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England came to me 
But never given be}\

me w ho h a d  alw ays ta 

E n g la n d  the g ive r

)

I

In a vision o f three p o p la r trees that shiver 

On still evenings o f sum m er, after ra in ,

When scarce a rip p le m oves the u plan d g ra in . ��

A L T E R ’ S  fath er, like D ick  W h ittin gto n , 
was three tim es M a y o r o f— W arw ick . 
T h u s he w as b o m  fro m  the heart o f the 

Rose of England, w ith in  sigh t o f the Kingmaker^'s 

Castle, and on soil soaked w ith  the blood o f the Roses.
English to the core, he em bodied suprem ely the 

best British traditions. In  all m y w orld -w id e travels 
I have always found the B ritish  O fficer a radiant 
gentleman and a brother. W alter w as not o f the m ost 
meteoric of these, but one o f the very best. I  have 
therefore chosen to w rite o f his exquisite life in the 
loveliest of all E n glish  cities, Salisbury, whose key­
note is Suprem e R est.

Near it is the stately C atholic home o f our great 
gipsy prototype, Isabel A rundell (L a d y  Burton) o f 
Wardour, and the M an or o f Clarendon where H ubert 
de Burgh, forerunner o f the great L o rd  Salisbury 
of our time, bore the burden and banner o f England  
in the face o f a cow ardly king. There, blest by the 
shades o f the greatest o f English people, I  have 
written of the best o f Englishm en. W ith ever the 
fairy finger o f the spire pointing towards God. M y
dearest has not passed

�� Unwept, unhonoured
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From friends met in Himalayan fastnesses, from�
quiet cathedral closes, from royal princes, from�
peasants have come tributes of homage to my best�
and brightest.

His life was outwardly uneventful. He had neither�
the brains nor the inclination to forge to the front of�
affairs. He had common sense rather than brilliancy.�
But he bore without flinching, year after year, the�
hot weathers of the hottest parts of India with such�
sweetness that his native Indian servant sa id : “ I�

have served many sahibs but never one like you. ” �
One of his C.O.S., far away in Central Indian jungles,�
whose own hot temper earned for him from irreverent�
soldiers the soubriquet of “  T h e M ad M ullah,”  said�
that Walter was the best junior he had ever had.�
Another, destined to rise high, said : “  I  am very�
fond of him. He is such a willing worker. W ith others�
I have either to censure or to excuse.”

Early in his Arm y career he met at the Curragh�
Camp a young girl from an old Irish castle, recently�
bereaved of her guardian and home, whose conver­
sation on the Johnston Expedition to the Nyassa�
Lakes to quell the slave trade charmed him. She had�
always longed to go to India, so when W alter went�
there she accompanied him as his wife. A t the end�
of the first year, Walter was sent to Tirah, leaving�
me to fulfil my craving to go up country and see�
Benares, etc.

Then came the greatest event in both our lives.�
In Benares, the Holy � ��� � �� � � 	��� �� I  met members�
of the Himalayan Brotherhood, who took me as their
pupil. This Great Event in my life, the culminating�
Event of all my past lives, reacted on Walter. M y

	



�'�'� ��� �� #��+� � �� �$ � � � � � $ % � � � � � � � � 3� � � � 0 � � � � � #+ �

��%�#+3� ���� � �� � ' � � 0 � � � � � � ' � � � � � � (� � � � � � �� � �$ � �

�$���&� ��� �$�� � � �$% � � � � % � *3� �$ � � � � - � � � � � � � � �$ �

������ ���$���=� 	 � � � ' � �% (� < � � � � � + � � � � �� 8 � � � �

�&�##3� ������ �� - �� ��3� �$ � � � � �� � > ' � � �#+ 3� � � - � � � $ � - � � " �

�� ��#���� �� � �$ � � �#� �$ � @� ) � � � 6 � � & � + � ' � � $ ' �8 � � � �

�$�� �0����'�#� 0#� � � (� B � � + � � � & � � � " #� � $ � 0 � � 0 #� � � � �

"���� ��� $� � � � �$ � � � � ' � � % � � � � � " � � 8 � � ' " $ � � ��

��#���� �$��� ���� � ' 0 � �% � � 8 � � � 3� �$ � ' " $ � $ � � 6 � �& � �� �

���� ���&�6��"� $ � ' � �3� �$ � � > ' �� 6 � � � � " � � � � $ �� � � - � #' � �� � �

���%���� �$�� � � ' � � � � � � �##� � � � � (

	�� $��3� & ��$ � ' �� 6 � � & �� " � � � 3� 	 � � � ' � � � � � #� (

	��$����$�� 	 �� � ' � �� � � #� � � �� ' � + (� 	 � � & � � � � � � � � " #� � $ �

�$��$%�(C�	 � � ) � �� � 1 � 8 � � � ' � � � $ � � �� � �� � � � �� � �� � � � � � �� " �

��8�����&$�� �& � � � � � � $ � � & � � � ' � � �� � � � � � � � - � #� 8 + � � � � �� (

	�� $��� �$�� 	 �� � ' � �� � � #� � � � % � � � �� " � (� � � � % � �� � � �

&$���� �� % �+� $ �-� � �� �#� � � �� � $ �% � �� � � � � � % � ��% � � � � - � � ?

�'##�#���3�$��� �- � �� �� �#� � � �� � % �3� �� � #� - � � � � � � �$ � � ��$ � � � �

���0��������$��& �% � � ��� � & $ � % �$ � � $ � � � " �- � � � $ ��� & � � � (

	��$��� �$�� 	 �� � ' � �� � �#� � � � % � � � + (� 	 � � � � �� � � � � $ �% ?

��#��@� ) � � � � � � 5�� 8 � � ' � 6 �� � � � � � � � + � � � (1 � � � � � � �##� � �

$�%�) � �$��� � � � �� #���#� � � $ � 0 (1 � � � % � � 3� ) � �$ �� 6 �� � � � � �

%��� �$�+� $�� � � - � � � % � � (1 � � ##� � � �% �#�� #� - � � � $ �% � � � � �

"��-������� ��� $ �% (� 	 � � �$ � ' " $ �� �� � ) � > ' � �� �� 1 � �� � � ��� � � �

�� -������$3� 0 � � � � �� � � � � � � " � � � � � ��$ � � � � �� � 3� �� � � & ��$ �

�#�������� % � ���#�(� < � � � � � + � � � � � � � � ##+� $ �& 6 � 0 � ' � � � � �

��� �$�� 0���� �(� � � #� � �3� $ � � � �� " � �$ ���6 �3� � ' �$ � � � �� � �$ � �

���6� ��� ��% �� �� � � - � � � � � � � � � " � � + (� 	 � & � $�� #� - � � � �$ � �

���%���� � � ��3� & ��$ � 6��6 �� �� � �$ � �� � �� �#�� D� � � � ��� % ��� �

�$��� � � �$ � '#� � & � �� � � � � � $ �% � �� � ; #� � � � � � � � � � � � �3 �
&$���� 8 ��� �� � � � � � �� �� � ' 8#� � �� � $ �� � � �$ � �� � � � ���� � � � �
����%�'�� $��� �� � � � � �� = � � � � ��0 � ��� �#% ���� � �� % +��� � �(

� � � � $�� & � � � " � � � �� ' �3� � � � � � � � �$ �� ��& � & $ � � � � - � �





He loved Dean Hole and his “  squarsons ! H e �

%���� he feared that “  after death ”  I  should soar to�

| t}je “ seventh astral ”  w hilst he w ould be “  a w retched �

1� %���&"� frightening people in ch u rch yard s.”
We attended the great C ath olic celebrations in �

Rome in 1920 for the canonisations o f Jo a n  o f A r c ,�
the Blessed M argaret M a ry , and certain U gan d a �

martyrs, who had been m ade into hum an faggots,�
of whom only one escaped to tell the tale and w as�

then present. M y  friends at the V atican  gave us seats�

just behind the diplom atic circle and ju st above the�

Holy Father. On Jo a n ’s day a shaft o f sunlight fell�
from the dome and lit up in stream ing radiance the�

white lace mantilla o f a girl w ho m ight have been �

the Maid of Orleans h e rs e lf! “  P ip p in ,”  W alter �

whispered, “  Is that Jo an  o f A r c ’s A stral ? ”
One of the last functions w e attended together�

was the fete at D evonshire H ouse, w hen society �

dames masqueraded as m annequins to display m odes�

said to date from  B.c. 40,000. W e  found it m ore�

amusing to stay in the ante-room  and w atch the�

actresses pose for the cam era. T h ere  O lga N eth er-�

sole, the fete’s factotum , was w arm ly disputing �

with a grave and reverend signor. She appealed to�

Walter, thinking he also was on the Com m ittee :�
“  Don’t you think m y plan, that they should pass�

down the grand staircase, m uch better than the other�

way ? ”  “  Y e s,”  he prom ptly replied, “  I  certainly�

think so. I  think your plan infinitely better than�

the other plan ’ ’ (not the least idea o f what it w as).
“  Yes, ”  she said, “  I  shall give orders so,”  and�
the duchesses, etc., were marshalled as W alter had

directed.
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be achieved by devotion. So he recommends th�
cleaning of temples and images, the providing of�
flowers and perfumes, etc.”  I splashed about in th�
cold and wet, with pneumonic lungs, to convert th�
barracks mortuary into a Chappelle ardente filled

blooms

him
Eventually we had an Empire cremation with more
flowers of a pink rosy as our love, and the ashes were�
put into a rose alabaster urn.

“  Exquisite ”  is the word for all that concerns�
Walter, the name by which he was known through­
out the British Arm y. He was small. He said that�
“  Bobs ”  and all distinguished men were, and he was�
fastidiously delicate in body and mind. So all that�
is mortal of him lies in rose alabaster, radiant as our�
love, and as the small coffin passed into the flame all�

joie de mure and gaiety in my life shrivelled too.
Little loyal splendid th in g! I am glad that you�

are at rest from petty annoyances and “  pussyfoot
generals. With what zest you must be exploring the�
“  astrals.”

Here I ask my busy fellow workers to pause and
reflect one moment. One of the best of Englishmen�
has passed away.

Lady Angela Forbes has asked in the last line of�
her racy memoirs, “  What is worth while ? ”

which
i

Work
know the White Lodge is worth while

*th while.

phantasies of the senses, but the�
f  the soul. That which sweetens

)

1

f

I

f
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S IN C E
A L T E R  passed on January 17th last

had closed the beautiful blueW hen
eyes with kisses for the last time, they 

took me away to the woman house surgeon’s room
1  • 1  ____ / • !«  j ___ � � � � � � � � ____________  � � � � � 	 	 � � �� � � �

Temple Music
W hite

I
wanted to sleep beside the corpse, but they took

After
within eighteen hours of the “  death,”  to my 
Guru : “  Walter killed, please help him.”  And I 
sent a list of questions by post for news of
Walter. Eastern reticence refused In my
anguish I went, April 9th, incognita to the bureau 
of the late W . T . Stead. M y parents had hobnobbed 
with him on Exeter Hall platforms, and I knew that 
any place run by his daughter must be clean. There 
a slight, pale young man presided over a small 

circle.”  When my turn came, to my amazement, 
he told me the following five correct details : (1) 
Someone who had passed within the last six months 
was called for me. (2) The name was “  Walter, Walter, 
Walter.”  (3) He had had Eastern conditions, � � �  He

�

from nd in the head. (5) He 
communicate with me

room (the urn
incense

A  few weeks later I bade M r. G . W . Sharpe come 
to my river residence for further news. He told me 
Walter was still unconscious, but “  at the time of

with him
come

rushed shop, for
12



0jy appointment with the C rew e Circle was for Ju ly �

18th.
“ When do the roses fade ? ”  I  asked.
“ The full season is over the fifteenth of Ju ly,

Madam.’ *
It was the anniversary of our wedding day.
I accepted the omens. I  prayed daily, with faith�

to Mahadeva,I 2 who is also Bhuteshvara, the Lord of�

Ghosts. M y poor m urdered friend, L ad y W hite,�
had already been photographed with me, through the�

mediumship of M rs. D eane.3 M eantim e I  attended�

a direct voice seance. I  conversed with M r. Stead�

unconvinced. But later the name of Beauchamp was�

called. “  A  stout man in khaki stands before you.” �

Then I knew, before a hearty voice exclaimed, “  D on’t�
you remember the Colonel ? ”  Colonel Sir Horace�

Procter Beauchamp4 had been an old friend in M how,�
Central India. W alter had accompanied his regiment�
to the Cape, and they had seen the sea serpent5 en�

route. He was last seen in a Turkish village cheering�

on his men, walking with his cane, arm-in-arm with�

his nephew, before an overwhelming rush. He said :�
“ I have been trying to get through a long time.” �

Bovleversee, I  let him go. But the 18th was drawing

nigh- _________

I was asked to choose a hymn. I selected “  Whiter
than Snow.”  W alter and I used to sing it and laugh
about it at m y mother’s house. He would know the�
tune if anywhere about. The Crewe Circle bade me
mark the plates I had bought and slept with for weeks
and never let go. I wrote Pippin on two and�
placed them in the camera. The Crewe Circle made

��
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i. Bhishma was chosen by Shri Krishna to discourse on dharma 

because he had never failed in duty. This he did lying 
wounded on a bed of arrows, waiting for the sun to turn into 
the Southern Course, the most propitious time for him to 
died the body.

|. The Third Person of the Trinity.

3. ,�	�� ������	  Ju ly 26th, 1922.

4. Colonel Beauchamp commanded the 20th Hussars in India
and the Norfolk Regiment (recruited from the Sandringham 
Estate) at the Dardanelles. His regiment pushed two miles 
ahead of the rest o f the force in the Turkish woods.

I  ,�	�  my book, “  Cities Seen.”






