.  While flying over the Mediterranean Capta
Hinchliffe passed a note to me which the radio ,opera
had just received from the other plane: “ You

better turn back, I'm awfully sorry, but I forgot yo
passenger’s luggage | ” Was T furious ! Captain Hinch
};lhﬁ: lf}lgdg;ested going back, but I insisted “ Nothing oOf
- tll?err; ! ’I, will do without my luggage | But we’

the rack above me.
: What in the world is this ? » I asked.
Some new fur aviator caps for the pilot of the oth€
plane,” explained one of the pilots. )
I opened the window and dropped the package int®
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modern airport of Cairo—well ahead of the other p|,
—the first air passengers to fly from England to Egyp

We arrived at twilight, winners of the race, to fac
battery of press photographers. New Year’s Eve, 5
me without even a toothbrush ! I had just one hour tg
to Ave Sherin Pasha and find a complete outfit for ¢
New Year’s Ball at Shepheard’s, where I spent a
evening with the winner of the race, Captain Hinchliff

“ What would you do with international civilizatig
and a bunch like those wild Senussi ? ” he asked.

“Teach them first that the neighbouring world
their friend, not their enemy.”

“ Wouldn’t you like to do the first bit of pioneering ?

“ Nothing I’d like better—but how ? ”’

“I know,” was his sudden inspiration. “1I know
let us print a message like that to them in Arabic a
then fly over and drop showers of the leaflets down.

“ They all love colour even though they hate and fez
people. We can have your neighbourly message printe
on paper of every shade and hue. If they are unable
read they will paste the colourful leaflets on the walls o
their huts. They are said to do this with anything the
find handy, including torn pages from the Korat
Who knows but that their subconscious minds migh
absorb the idea even though they cannot read with thei
eyes.”

We had drifted from banter to serious though
Most men who pass their lives in the great expanses o
sea, land and air share the feeling of man the microb
versus the awe of the universe. Suddenly he leaned
forward and asked me a great question :

“ What /s the matter with Christianity ? The Chutd!
will kick up a lot of dust before it will countenance thi
forward stride ! ”’ :

I did my best to explain historical proofs of the great
cycles of spiritual force in the world that brought about
each successive civilization like peatls strung upoft
invisible thread, each civilization following the 1=
evitable law of all things—birth, growth, matufitys
decay and disintegration of form, so that the spirit might
renew its expression in a higher form of life—for US
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he fourth—dimensional era, _that will brookthr;g
hetween science and religion any more !
“ ter and spirit. 1 sketched the cfycle that is
m;fing to a close, the Adamic cycle from Adamf
anéh who has ushered in “a new cycle o
'uower,” which explains new laws of grea}:ez
lde and scope, and the reason why .scxencseee r?ls
an impasse. Thrgc;—d1mensmnal sc1<;qc;:1 o |
come upon an invxsll?le wall, upon vi/l ich s
inous stop-and-go signal that spells Vi s
lso proves that man-made institutions I1)1 A
\ rilist before the sun whep, t’he'y batter ?égaihat
immutable pt;lr_pose. B?lh?hl;tugl?e 1‘1‘aiv Iiglle g
ill bridge this gap an hole
3 'wlc?ﬂd is %ubject to a law and rulebwhmtlg) 1:1629:?1
isobey ; even man IS forced to submit hyr g
.ep and other conditions—that is to s:a»y‘,1 i
| particulars i govemed——ancrj _ necessarily
: ust have a governor. _
’;ﬂ v?rr:telilg state that “gwhen j:he atom 1s grﬁger}l);;
d. its component parts will be foun e B3
'a according to the same law gov;,rm.t;gown
tion of planets. That every fixed star Igs 1r g
s, every planet its own creatures. - ve ysong;
.’ that Milliken split the atom. My per g
graduate of the University of Callforr}lllg, sa 1
m split when she produced phg)togl:ap1 ic li\trle
of this phenomenon, as she clicked t hlc i -
r of her camera which x}\'?su‘llised for the gre
% Professor Milliken. |
:clllltn;n :c(: C];)x’ls. <« Mankind is at the velr)y begl?(;
BBits existence . . . and has only just qglg{u{l
ce the cosmos outside of itself. It is hardly likely tg
Sret its surroundings aright in the first new momen
2 .
0 Sarzggu?llzcgf « qust-kicking > can block the path in
. ch of evolution. '
?Xég ?}11? dynamic, far-reaching _estal?hsh{)nent ’o’g
Baha’i Dispensation a new world is being born -
synthesis of world autonomy and its accompanying
cratic system of government based on oneness.
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Hinchliffe was thoughtful.

Soam I. T shall i
» always remember his num,
unusual questions. .
}“}1:13 between-dance conversation is memorable
¢ next afternoon, following a camel jaunt from t

ran i g
fgﬂy ltl}?: ft\%ﬂchemp his, he announced his intenjg h items as passbportg‘. and lug%agi. It ﬁommenced
- o A ) at tea-time, but by ten o’clock in the evening,
fromI Isitc;giil’l’k ¢ to be the first woman to fly the Atlap e sched(ljlled foi oug);delfartlcllre Igor the z(tierodrome,
- Ly . blew and the sky blackened above a downpour.
I Wﬂ}[gfbfj ;ol?lewgegct)ﬁid hk%.to have you as 2 masc aneously word was received that the Hindenburg
The trip to Memphi (r:n o élm;.ls ready.. i : not leave until five o’clock in the morning.
whereupon he decidEd ; auie Im to miss his bog gers were standing about the lobby and some
night and consult Sho 'wE;}:il ed.the train to Haifa ready retired when a second message came from
unexpectedly and he tc;%k thinﬁi'st Something came ander Lehman suggesting that passengers who
He kept his word and the cable zéiar?clle:n feoi ff{% - care to rise eatly could sleep on board in the
ching the newspape new nothing whatsoever about zeppelins. My
, delays in com ed me to believe that the giant fish was filled
: gas and that passengers were accommodated in
e cars that hung on the outside of the great
which turned out to be Diesel engines, and in
le ship that hung suspended beneath its nose.
shortly to be disillusioned on this score, for when
ed into the hangar I mutely gazed at people
ing a flight of steps into the very bowels of the
hat f C monster that towered over me. I walked twice
at first aeroplane journe ‘the gigantic 820-foot mystery feeling about the
f an ant waiting to be devoured. Literally fas-
d I ascended the metal staircase and entered its
g interior. At the head of the flight of steps,
ewards were waiting to relieve me of anything
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to Frankfort from Budapest where I was at the
. made all arrangements, flew to London, back
. then a leap back to Frankfort, arriving on the
.ady to start. All passengers gathered in the
of the “Frankfurterhof ” at four-thirty to attend

“You can go anywhere else i

: you like, but C
going to fly the Atlantic, and that’s that‘} ”ycc);lllc?trﬁ
Incomparable friend husband.

Excellent advice, little appreciated until the Hinchlif

Until June 26th, 1936, zeppelin travel held no attrac

tion fo ' .
probler; n:)ef. tiI:II)}é ﬁrslt/Icro}snsllrlng “c,ias brought about by atches or cigarette-lighter, politely explaining
invitation to give a seri y £l sband accepted a pressing he smoking-room was equipped for such require-
School at Geg servill leé ?. ectures at the Bah4’i Summe s and matches were strictly forbidden. In a daze
west about t)llle Zl 3 fa e This would take him owed another steward up another flight of stairs;
steamer. Why ng?esc:e dmy artival in New YORSSS King back over my shoulder I could see through
and save four days {)he up ocean travel, I thoughts glass floor attendants below hurriedly piling up
with him. Itdid ngt’ kuls atriving in time for a visit d bags. At the head of the second stairway I found
s o anothta ¢ long to make up my mind since Self face to face with the great Von Hindenburg’s
Pk sy v er month before my husband would hze bust imperiously resting in a niche in the panelled
aine, our summer home in Green Acte. of the corridor. Then to my stateroom, where, to
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oward the Irish Channel in time for luncheon,
er on the Atlantic. Most of the passengers
early after a day crammed full of exciting
ces and thrills. Of course, there were a few
tters on board who complained about the food
ng English or American—one such detriment
oh the entire six meals eating bread and butter
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my supreme astonishment, I stood in a carpeted gq
with black and chromium table, cream coloured ei
down puff on the bed, an ivory basin that almost ;
off the wall at my touch, but which proved to be m
of celluloid. The door, panelled in some fine may
matetial, opened and shut at the slightest pressure

one finger, reminding me of rice-paper doors in Jap -ing a look of contempt, while the other

There are no air-conditioned mattresses on any stea g rs dined sumptuously on roast venison o
to compare with my bed on that air palace. - o

, _ 'beef with horse-radish sauce. The steward

The next discovery was the baby-grand piano cove e about six o’clock the second morning,
with fine beige-coloured leatherette in a corner of cing our approach to the southern tip of *“ Green-
general lounge, a long room running along one side E n%/fountains » 25 we tore over the ocean at one
the ship facing a row of windows the entire length B i hty miles an hour. Labrador loomed
the lounge and the writing-room. Modernistic furnis - abougt luncheon time, and with the aid of
ings and panelled walls decorated with air routes fya s we watched a bear dash to shelter as the great
pole to pole were the background. 1 accidents st its shadow upon the ground and snow. By
brushed against what looked to be a heavy chromiun ime we were gliding swiftly up the St. Lawrence
plated steel chair beautifully upholstered in monl ast waving throngs on the famous broad-walk
cloth, but discovered it was made of aluminjum., .‘ front of the Chiteau Frontenac Hotel at
the opposite side of the ship, I followed the rust-coloutes RCit
chemically-treated carpet into the dining-room. _ fryém Wagner’s Lohengrin drew me toward
walls were in pastel shades depicting all the denize ainge, where charming Commander Lehman,
of the deep sporting along its length in imagina B the piano, looked up from his only relaxation
waters. Its chairs and inset lounging window ses 3 < We will pass close to Montreal. How would
were artistically done in smart terracotta colou B J rop down over your home?” Too
material. Tables set with gleaming silver and ta ted for words, I was able to say: “I thought
slender silver vases filled with pink roses complet B cord cr(;ssing.” He laughed and added :
the room. Tlifted one vase certain that it must be lead that was accomplished hours ago. We have
at the base. Surprised that it was not, I wondered wh: avelling at the rate of two hundred or more miles
would happen when the ship rose from the grou f since noon ; besides, we must save something
I decided to snatch a few hours’ sleep before taking € B i hext crossing. Go down and tell
at daybreak. Three hours later 1 was awakened by t n Pruss to take you over your house if you think
distant hum of engines and hurried to the dining-rooft an locate it.” I dashed through the bar to the
Dawn was creeping over the misty fields as the g €2 k and sent a radio to my husband, then down the
ship rose graceful as a swan and moved over the Rhi to the pilot ship that hung beneath the nose of
toward Cologne. Windows were crowded Wwit p. With the aid of binoculars I sighted the lighted
passengers sipping coffee as we floated past the magm on Mount Royal. As I pointed to the mountain
ficent spires of the great cathedral. Breakfast WA i

: 3in Pruss called out directions to officers in the rear
scarcely over when we passed over Amsterdam, lookt , cabin and before I could count twenty the ship
down at its unique rows of buildings with oblong

ourts which ran d th t f each. Ove feached St. Catherine Boulevard, dropped low and
cou ch ran down the centre of each.
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must needs be put together again by the hands of .

: Up t
the great mystery of Time, Space and Universzl llilflz

creatures who had caused the divisions.

I felt T had glimpsed my first lesson in geometry
the fourth‘ dimension that eludes even t
modern scientists. It was a spiritual world, an en¢

that crawl about below on the cube.

he greategt
new world, that must be realized by the teeming milll‘

CHAPTER XLIV
UNEXPEC_TED

\[OST brilliant conversation was taking place
at the luncheon at Haifa on my last visit in
une, when I suddenly remembered that I had
n to have my passport »isé’d for Egypt. A
“had been arranged for the following evening at
Iria. There was nothing to do but to go to
em to take care of the »/5¢ and, having missed
’s plane, would have to take the slow journey

ng luncheon someone had entered the dining-
d placed a copy of Babd'u'lldh and the New Era
able beside Shoghi Effendi—who handed it to
- had been translated into the Abyssinian language
fresh from the press in Egypt. I suggested
give it to Emperor Haille Salassie, whom the
ers said had fled to Palestine.

as dark as pitch when I arrived and, due to the
trike which had entered its fourth week, not a
erating in the city. I walked gingertly up the
the King David Hotel. The first thing I'did was to
about the Emperor, only to be told that he had
to a villa a short distance away, and had refused
ome three hundred people during the past few
The hotel manager advised that the curfew
Ing—and that it was not safe to go into the street.
€ hotel taxi-driver likewise assured me that I
1 not get past the gate no matter what sort of
ntials I might have, adding: “ Yesterday I drove
1y sixty-two persons to call upon him—all were
d admittance !

Ddaunted, I rang the bell, after calling upon the
al Knower of all things—an Abyssinian servant
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. educated in England.” .
;vgf)r had returned from the Mount of Olives

- had placed his affairs in Higher Hands. His
. mannet, his sad §rp11e, his deep reverence
his Creator are qualities that go into thf1 com-
n of all true rklloblehmen. I never saw the doctor.
ughnt, !

cre:iv t}ﬁt I}%?n;egorg’s pardon for the intrusion and
v ﬂew down the stucco steps, bqunced mt:i) t{)le

d in a split second was speeding toward the
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instantly thrust a large key into the gate lock. T gy
and asked the sceptical driver to say in Arabic : “ Mag
wishes to see the Emperot’s physician.” He comp)
and the gate swung open with a polite gesture to e
I passed through, dashing past the purple bougainyj]
covered walls and up the twisting steps as one fleg
an enemy. I had but thirty-two minutes to make
Imperial Airways’ plane where I was to address a |
audience at Alexandria that evening.

I collided with the little Greek housemaid who
my message to the doctor. In my most naive ma
I asked if the Emperor was at home. No, he was o
I sat down in the reception-hall and was just finishj
an inscription in the book when I heard a sound 3
turned to find that the front door had opened noiseles:
and the Emperor, the Empress, and the pretty Princessh
entered followed by the children in their proper otd
I probably was more surprised than the Emperor, wi
stood wide-eyed, presumably wondering how
interloper had crashed his gate. I took his hand as
graciously stepped toward me, and said : “ I am one
your millions of sympathizers. I have brought yo
book, hoping that within its pages Your Majesty 1
find the peace and serenity that it brought to Que
Marie of Roumania. It has been translated by one
your subjects at Addas Ababa, whom I expect to
this evening in Egypt.”

He smiled and took a large new gold piece from £
pocket and said: ““ Keep this in appreciation of y¢
thoughtfulness.” Naturally I turned it about in f
hand, and as I did so he said: ““ Most people ask for
photograph, but I am on this coin.” The little Princ
added in flawless English : “It is pure gold, and the
is no alloy in it.” Again I turned the heavy €O
delighted with the gift. The little Princess must ha
been told while in England that some Americans 2
from “ Missouti,” for she added: It is worth abot
four pounds.” *

I inquired from whence she had learned such p_crf
English. She informed me in a most sophisticaté
voice :

e e —————



MODERN CRUSADERS 307

without repairs, that it is old, shabby, insecure

e cellar to the roof. That periodical coat of

.nown to history as periods of renaissance, could

up the deep crevices any more, could not reinforce

mbling walls and the badly washed-out base of

e scientific and religious teachings upon which the

wotld conceptions are being reared. A complete

is needed. There must be a radical revision of

ations which exist, according to our belief,

man and God.

quest for Truth is the aim of human knowledge.

pads are leading to it—the road of Religion and

ad of Science. It does not mean that there

o Truths—a religious and a scientific one. The

ice of Two roads to ONE truth is the result of a

property of human mind which perceives the

only as divided upon Matter and Spirit. We do

rceive a United world, but always one divided
neasurable and unmeasurable Time, Space and
; this peculiarity of human perception had
nown from times immemorial and is the cause
dualism traceable through all of the religious
ilosophical systems. Maya and Brahman of the
Hindu, Matter and Form of Aristotle, the World
s and the World of Things of Plato, the Kingdom
and the kingdom of men in Christianity.

anuel Kant gave us a metaphysical explanation
h duality : by bringing into United (noumenal)
, his Divided Forms of Perception, Man HIMSELF
s Time upon past and future, Space—upon three
sional and many dimensional one, Causality—
ause and effect. Therefore, this Maya, this World
ings, this kingdom of men, this “ phenomenal ”
d of Kant. All that we accept as our physical
erse—is a world created by the peculiarity of
an Forms of perception. We are like a man going
fl an elevator who divides the building upon the
e1—“future ”—floorsand the lower—* past—"" ones,
the building is oNE and Undivided until the
‘ator had started to move. We are like 2 man in a
ding car who, through his own motion, creates a

CHAPTER XLV
MODERN CRUSADERS

HRISTMAS DAY in Betlin, in the
mmnonﬁnm Adlon Hotel, near the lighted %
{ shedding an illumination on the table where
sat with Humc._ Peroff, the Russian scientist and ma
matician. Light sparkled on his silver pencil mm_
mén_ﬁma% penned the following for Sunburst :
No matter from what standpoint we consider
present world’s crisis, a logical and unpartial invest
tion is bound to disclose that the roots of it are locat
deep down in the very recesses of the human so
There, in the secret depth, the real struggle is tz
place, a struggle between God and Devil for the poss
sion of human spirit, and the eruptions caused w
struggle are being manifested all over the world. T
are taking the forms of economical crises politi
commotion or an open war. u
No matter what the EXTERIOR results of this strug
may be, the real result will be established by the outcot
of this INTERIOR struggle. The battle will determi
which shall declare victory, the spititual or the matet
human being—and upon this decision will rest the f
of W:BmEQ for many years to come.
In the frightful crash of this struggle, in the gte
events, of which we are the terrified witnesses, in blog

defeats a New World conception is being born, a nel
temple of human consciousness is being raised. I
place of worn-out traditions—new conceptions 2
being created ; new foundations are being built whe
the old ones have collapsed.  Humanity' suddenl! i
awakening in a crumbling building seems only nol
aware of the fact that this building had stood thousan
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. of Bahd’v’lldh is the only spiritual teaching in
]d that can stand the cold, analytical Reentgen
metaphysical geometry.

not help but feel that his book will become a
across which one may find the long-looked-for
otween science and religion. This may be the
e of the two highways of search into one great |
wed pathway on which mankind may walk without
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youthful age God appeared to him as the M
Father whose bounties are to be begged throu }elr
and prayer. _In our time, in man’s mature age
appeats to him as Universal Reason, the laws o%'
must be studied, understood and obeyed. "
Thete is a Cosmical Process that is going on with

beginning and without end. The aim of it j
EXPANSION of the Universe. Life is not a by-proc;S
of th1§ prc')cess,'but the very ESSENCE of it. Any liv
prganism Is an instrument through which this procegs
being manifested in Time, Space and Causality |
purpose of man’s existence, tlj-?erefore, is to do f;is
In this process of expansion by transforming mar
Into SPIRIT, that is a lower form of space into a hj |
one. By creating his world of appearances the 8
creates a form of space which moves in Time to beco
a higher form. It is up to the man himself to see that }
world of appearances wiLL become 2 higher form
space than the one out of which it has been create
This IS THE purpose of life in general and is the purpo
of man’s existence. By adjusting himself to the Cosmic:
. Process, to this Universal DRIFT, the man is carried wi
it through eternity, or is being left in the back-wates
By taking his part in the work of God or by neglecting
—he creates his own salvation, or his destruction.
~Man steps out of the divided Space, divided Time an
divided Causality into the World of Oneness. He ste
into the Universe of eternal, motionless Truths consciot
of his duty towards his Creator, conscious of the gres
ness of that' road, which he has yet to travel, conscious ¢

hls“responmbll.ity for every step he takes.

The curtain rises up for the next act of the Univers?
Drama. We like actors, who have played their patt
must leave the stage, taking with us our only possession.
which is our redemption and our hope—the conscious:
ness of an honestly played part.”
_ What a splendid crusader he looked, tall and dis
tinguished, with ‘five hundred years of Slavic ancestors
with a spirit of fire, and an air of nobility of birth an
intellect. He is the author of Three Dimensional Skadows
about to be published, in which he admits that the

1ncc.
i

outstanding crusader was Dr. Auguste Forel, the
s Swiss scholar, psychologist and humanitarian, a
authority on the ant. At the age of seventy-two
came a Bah#’i when he learned that Bahd’w’lldh
ago had formulated a definite scheme for a world
monwealth such as his own soul had envisioned.

1e world organization of the nations is inevitable,”
d to me when I paid him a visit at Yvonne,
rland, “ ultimately there will be a world state, a
sal language, and a universal religion. The Bah4’i
ment is in my estimation the greatest movement
working for brotherhood and universal peace.”

Forel’s will contains the following statement :

En 1920 seulement j’ai appris 4 connaitre, 2
sruhe, la religion supra-confessionelle et mondiale
s Bah4’is fondée en Orient par le Persan Bahd’w’lldh
a seventy ans. Clest la vraie religion du bien social
imain, sans dogmes, ni prétres, reliant entre eux
s les hommes sur notre petit globe terrestre. Je
devenu Bah#’i. Que cette religion vive e
ospéte pour le bien de I'humanité; c’est 12 mon
Ocu le plus ardent. . . .7

“In 1920 only I first heard at Karlsruhe of the super-
essional world religion of the Bah4’is founded in the Orient by
Persian Bahd’uw’lldh seventy years ago. It is the true religion of
ian welfare, without dogmas and priests, uniting all mankind

f small earthly globe. 1 became a Bahd’i. May this religion
and prosper for the well-being of humanity ; this is my most
t wish.”
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In the last week of June of 1936, the Unjverc:
City of London became the czgt;e of anggﬁltl};?
group from all over the world, Here were ?!'
from every corner of the globe representatives gfa }1]
religions of every name, each robed in the coloua -
vestments of its particular caste and creed. It Wrs
Congress of Faiths, and its object was to exem l'a
unity of all peoples and races, and creeds. "8

Sir Herbert Samuels appeared as a tall, spjes
crusader, as he rose with that air of poise and auli}f
which comes from long association with the great ¢
of the Orient. He was High Commissioner of Paje
and performed his service with distinction. AtSt
Congress he was the chairman of the Bah#’j Day w
took place in the second week, after brilliant argum'
had been voiced by Buddhists, Moslems, Christj
Hindus and many others. Sijr Herbert int’roduccd
first speaker, Arch Deacon Townshend, of Irel
author of The Promise of Al/ Ages, who read a paper
Egii gSihoghl Effendi. dSir Herbert began: “ Of 4]

ons represented at this gatherin
Fellowship of Faiths, there isgnone s% f;?rzllthf?tt‘:d
express the ideal of this Congress as the Bah4’i teachi

He then gave the principles of Bahd’w’llsh. an
comprehensive short history of the Movement from |
first message of the Bab, down to the plan of the

World O . ! e | ‘
My Elf:}' eird EOW being put into a living organism

On New Year’s Day, 1937, in Paris, at a Ba

Youth Conference, charming young men and wom

were gathered from all over Europe. Lydia Zamen

was reading a paper on the universal lanpu rea
by her father. 'What 4 thrilling sight to s%cat%leiscgl‘o

of eager youth discussi i
authority of those ssing wotld problems with ¢

their plan for order out of chaos.

The Conferenqe took place in the studio of a famo
painter. Mardg_arlta Barty Orlova, the famous Shalk
peatian tragedienne, whom Sir Beerbohm Tree call

conscious of a spiritual basis ft
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test Lady Macbeth of her generation, and I
st speakers.
evening the Youth Group was host at a famous
nt, Where at a horse-shoe table the guests were
n convenient fashion for a specially prepared feast.
 left was seated a brilliant young Persian who is an
on art, and who is called as a consultant at the
s throughout Europe. We had met before
the summer in Germany, where he was arranging
reat art collections at famous institutions.
s trying to carry on an animated conversation in
of diluted French with this interesting person,
lovely Marguerite Wellby sitting opposite, a
te of the University of London, came to the
I could not help marvelling at the light in her
ith radiant eyes like stars shining with enthusiasm
rilling with the adventure of assisting at the
in of a new civilization. It is this glowing
hich pervaded this whole party of intelligent
‘crusaders.
charming and brilliant friend Madame Barry
2 was speaking with her inimitable voice : “ When
it is forever—I do not love Monday and hate on
sday because I have doubted on Tuesday,” she
aking to a young English bridal pair, “ that is
annot comprehend people who claim to love God
Name in the time of Christ and deny Him by
r name a few centuries later.”

e
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_had suddenly appeared. Since individuals refuse
or take a vital interest in their governments or
affairs—what else can they expect? At any

have become conscious of and attained to
solidatity, which may prove one step toward the
' ooal, © World Unity,” if they live long enough

ze 1t.

uires only a slight knowledge of what is going
ind the scenes to realize that another world war,
Jevastating than the last, threatens to break out
one of half a dozen focal points. Our present
jon is shrieking in its death pangs. Unless some
f social organization is found to replace our
ompetitive order, mankind is doomed.

anity in the past has survived similar crises.
he top-heavy, corrupt Roman Empire collapsed
e burden of political, economic and religious
ms, the Christian faith came to save Europe.
ristianity to-day is no longer a vibrant force in
h civilization. It has become cut off from the
ic and political life and fossilised in the institution
Church. Christian civilization has reached the
age as that which Roman civilization had reached
ime of Christ. Once more humanity awaits a
iritual impetus.

far as I and hundreds of thousands of Bahd’is all
e world are concerned, that impetus has already
ed in the person of the world-inspiring Educator
llsh. Not only did he come to enkindle new
ong his followers, but to bring a definite plan
‘new World Order, which alone can meet the
ing complexities of modern life and save mankind
tter destruction.

1t is this plan ?

ave already outlined something of its nature and
story. 1 have already endeavoured to give a
account of the Forerunner, [the Founder, and his
inted Interpreter, through whom the Bah#’i Faith
itst brought to the West.

eaking in the City Temple, London, in September,
“Abdw’l Bah4 said :

CHAPTER XLVI

WORLD ORDER

URING the nine winters I spent circling
globe visiting seventy-seven countries on
4 quest, I found everywhere human bej
groping through the mists of doubt, fear, hate
discord for an unattainable reality. Monarchs begg:
saints, criminals, industrial tycoons, labourers r;lilita %
gqnerals and fanatics unwilling to kill a ﬁ);—all f;
with the same eternal “ why * that life had once imp
on me. Despite colour of skin, racial origin, so
status, sex—despite the fact that the riddle seemed
one political, to another economic, to a third mors
I saw that all wrestled with the same dilemma. Tn
as Mr. Baldwin said, it is a raving world !
Governments, instead of working in co-operatio
solve the common problem, were split by jingoi
natlona11§m, militarism, economic selfishness, class bi
ness, religious and racial antagonisms. Strong natic
dominated weaker nations or snarled at each other, |
hungry dogs disputing a bone, for the privilege
exploitation. Mental and moral mediocrities wield
the iron claw of dictatorship through fear, illuso
promises with their chauvinistic appeals to the mob
resulted in wars—ready to sacrifice the life blood of th
subjects to retain their own slipping sceptres.
_One thing, however, which may be said in favout
dictatorship is the unquestionable fact that so far as
masses are concerned they have been ““ £nocked consciot
People were like bears hibernating in their holes
winter. One day they were rudely awakened from the
torpor by the clattering din outside, which brougt
them scutrying forth in panic to look around—to fif
out what the row was all about, only to discover that
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. The greatest efforts by the most idealistic
5 1}111?3 are cox% lefe.ly frustrated by the warping of
y individual interests.
’rzlsl;}?’s World Otder is the Golden Age of Man,
isioned since the race began; the long-expected
Universal Brotherhood. .
> starting-point of this Golden Age is the change
e single cell in the social organism, each humz;ln
; a change that has been and can only be wrought
e devotion aroused by the inspiration of a divine
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“This is a new cycle of human power. Aj
horizons of the world are luminous, and the world
become indeed as a garden and a paradise. [t it
hour of the unity of the sons of men and of the
together of all races and all classes. You are |of
from ancient superstitions which have kept men ignop,
destroying the foundations of true humanity.

“The gift of God to this enlightened age s
knowledge of the oneness of mankind and of
fundamental oneness of relj ion. War shall Ce: = .
between nations, and by the Z%(/ill of God the <) jon. Individual consc1ousne<sis-' mmtf Chzll'lz%euﬁi(im
Great Peace” shall come: the world will be seen : ntric greed to the understanding Ob e i the}i,;
new wotld, and all men will live as brothers,” e and love mean as between human elr?l%r ke

Where is this “garden of paradise ” ? asks relations. Economic equity, peacei, (l)ltﬁll * odlig
sceptic, “ among all the agony and strife—where js it. progress—human happmess_ilpur ig S (Y o
—The very “agony and strife ” are the death S I be ours when we are }Vlhmg wocivilization.
the old moribund forms, the birth-pangs of the ate egoism to the claims o }tl 3 Sn eirit of viher Nuwr
The first law of physics states that twa things ca It upon this foundation, the Sp )

d Order, the outer Form includes B Eale

A decadent civilization is giving way to the cleans threefold world government .mlt ’ agl es a?nong
force of the new. The world is cleft in two—ez ally enlightened and executively capﬁ iloioe
man must take his stand for one or the other. lons’ representatives, untainted by the machina |

Isn’t this a repetition of Christianity, Judais of any political party or parties. sineEedineralidiine
Buddhism, every religion? I have been asked thi ing with the commgnlt)I coun B TG N
thousand times from every type of mind, > national and international councils, 1 . ol

Truth is one and indivisible. Bahd’w’lldh consta is Worl'd _Order b_ec_gines an integlria iblf:rto také
reiterated the words of all great Prophets, but he | g altruistically, eligible to vote, ble;gn i
added much that fits the needs of this era which } ‘Every person and every pro d ol
never been uttered before. sic merit and apart from present-day . po

In his own words : “ This is the ancient path cleat ammes. . .
of debris.” For the first time in historI)Dr both >mpulsory Cducatlon_moragc}llt?rf : igdg;%téggail
Spirit and World Administration have been definite 1g for every human being, flenka r’;alc s Tl
outlined by the Messenger Himself—not a form © Pective of race, class, or out ootr, By
ecclesiastical ritual, but spiritual truth applied to e advanced in His time in a coufn yd T,
social order. n the most gnml_tlve country of to-day, b g

Evolutionary, not revolutionary, are the processes O Ocated the education of gitls as of Pr'l?zag,slmlf‘lis ibor
this World Administration. If Herbert Spencer sa they are the mothers %f futufle rcivla: thelimitetlon
golden conduct ‘could not be expected from leade  that the limitation of t ngt. » 57 T w—r
instincts, then no political alchemy can make a goldet € man. A complete e uc%tlon to the community
society out of leaden individuals. We watch the desperal idual a constructive contri hqtor ﬁ r capacity.
drama of the leaders of men struggling to bring orde Which he lives, according to his or her cap
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Army ” would be infinitely smaller than can be
omputed, seeing that in case of an aggressive
ent disturbing the peace, the cost would be
1 between all the other nations. ]
enue for education will thus be restor'ed to f1ts
jmportance, more fupds being ava}lablg: or
ose. Instead of an eight-hour day it will b’c
Jbent to work for four hours only to provide life 1s
sities, four hours w1}1 .be free for vocational,
tional and cultural training. .
. inner change of consciousness w1ll”a!so change
ttitude of  beating the income tax ™ into 2 real
ip.
E tme,’glsithilsgsls)lnLE,” « pANTASTIC ~’—these are
ithets that have been hurled at my head a hundred
cs.
bywsg:ﬁ%)than has a free will. He is challenged to
to-day as never before. One path, through greed,
ice, hate, injustice, leads to World Cl)aos.—racg
e, through war, with 1nev1.table economic ruin %r}ll
jon following each other 1n a vicious circle. The
path leads to World Order—race salvatlonf in
ational co-operation, a civilization nevet be! orci
fied collectively, all-embracing, based on the spiritua
fes of justice, wisdom, knowledge and love.
st we go through a worse catacl}fsmgthan 1914
e we realize the path of human destiny : ’
e call of the great Persian can be felt reverberatmg
gh the entire world. Gradually the New Worl
is being established in every one of the seventy-
n countries 1 have visited.
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Economic equity—the Commonwealth of Man 3
phrase in Bah4’i writings distinguished from al]
interpretations. '

The “ common wealth *’ of man is the natural reso
of the earth to which he has applied his laboyy
intelligence. Behind every exchange medium, whe
it be beads or bullion, stands this common wealth.
have mistaken mediums of exchange for wealth ijts
and “ piled up gold *—frozenassets. However econg
expetts may scoff at spiritual principles as the prelimip:
basis of equity, it cannot be denied that a practical se
of the organic unity of the race would go far towa
solving the vexed problem of distribution—the w
world would exchange rather than go to war ab
tariffs. If justice obtained, there would be no exploj
and no exploited. With the universal educat
programme in force, each individual would give -
receive from the community according to his high
capacity.

Such an occurrence as happened this winter at O
could easily have been prevented when I was oblig
to leave the Grand Hotel one bitter cold morning
search of coffee, after a complete walk-out of all ho:
employees in the city. After lugging six pieces of lugg
down six flights of stairs I inquired before lea
how long the management would hold out or whe
they would meet the strikers’ demands. The manag
hopelessly announced his doubts as to whether the h
would ever again open its doors. The emplo
demanded double wages.

A warning for this anticipated social problem
given decades ago in the adoption of the profit-shati
plan of the New World Order, in which all employe
participate even to the smallest unit. Many of
world’s most important business concerns have adopt
this just economic measure to their advantage.

Taxation is on a justly proportioned sliding scale, @
will decrease proportionately when, instead of a €O
tinuous scramglc in competitive armaments, we cafl
adequately protected by an internationally maintatf®
police force on land and sea. The cost of this protect!

was only gradually that I became aware that my
l personal problems were part of the larger moral,
tical and economic problems of the world.

My first thrill at finding in Bahd’w’lldh the answer to
riddle of self has grown with my discovery that
8 New World Order, which is also a philosophy and
vay of living, is a fourth-dimensional answer to the
Ber riddle of a three-dimensional world.
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It is glorious to have found one’s self. It jg
glorious to be able to identify one’s self organical]
the great living world, to be able through the poy
meditation and prayer to partake of the wealtk
creative energy emanating from God, to understang
complex reality in the divine plan which is unfg
and to see day by day the principles and concepg
this matchless Faith becoming a living part of
political and economic life.
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