






















Dunedin. 

A CERTAIN gentleman had a clever dog named 
Fido, that dearly loved to lie at his master's 
feet on the hearth rug. One day Fido had been 
very naughty; he had made an attack on a 
favourite cat belonging to the people who lived 
next door. It seemed that the dog had found 
puss eating some scraps that had been thrown 
to her, so he drove her out of the yard, and ate 
the food she had received. He had just finished 
his stolen meal, when he saw his master coming 
towards him. Knowing he had done wrong, he 
at once slunk off to his kennel. About half-an­
hour afterwards, as the gentleman was sitting in 
his easy chair reading the evening paper, he 
heard a gentle knock at the room door. Open­
ing it, he found Fido standing with his master's 
slippers in his mouth, and looking very anxious, 
as if in doubt about the success of his plan. The 
gentleman was so much amused that he took the 
peace-offering, and Fido was allowed to take his 
old place at his master's feet. 

-BESSIE WESTWOOD. (Aged IO years.) 
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Whangarei. 
DEAR DANA-I thought you would like to hear 
from a Lotus Bud living among the Maoris. I 
read with interest the "Lotus Buds Journal" and 
I think it is a very artistic magazine. 

My father is the teacher of a Maori school 
near the ·whangarei Harbour. We can see the 
steamers, yachts and launches plying to and fro. 
Just below the house is a kauri gum swamp 
where native men and women, very often with 
babies strapped on their backs, dig for the gum, 
and sell it in Whangarei. 

On two sides ot us, and at some distance 
away, are Maori houses, some of which are 
mere huts made of raupo, or bulrush leaves, 
while others are wooden houses. 

At the back of the house there is a manuka 
or ti-tree scrub, which gradually merges into the 
big bush, in which are lovely palms, and tree 
ferns that delight the eye. 

There are not many birds in the forest, but 
some of them are exquisite singers, and seem to 
enjoy ecstatic existence. The bold, friendly 
little fantails do not sing beautifully, but they 
make up for this by their entertaining ways. 
Several times the little birds have come with­
in two feet of me. 

There is no regular church in this village, 
so my father and I take walks in the forest, 
enjoying the sights and sounds of Mother 
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Nature, and conversing by the way. It 1s 
pleasant karma to be so near the wood!?. 

We have a launch, and have named it 
"Adyar" to remind us of the beautiful characters 
living there.-Y our loving bud, WINIFRED E. 
MILLER. (Aged 12 years.) 
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A KINO. 
T'was a king, who dwelt in a palace grand­

So grand, that, what do you think? 
Wherever he looked, on either hand, 

The walls were of beautiful pink I 
Beneath, a carpet of gold was spread; 

As rich as the costliest crown. 
And lo, for a ceiling, high overhead 

The blue of the sky looked down. 

And never a king in tale or song 
Enjoyed such wonderful care 

The air that he breathed the whole day long 
Was laden with perfume rare; 

And walls and floor, in a scented bath 
This palace was sprayed each night­

A marvellous, delicate aftermath 
To a day of sweet delight. 

And when he was hungry ( this fortunate pet ) 
He made no beck or call 

But turned where a table was always set, 
And ate of the pink, pink wall! 

Now what was his name ? Pray don't ask me 
Perhaps some scientist knows. 

For he was a beetle who lived, you see, 
Deep in the heart of a rose. -Edwin L Sabin. 



QUESTION PAGE. 
Conducted by CHITRA. 
5. How many lives do we have ? 

IF by "lives" you mean earth-lives or lives in a 
physical body, then, seven hundred and seventy 
seven is the latest average given; but you know 
what an average is-there are both large and 
small numbers in the sum from which it is 
obtained, and we think it wiser not to make 
very definite statements on these matters. 

Much depends upon which group one be­
longs to: you know that some egos spend a 
very long time in the astral and heaven-world 
between lives, often from a thousand to a 
thousand two hundred years, while others are 
usually in those regions for only seven hundred, 
or even three hundred and fifty years, so you 
see that those who spend the longer time on 
the higher planes must necessarily have a smaller 
number of lives on earth. Then again, at the 
beg-inning of our lives as human beings, we all 
incarnate much more quickly than, say, at the 
end of the fourth and fifth races, and when one 
is nearing the end of human evolution he again 
incarnates very quickly; for instance, one of 
our most advanced teachers of to-day spent only 
three years between last life and the present 
one, coming straight back from the plane with­
out entering the heaven-world at all. 

It is possible to lessen the number of earth 
lives, when we understanct God's laws. 
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6. Where does a rnan's spirit go, when he dies? 
THE " spirit " is not yours, it is you. It is a 
portion of God-a Divine Spark and never dies; 
a body dies because the spirit leaves it. For 
thirty-six hours after death a person is attached 
to his body by a thread, called the thread of 
Life, and during this time he rem:iins in a 
dreamy state, thinking over all the experiences 
of the physical life that has just ended. After 
that he lives on the astral plane until all his 
passions are worn out, and then his astral body 
dies and he enters the heaven world, for only 
that which is pure can enter heaven. Everyone 
who has a single spark of purely unselfish love, 
even though it be love for a dog, goes to heaven, 
but it will not be the heaven of a saint. We 
all have just as much happiness as we can 
respond to. 

Heaven is the mental plane and in it we 
make into character all the experiences of the 
life just over, marking those things which hurt 
and hindered us, as wrong; and those that gave 
us pleasure and helped us, as right. In our next 
life on earth the memory of this marking is 
conscience. 

7. What happens when a man has finished in­
carnating? 
A MAN does not finish incarnating until he has 
passed the fifth and last great Initiation and 
is then a liberated soul, before whom stretch 
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seven great pathways, only two of which have 
any connection whatever with our earth. 

Those whom we know as Divine Teachers 
or Masters, such as the Master Jesus and the 
Christ, chose the path which led them back to 
earth: renouncing the bliss which was rightly 
Theirs, They took on human bodies and remain­
ed on earth to teach us. 

It is because They take pupils that we speak' 
of some of these Great Ones as Masters. 

8. Are the members of the Great White Lodge all 
Masters who have learnt all that earth can teach 
them'! 
No, the members of the" Great White Lodge" 
are not as yet all Masters. 

Directly a man passes the first initiation, 
he becomes a member of the Great White 
Lodge, he is what the Christian Church calls a 
"saved" man, he has been born again, and 
having passed this first stage, there is nothing 
in heaven or earth that can prevent him from 
passing the other four. He has gone beyond 
normal human evolution, and has joined the 
ranks of super-men. When he has passed all 
of the five initiations, seven great paths lie 
open before him; of these only one leads l>ack 
to earth life and the "Great Renunciation"­
the renunciation of Nirvana or eternal bliss. 
He who makes this choice must stay with 
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Humanity till the end of this evolution, and if 
he takes pupils we call him a Master. A small 
number of our Humanity are now living on 
earth as Masters. Many more have chosen 
paths which have led them away from our 
earth, they too are members of the "Great 
White Lodge." 

LITTLE SMILING-FACE. 
Sweet Smiling-Face went everywhere, 
Through crowded mart and city square; 
She journeyed far on country road, 
In homes of high and low abode; 
But here or there, or far or wide, 
She still met smiles on every side. 
"'Tis clear," said happy Smiling-Face, 
"This world's a very pleasant place." 

-A. Hawes. 

DEVOTION. 
IN order to recognise the Great Teacher when 
he comes, we are told we must try to cultivate 
the qualities of Gentleness, Steadfastness, and 
Devotion. 

We have thought of the qualities of Gentle­
ness and Steadfastness, and how to develope 
them within ourselves. Now let us consider the 
quality of Devotion. 
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Devotion is another word for love. St. Paul 
once said, if we had all the virtues and had not 
love, they were worth nothing. Real love or 
devotion is unselfish; it never looks for reward 
nor praise, but only longs to give all it is, or has, 
to the object loved. 

Any undertaking that is to succeed, must 
interest people who are willing to give their 
time, their money, their thought, and their love 
to it. 

Now we are all looking for the coming 
of the Great Teacher, the Lord of Love and 
Compassion, and all of us must show our love 
and devotion in every way possible. 

Mr. Leadbeater ·says, we owe the Masters 
our deepest gratitude for having given to the 
world again the teaching of Theosophy, for 
although there have always been some who 
knew and guarded the teaching, yet these were 
not open for all the world to learn. 

Do you know, the details of the coming of 
the Great Teacher were planned by the Holy 
Ones many thousands of years ago, and it is our 
privilege to help to herald His coming if we 
will. It will not matter to the work should we 
neglect our part in it, for there is always another 
ready to take the place of one who fails, but it 
will matter to us that we have refused, and such 
an opportunity may not come again to us for 
many lives. "If a hint is not taken, if a word 
is missed, it is lost for ever; for He does not 
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speak twice." So let us determine to show 
devotion by doing everything that it is possible 
for us to do, in the very best way. Not by the 
things we want to do, but by those that we 
have to do, can our devotion be most perfectly 
expressed; for we know that each has the work 
that is necessary for his development, and in this 
way the plan of evolution is fulfilled. 

Keeping this in mind, let us try to do the 
work the Masters are now giving to us, which 
is to prepare our own hearts and the hearts of 
others to recognise the Great ·Teacher when He 
comes. It is only by being ourselves filled with 
love to all God's creatures, that we shall know 
Him who is the Lord of Love. 

The poet Coleridge once wrote :-
" He prayeth best who loveth best 

All things both great and small, 
For the dear Lord who loveth us 
He made and loveth all." 

We are then to show our gratitude and love 
to the Masters and to the Great Teacher by 
work, and Mrs. Besant says "There is no great 
work and no small work. There is only one 
work, the Divine work in which the Masters are 
pleased to let us assist Them. " We must never 
weary then in trying to do Their work, rather 
let us make our life joyous and happy, by filling 
it with gentleness, steadfastness, and devotion, 
so that we may know our Lord when He comes. 

-M. S. 
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SALLY. 
(THE STORY OF A PET MONKEY.) 
WHILE I was travelling through Borneo pros­
pecting for gold on behalf of the Austrian 
government, a native hunter arrived at my camp 
one evening carrying a Waa-waa monkey, which 
he had captured in an ingeniously constructed 
cage made of split plaited rattan cane. Now_ 
the waa-waa is a rather rare monkey in its 
native land of Borneo, and it also has the merit 
of being a very pretty one, covered as it is with 
long silky grey hair. The hunter was anxious 
to sell and I to buy, so we were not long in 
coming to terms, and Sally, as I named her, 
became my property. 

At first she was inclined to be sulky, but one 
of my Malay boys named Ibraham, who by the 
way would have made a small fortune as a 
monkey trainer in Europe, took her in hand, 
and in a few days she was as much at home in 
the camp as if she had been born and reared 
there. 

A split rattan belt was woven round her 
waist by Ibraham's deft fingers and to this was 
attached a very light steel chain. At first the 
chain used to annoy Sally and she would shake 
and bite it, but finding she made no impression 
on it she soon desisted. At last she grew so tame 
that the chain was dispensed with in the daytime, 
only being used at night, and she was given the 
freedom of the camp. I used to make a great pet 

327 



of her and we were capital friends, but on the 
whole she was more attached to her first love 
Ibraham, who used to feed her and on whose 
shoulder she used to ride when we were on the 
march. He used to spend a lot of his time 
teaching her tricks and a remarkably apt pupil 
she became. 

The first thing in the morning he used to 
bring me my "chota hazri" (little breakfast) 
a cup of coffee and a bit of toast. On these 
occasions Sally always accompanied him. Then 
Ibraham would say "Kahsi tabak summa Tuan" 
(Give good day to the master) and she would 
salaam in true Oriental fashion. 

I-Je also taught her to sit up and eat her rice 
out of a plate, and I have often come on the two 
of them sitting side by side eating their rice 
together. . 

She was inordinately fond of pine apples, 
and if she saw me eating one would come along 
and tweak my trousers to attract my attention. 
If I took no notice she would climb up my leg 
and from thence to my shoulder, and gently 
pull my ear, at the same time extending a small 
black paw for her share. 

Her pet aversion was a snake. Sometimes 
I would shoot one and bring it back to camp for 
the purpose of skinning it. As soon as she saw 
it, she would run up the nearest tree, and, 
perched on a branch overhanging it, would 
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chatter and scold continuously, nor would she 
come down till the hated reptile was removed 
from sight. 

Among the various animals I had collected 
in my travels was a Siamese cat, a privileged 
personage who always slept at the foot of my 
bed. On one occasion, returning to camp I 
found Sally in my "sulap" (small native hut), 
industriously trying to bury the cat who was 
fast asleep, with feathers which she had obtained 
by tearing open my pillow. She had the cat 
nicely covered all but one ear, and as fast as she 
put a feather on this, the ear twitched and the 
feather fell off. $0 engrossed was she in her 
task that I remained unnoticed. First, she tried 
a big feather, then a smaller one, but the result 
was always the same. At last, apparently be­
coming exasperated, she seized the offending, 
member and gave it a vicious tweak. The next 
minute an exceedingly annoyed and righteously 
indignant cat was chasing a badly scared, mon­
key up the nearest tree. 

On leaving the Far East to return to New 
Zealand, being unable to take her away with 
me, I gave Sally to Ibraham who promised to be 
kind to her and never to sell her, and although 
my faith in the veracity of the Malays is limited, 
I fancy he was too fond of her not to keep his 
word.-REX, THE EGYPTIAN. 

Sent you by your loving friend, RANGI. 
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THE TWO DOVES. 

PROLOGUE. 

HEAVEN AND LOVE. 

OUT from the Great Light which is Love, came 
two little Loves-Thoughts of God-delicate 
fairy forms they were, with silvery gossamer 
wings, and bodies which shone with tints of 
palest rose and eyes through which secret tender 
love beamed forth. 

Poised on the edge of infinitude, eager, 
expectant, waiting, a Voice came softly to them, 
"Go little Loves-Sparks of my Being-Go unto 
the sad planet Earth, where ye have been many 
times, and show to one poor sinful mortal the 
God-like virtues of Loyalty and Devotion" 

Then swiftly sped the little forms through 
lustrous space, beautiful flashing colours and 
exquisite music blending around them for many 
a span. 

Gradually the colours became dim and faint 
and far away; a curious sense of heaviness and 
thickness seemed to choke them; still, onward 
and outward they pressed till-suddenly, they 
lost consciousness and knew nothing more. 

EARTH. 
THE WOMAN AND THE DOVES. 

UP in a snug corner of a hay-loft was built a 
little nest of straw, and within were two little 
doves-soft and grey-almost old enough to fly. 
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One day a boy took them from the nest, 
and put them into a large cage, where they lived 
happily for many months, and then they were 
put in to a small box and carried to a train. 

After what seemed a very long and terrible 
time to the little creatures in the box, the train 
stopped; and they were lifted out and carried 
in a great lumbering cart with many other 
things, to a desolate looking homestead. 

Here a large cage was made for them, and 
into it they were gently placed by a sorrowful 
woman whose features were drawn and marked 
by suffering. 

Daily she fed .them and talked to them, 
watching with sad and envious eyes their 
evident love for each other. Often she would 
stand and gaze at them wonderingly, realising 
that though only a pair of birds, they had 
something, which she, with all her striving and 
longing had as yet failed to grasp. 

Soon the day came when she opened the 
door wide for the doves to come out, sitting by 
and gently calling to them; slowly-very slowly 
they ventured-till they both stood on the grass 
at her feet, looking up at her with such eyes of 
love and devotion, that for some unknown 
reason, tears came to her eyes. 

She had given them the names of Jacky and 
Perky, which somehow seemed to suit them. 
Early every morning she would call, and the 
answering coo was never long in coming. As 
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she vratched them she saw how careful Jacky 
was that Perky always had plenty of corn, he 
would flap his wings to frighten away the small 
birds that came for a share of the food, but 
when Perky had finished eating, he allowed 
them to have all they wanted. 

Their favourite place for preening them­
selves was on the top of a high chimney, and 
down below was a stove in a kitchen. 

One morning Perky fell down the chimney, 
and the woman, hearing a slight noise, rushed 
to the stove, and opened the flue, but before she 
could get the bird out, the smoke had suffocated 
it. The poor woman was heart-broken for she 
loved the bird dearly, knowing that it and its 
mate had taught her many things. 

Jacky called and called from the chimney­
top, but no answering coo of love came to him. 
He followed the woman in and out of the house, 
seeming to think that Perky was still inside, 
and he cared about nothing but to sit on one 
of the doors and watch. In the evening he 
went to his solitary perch and in the morning 
early, when the woman called "Jacky Love, 
come and have your breakfast," he would answer 
back from roof or chimney; she knew he was 
lonely, but could not find a suitable companion 
for him. 

Shortly afterwards the family removed to 
another district. Jacky of course was carried 
in a small box, and on arrival was put into the 
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large cage and kept in for over a week. Then 
the woman thinking that he had forgotton 
Perky, opened the cage for him to come out. He 
stayed with her for awhile, pecked about and 
preened himself by her side, and then, thoughts 
of his little mate came to him and he flew up on 
to the roof, looked about, flew up higher, circled 
round,-then, Loyal little Heart-went straight 
as an arrow, back to the tall chimney where he •• 
had last seen her. 

He was caught by a friend and sent back 
with great care. For nearly three weeks he was 
kept in the old cage, but he fretted, and he never 
forgot. 

Then one day a neighbour's little child 
came over and opened the cage door, and Jacky 
had his liherty once more. He walked about 
and looked with such fond eyes at the woman, 
who talked to him softly, but all the time he 
was cooing to her, he was saying "Goodbye." 
Presently he flew in the air, up and up, until 
like a flash of soft grey light he disappeared 
into the rosy mist which was creeping up with 
the sunset. 

Did he go to seek his mate? and did he 
find her ? I think so-He was never seen again. 

THE RETURN. 

Out from the thick murky atmosphere of earth 
appeared two bright living forms, brilliant as 
the fairest Summer morning, soaring on pinions 
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free as air,-away, away-through azure and 
gold into the Heart of Light, which is Love. A 
Voice whispered softly to them, "Welcome my 
children. Little l,oves-Sparks of my Being­
ye have done well, come to my Heart of Love, 
and rest." 
FINIS. 

DOWN on the earth a woman walked slowly, 
thinking over many things, sifting and sorting 
the actions of her past, seeing where she had 
failed, and how little she had gained, realising 
that Loyalty and Devotion to an Ideal, are the 
two gems of great price, which are to be striven 
and worked for. Slowly and deliberately she 
decided that nothing should hinder her from 
doing her utmost to live the life of Loyalty and 
Devotion taught to her by the two Doves.-

FAITHFUL. 

'' Oh, a trouble's a ton, or a trouble's an ounce, 
Or a trouble is what you make it; 

And it isn't the fact that you're hurt that counts 
But only-how did you take it ? " -Anon. 

"If your face wants to smile, let it; if it doesn't, make it." 
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THE MERCIFUL KNIGHT 

ONCE there was a Knight who had an enemy, 
that was not an uncommon thing in the days 
when armoured Khights rode abroad, but there 
is a beautiful story about this particular one, 
and I should like to tell it to you. A time came, 
when the Knight's enemy was at his mercy, but, 
instead of drawing his sword and killing his, 
persecutor, he spared him and allowed him to go 
on his way unharmed. Then this merciful 
Knight entered a chapel, and knelt in prayer 
before a figure of the crucified Christ, and as he 
knelt the figure on the wall bent forward and 
kissed him upon the forehead. 

Nowadays, we don't have enemies such as 
this Knight had, but if someone treats us meanly 
or speaks unkindly of us, and we are not very 
wise, we feel inclined to pay him back in his 
own coin, and so a feeling of enmity arises. If 
we see a weak joint in his armour, we don't as a 
rule want to overlook the weakness, do we? 
As we grow wiser, we shall learn to spare the 
feelings of others, whether they be friends or 
so-called '' enemies." For if we show tolerance, 
forbearance, and love, sparing others when they 
are at the mercy of our criticism, and returning 
kindness for unkindness, and good for evil, we 
shall become merciful Knights, and we too, may 
feel the kiss of the Christ upon our foreheads. 

-KAORU. 
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WHEN GRANDMAMA WAS YOUNG. 

Words by J. L. LAWSON. 
Rather fast marching time. 

d' . t I I : s I m : r I m : d I l1 : t, I 
1. When grand - ma - ma was young, she says, Young 
11. They nev - er spoke till spo - ken to, They 

I d: d I d.r:m.f I s :- 1 m: d'. t 11 : s I m : r.r I 
folks were not like we are, They were al-ways good, be it 
nev - er con - tra - diet - ed, Their par - ents nev - er 

I m : d I l1 : d I t .. d : r I s, : t, I d :-. r I d : s. f ! 
un - der - stood, They nev - er shed a tear, The 
found a fault, Or pun - ish - ment in - flict ed, Then 

RIL. 

I m : s I I : t I d1 : s I m : s. f I m : s I l : t I 
lit - tie girls wore cork-screw curls, Which were al.ways in their 
gran - nie laughs in mer - ry fun, She says we're just like 

In time 

d': - 1 t: d1• t I I : s I m : r I m : d 1 11 : d I 
pla - - ces, The lit - tie boys ne'er broke their toys, Or 
mo - - ther, Then bids us play while we are young, And 

1 t,. d : r I s, : t, I d :-.r I d : 
went with dirt -y fa - - - ces. 
al - ways love each oth - - er. 

Note.-Teachers may obtain music on application to "DANA." 








