









































THE GOLDEN CHAIN.

Onward, ever onward !
Sounds the glad refrain :
We’'re, a band of workers
In the Golden Chain.

Link by link we’ve forged it,
Tiny links of light,

But 'twill bind all nations
If we keep it bright.

Ready, then and willing,
Striving to attain,
Each to do his duty
In the Golden Chain.

Even little children
Can be brave and true:
Spreading joy and sunshine
All the wild world through.

So we’re formed together
One great Brotherhood,

Trying each to further
Universal good.

Thus by love and kindness
Without blot or stain,

Through the countless ages
Lives the Golden Chain.

[Teoccodi{foackeccod]]
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“PUTTU ” FESTIVAL AT MADURA.

DEAR BROTHERS AND SISTERS.—There is a big
Hindu Temple at Madura. The God worshipped
in that Temple is Siva, known by the name of
Sundaraswara or the beautiful Eswara, and the
Goddess worshipped is Parvathi. Once a year a
Festival known as “Puttu” Festival takes place
at Madura. In the history of this Temple there
are stories saying that Siva appeared to men in
former days and gave help. These appearances
are called His “ leelas” or beautiful plays;one
such is celebrated every year is this “Puttu”
festival, It will be pleasant to you if I describe
it. ‘Puttu’ in Tamil language means a sweet-
meat made of rice-flour, ghee and sugar.

The story runs thus:—

Once upon a time there was a king at
Madura, named Pandiyan. The ‘Vaigri’ which
flows by Madura was in high flood, and the city
was in danger of being destroyed. Pandiyan
was sorry when he heard the news, so he ordered

thgt each house should send a man to the river
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to throw earth and raise the bund, so that the
river water might not flow into the town.

There was a poor old woman who had no
help, neither had she money for paying any man
to do work for her. She used to make and sell
‘puttu’, so she made ‘puttu’ on that day, and
when a coolie came to her she said she would
give ‘puttu’ to him if he would work for her
and throw earth on the river-bund. The coolie
agreed and got ‘ puttu’ from her. He went with
his basket and spade to the bund. The other
men were working very hard throwing earth on
the bund but this coolie went hither and thither,
sang, spoke, ate ‘puttu’ and did no work.

The king came there with a canein his hand
to see how the men were doing the work, and
saw this coolie alone idling his time. The king
became angry and struck the coolie with his cane
leaving a mark on the back where the blow fell ;
and the coolie, as well as the basket and spade,
became invisible as soon as he was struck down.
The king was very much surprised to find that
both he and all the coolies at work, felt the mark
of the cane each on his own back.

The flood in the river became lessand there
was no danger to the town. The king and the
people felt that the great Siva had taken pity
on the old woman and all the inhabitants of the
town and had appeared in the form of a cooly,

so there was no danger from the flood.
—R. Ananthanarayanan. (Aged 12 years.)
239



_4 Stories of Pets.

KITTIE-WEE.
My DEAR BUDS.—The thirteenth story in the
waggon is about a black cat, called Kittie-wee.
When we first met Kittie-wee, she lived
next door to us, with a very bright lady, and a
little girl called Doris. They made a great pet
of her, and she missed them so much, when they
went away to Wellington to live.

At that time we had no cat living with us,
and the rats were having quite a good time. It
was not at all unusual for us while sitting at
dinner, to see through the window a rat or two
taking a quiet promenade in our garden. In
the shed, they simply played havoc with every-
thing. Ifthey found the bag of fowl-feed closed,
they made a hole through it and helped them-
selves, and in the morning the corn would be
running on to the floor through thehole. They
would gnaw the horse-cover or anything else
they found there, saddles, an overcoat, or any-
thing that took their fancy.

When we invited Kittie-wee to live with
us, all this was changed. She was an expert

rat catcher;there is not a shadow of a doubt
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about that. In the morning she would have
poor Mr. Rat lying near the back door, and if
we did not at first notice him, she drew our
attention to the fact, by a peculiar sound she
made. We always say that Kittie-wee talks;
she has so many different tones, in which she
tells us different things, that we have grown
quite used to them. How very, very pleased
she appeared, when some one, looking at her
prize, talks to her in return, saying “Good
Kittie-wee, good cat, we shall soon have no
more Mr. Rats visiting our feed bags and our
garden, if you go on like this,” and then she
purrs more and looks more pleased, as if she
meant to tell us that she knows it is part of her
business to catch rats, and she thinks she is
only doing her duty and is glad we appreciate
her.

One day, we had a visit from a little child
—a wee one just able to walk and who was fond
of cats,—to whom we showed our little kitten.
She was so pleased that she lay down flat on the
floor to kiss it ; Kittie-wee could not have liked
such a liberty with her kitten, or perhaps she
thought the baby was going to eat it; however,
when we went to look forit soon after, not a
sight of it could we see, and, when we saw the
mother walking in the garden day after day, we
thought, how sad it was that she had lost her
kitten. We all wondered where it could have

gone to, and looked and looked, but could see
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no trace of it ; and we would say to Kittie-wee,
“Poor Pussie, has she lost her kitten, the poor
old cat!” But never a sign did Kittie-wee give,
and we began to think we would never find it,
when one day, weeks after, we found it was
hidden away behind some boards and sacks in a
very remote corner, and grown to be quite a
different looking kitten, with its eyes wide open,
and its grey and white fur quite fluffy.

And that’s the way Kittie-wee hid her little
kitten, all because a baby visitor tried to kiss it.

Now don’t you think her a clever cat, Buds?
She is such a dear old thing, and we are all so
very fond of her, and glad we gave her a home
with us when she had none. She is quite happy
with us. There is a boy in the house she is very
fond of, and his name is Elbie, she sits on his
knee and he strokes her and sometimes, if you
were near, Buds, you would see him walking
about the garden, with her in his arms. She
comes when he whistles for her.

Another time I am going to tell you about
this boy, and a pet horse he has, called :—
“The Doctor .”
For the present, I must say good-bye.—
Your loving friend, RANGI.

Bear railing words with patience, never meet

An angry man with anger, nor return

Reviling for reviling ; smite not him

‘Who smites thee ; let thy speech and acts be gentle.
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FLOWER FAIRIES.

Flower fairies ; have you found them,
‘When the summer’s dusk is falling,

With the glow-worms all around them,
Have you heard them softly calling?

Calling through your garden spaces

Notes like fairy bells set ringing,
Heard from out enchanted places

‘Whence the fairy bees come winging?

Silent stand they through the moonlight,
In their flower shapes fair and quiet,
But they quit them in the moonlight,
In its beams to sing and riot.

I have heard them, I have seen them,
From their petals light-like raying,
And the trees would fain have been them;
The great trees too old for playing.

Hundreds of them altogether,
Flashing flocks of flying fairies,
Crowding through the summer weather,
Seeking where the coolest air is.

And they tell the trees that know them,
As upon their brows they hover,

Of the things that chance below them,
How the rose has a new lover.

And the roses laugh protesting
That the lilies are as fickle;

Then they look where birds are nesting,
And their feathers softly tickle.

Then away they all go sweeping,
Having had their fill of gladness

But the trees, their night-watch keeping,
Feel a tender loving sadness.

For they know a bleak December,

‘When each bough to pain left bare is,
When they only shall remember

Those bright visitings of fairies;

When the roses and the lilies

Shall be gone, to come back never.
To a land where all so still is,

That they sleep and sleep for ever.
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FLOSSIE’S FAIRY PANTOMIME.

A Story for Lotus Buds, by HINEMOA.

( Concluded from page 220 )

FLOSSIE felt her heart filling with pity towards
the people on earth, who, like herself, were
ignorant of the heavy load they were carrying
round. No wonder they grew sad, weary and
depressed. When she thought of the burden
of wrong thinking and wrong doing, that so
many people must necessarily have attached to
them ; her own heart grew very sad, and she
longed to go back to the world and tell the
people what she had learned, and how thev could
help themselves and others to get rid of their
mistaken ideas of life.

And now she was falling, falling, falling,
“Miss Flossie, Miss Flossie, wake up, A Merry
Christmas and good news”. And Flossie found
herself sitting up in her own little bed still half
asleep and rubbing her eyes Standing beside
her, with an open letter in her hand, was nurse
who had looked after her from babyhood, and
in whose charge Flossie had been left during
her parents’ absence. Nurse explained that,
when Mr. and Mrs. Harrington had arrived at
their destination, they found that they had been
needlessly alarmed; Grandma was ill certainly
but in no danger whatever. Andso a letter had

been written to nurse giving her instructions.
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They wished their little girl to have as
happy a Christmas as possible. Her Christmas
presents were arranged in the usual way on a
little table in front of the bed. Flossie was to
be taken to see the pantomime on boxing night
and to make up for any disappointment, she
was to be allowed to choose something extra in
the shape of a treat.

Flossie was now wide awake, and listened
eagerly to all she was told. Was nurse quite
sure that she might choose her own treat with-
out consulting anyone? Yes, nurse was quite
sure. With nurse’s help Flossie dressed herself
very carefully that morning; and, while at
breakfast, unfolded her plans for spending their
Christmas. Nurse entered into the spirit of it as
eagerly as Flossie herself, surprised and pleased
at the sudden change from the previous day.
Although very fond of her charge, nurse had
been dreading rather a trying time, and had
been wondering how she could manage to amuse
and please her for the next few days.

The pony carriage was ordered and, after
breakfast, Flossie and Nurse drove to a poorer
part of the city, where a widow lived, who
supported herself and her two little daughters
by fine needle-work. Flossie had been there
with her mother several times when orders for
work had been given. To day she was on a
different errand. She put the case very nicely
before the tired-out little woman. Her parents
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had been called away from home, she and Nurse
had been left alone, and a big Christmas dinner
had been prepared with no oneto eat it but
Flossie and Nurse. Would Mrs. Longford take
pity on them and bring the two little girls to
spend Christmas in the big,lonely house. The
radiant faces of the two little girls was answer
enough, and in a very short time they were all
driving back to Flossie’s home.

And what a Christmas they had. Dinner
and games and romps. Tea and more games.
The very happiest day that Flossie had ever
spent was this Christmas Day spent in trying to
give a little pleasure to others. She sent the
two little girls away with some of her own
Christmas presents, with a promise to call for
them next evening to go and see the pantomime.
And on the following night when they were
seated in the theatre, Nurse and Mrs Longford
settled down for a chat, while Flossie entertain-
ed the little girls with an account of her fairy
pantomime. And for long afterwards the two
were so mixed up in their minds, that they were
never able really to decide which was the real
and which the fairy one.

And now the curtain descends upon the first
instalment of Flossie’s Adventures in “ Dream-
land”. Whether it will ever rise again depends
entirely upon the Lotus Buds. If they are
interested in what Flossie has told them and

would like to hear more, she is quite willing to
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oblige them. But they must show that they are
really interested by writing to “Dana” and
telling him so, and by answering at least three
of the following questions :—

1. What is the principal use of the Etheric Double?

2. What shape does the Astral body take when it slips
away from the physical, and why ?

3. What is the difference between the Astral body
of a good man and that of a very young soul ?

4. Where are the pictures kept that were shown to
Flossie? (Something more than the mere name is
expected in answer.)

5. Give the names of the musical notes corresponding
to the following colours. Red, Orange, Yellow, Green,
Blue, Indigo, and Violet.

6. Explain what happens when we think.

7. What is the use of our life on the Astral Plane, after
the death of the physical body ?

You see Flossie is by no means perfect yet; she
has not reached that stage where she feels that
it is “more blessed to give than to receive.”
She has a strong notion of her own importance,
and wants something in return for what she
gives. Should a sufficient number of questions
be sent in to satisfy her, she has promised to
again come forward with an account of some
of her experiences as an Invisible Helper.

N. B. Please send answers to questions and request for
further experiences of Flossie, at once.—DANA.
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TEN WAYS TO HELP MOTHER.

DO YOU ever help mother ? How many ways to help her
can you think of ? Would you like to know some others
besides the ways you now know, or would you rather not
know any more? Do you think there are too many already ?
Below you will find ten ways to help mother. Here they
are:—

1. Keepthe capsand hats hung up where they belong,
no matter whose cap, or where you find it. Just put it
where you know it ought to be.

2. Keep the papers folded right side out and piled
nicely together on the library table. It takes mother a
good many minutes a day to do just that.

3. Get into the habit of remembering where you see

things. This will help not only mother, but everyone in
the house.

4. See how many times a day you can “save steps ”
for her by running errands. Itis what little feet were made
for, partly.

5. Laugh twenty times every day. It will help to
make others laugh.

6. Like things she does for you. Tell her how nice
they are. P

7. Whisper in her ear sometimes. Whisper this, “I
love you.”

8. Watch for chances to do things she has spoken
about. Don’t wait for her to ask you. It is such fun to
surprise people !

9. Notice when she is sick or tired or has the head-
ache, and go about the house on tiptoe.

10. Don’t tell her you are going to be this kind of boy
or girl—have the fun of seeing her find it out.
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FIRE.

EVERYBODY knows the saying that, “ Fire isa
good servant, but a bad master.” We know
that if we are careful of him, he works well for
us and there is no end to his usefulness, to say
nothing of the comfort he is to us on a cold
frosty winter evening. It is so nice to get
lessons done early, so that we can have a good
toasting up before bed time. Isn’t it cosy to
gather around his warmth, and to watch him
flicker and race up the chimney, dancing and
laughing at us with a thousand queer antics?
He sings too. Haven’t you often heard him?
His voice is generally a steady, gentle rumble
with now and then a crack in it, and sometimes
he hisses and splutters; that is when he comes
to the hard parts of his song. I wonder what
he would tell us if we only could understand
‘him ; I expect he sings a song of freedom and
gladness, after the years he has spent in his
prison of wood or coal. He isnot only a servant
but a friend to those who find him nice company.
But it is true that he is also a bad master; were
we to give him a chance, he would be out of
bounds in a twinkling. Up he would leap, over
floor and walls, and ceilings, his fiery tongues
licking up everything in sight, until very soon,
nothing would be left except blackened wood,
and heaps of ashes. That would be sad;so we
take care to keep him within iron grates where
we can use him instead of letting him make

use of usand our belongings.
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Would it be too much for you little folk to
understand, if I were to tell you that fire is a
force, and that all the forces we use are like
that, they all make very good servants and
very bad masters? Take habit; he is another
force, and although we can’t see him in just the
same way, he is quite as real a force as fire,
quite as useful and also quite as dangerous.

You know what habit is; it is the doing or
thinking one thing over and over again, until
presently we find that we are doing or thinking
it without any effort at all. Then we say, that
habit has “gained a hold on us.” Habit works
away all the time, and he is always ready to
help, in whatever we choose to do.

Now, what about those home lessons? I
think a little bird told me that you had not
been doing them very well of late, and that
habit had been working away helping you to
leave them, and leave them, and leave them,
night after night, because it was so much nicer
talking and telling stories round our old friend
the fire. I wonder whois to blame? Not habit
surely, for he makes no choice; he does just
what he is told. Besides, I know habit isn’t bad
really, because there was once a boy (so I have
heard ) who learnt his home lessons always, and
he found them quite easy because habit used to
come along and help him so well, that they
were learnt in half the time. Wouldn’t some

one like to try it?
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FAIRIES.

Words by Music by
ERIC PARKER. LOUISE SINGTON.
Key G. Andante.

Imrmlf —:— | ir:m |f :m :r|
1. Un-der the moon, ‘Where the shad-ows are
2. Un-der the moon, When the night-in-gale’s
il U e IRl AR e SR 06 0 o L 0 T
sleep - -~ ing, Out of the bush-es,
sing - - ing, All the deep woods,
R ,ld:t:d|lm:i—~—|r: I

The fair-ies are peep - - ing.
With their voi - ces are ring - - ing.
|s:L:t |d:-t,:d]|r :s:re|m——

One on a vi - o-let,One on a rose.

Chas-ing the squir - rels the mead-ows a - cross,

S

|d' —t:1]|s:—: t—:m|r:-.-m:r|
Where do they come from? No - bod -y
Hunt-ing a hare, with a mouse for a
d

| sg—— | ——s,| £ =m:f| L L :—:t]|
knows. There in a pal-ace of
horse. Then hey for a dance o’er
0 ety DR A L W G NI Y R S
maid - en-hair, There  they dance in the
hills and dales, Pinch-ing the beet - les and

Note.—Teachers may obtain music on application to “DANA.”
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ritard. con brio.
[1:1:la|s:—:s|m:r:d|f: m:r|
sum - mer air, Swing-ing on lil - ies, And
teas-ing the snails, Ol hey for the heath-er, And

ISl ym e od |ld:c:m|r:-d:d|
daf - fa - down-dil-lies. Here, there, and ev - 'ry-where,
all raceto - geth-er. Rid - ing on rab-bits’ tails

oI
e D o SRR A 0 G AR I A Y
Un - der the moon, Here, there, and ev - 'ry-where,
Un - der the moon, Ri - ding on rab-bits’ tails,

|L:r—d| d: —— |
Un-der the moon.
Un-der the moon.

FOR YOUNG GRAMMARIANS.

TomMY had just had his first ride in a cab, and
was walking thoughtfully along by his mother’s
side. “What are you thinking of Tommy?
asked his mother, at last “Oh ” replied Tommy;
“I was just thinking how much better it is to sit
in a cab and think how much better it is to sit
in a cab than walk, than it is to walk and think
how much better it is to sit in a cab and think

how much better it is to sit in a cab than walk.”
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THE ROUND TABLE.

THE reader has doubtless heard something about the Round
Table of Old; how King Arthur, and his twelve valiant
Knights were ever on the alert to help thosein distress;.
gentle and courteous, taking as their motto in life:—

‘‘ Live pure, speak true, right wrong, follow the King!*"’
The purpose of this present day ‘' Round Table” is to live
on the model of the ancient Order, taking as our ideal and
aim, to build into our lives the qualitiesthey personified.
To serve our fellows is the purpose of the Order, training
and help being offered to those eager to develop their
powers of usefulness. Any young person wishing to know
- more about it please communicate with either:—
“LOTUS” 247 Manchester St., Christchurch.

NARA” 351 Queen St., Auckland.

e ~— ittt cre ol )

LOTUS CIRCLES.
LoTUs CLASSES are held at:—
Auckland. 35I Queen St., Sunday 3 p.m.
Christchurch. 247 Manchester St., Sunday 3 p. m.
Dunedin. Dowling St.; Sunday 1I a. m.
Gisborne.  Good’s Buildings, Gladstone Road.
Invercargill.  Harvey’s Building, Esk St.
Napier. Sunday 3 p.m. (enquire Mrs. W. G. White,
. Kent Villa, Harvey Rd.)
Onehunga. Holmes’ Buildings, Queen St.
Wellington. Ballance St.
Wanganui. Rand Chambers, Ridgway St.

For further information write secretary of local Lotus Circle
or to:—Jas. Prickett, Sec. of Lotus Council, 35I Queen St.,
Auckland.



BOOKS FOR CHILDREN

PRICE s d
At the Feet of the Master. (‘eloth?) . 156
—By Alcyone (J. Krishnamurti. ) ( paper) 6
A Golden Afternoon & other stories. - 0
A Child’s Story of Atlantis. : I 0
—Edited by W. Kingsland.
Children of the Motherland &
Tales of Ancient India. ; 4 O
—By Mrs. Besant & others.
Elements of Theosophy. s 2.0
—By Miss L. Edgar.
First Steps in Theosophy. : 20
—Miss E. M. Mallet.
Hints to Young Students of Occultism. N | R
—By L. W. Rogers.
Lotus Songs, with music. 3 3 0
Lotus Songs, words only, A 9
Rudolf, A Tale of Fairyland.—'‘M. A, " : I 0
Rosy Mite, or the Witch’s Spell. I 0
—By Vera P, Jelihovsky.
Stories from the History of Ceylon
for children. 2,56
Theosophy for Beginners. I 6

—By Miss C. W. Christie.

N. Z. Theosophical Book Depot,
35I Queen Street,
AUCKLAND.
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