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White Lotus Day 
 

in memory of H.P. Blavatsky 

the founder of the modern Theosophical Movement 

who lived from 1831 to 8
th

 May 1891, 124 years ago 

 

talks and readings at the London ULT,  7 pm Sunday 3
rd

 May 2015 

 

An intellect of genius proportion, a reformer of outmoded ideas in philosophy,  

religion and science, H.P.B.’s  great influence established a lasting appreciation for  

the Eastern Wisdom and the mystic Raja Yoga teachings in emerging Western thought. 

 

1. Introduction  

Purpose of the meeting; reading of Light of Asia and the Gita as HPB wished on her death.                

The Lotus symbolises pre-existing forms preserved in the Universal Mind from previous eras.      

 

2. First reading     The Bhagavad Gita 

From the start of Chapter 10 on p 70 to “…spiritual discernment.” on p 71.  

 

3. First talk on the life of HPB      

On the life of HPB during the period 1875 to 1879 when she arrived in India with Col. Olcott. 

 

4. Second reading     The Voice of the Silence 

From p 32 “Would'st thou become a Yogi...” to p 34  “…shall never strike.”  

 

5. Second talk on the modern Theosophical teachings    

On the genius of the effort that can best free the modern intellect from its imprisoning grooves 

of materialistic national pride and dogmatic sciences, to rebecome again pure, bright and free. 

 

6. Third reading     The Light of Asia     

Book the First “Then some one came …”  to “…will not shift.” 

 

7. Conclusion 

Conclude the meeting by inviting those attending to stay behind for a few minutes in  

the spirit of the occasion.     
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First reading 

 

The Bhagavad Gita 
 

compiled and translated by William Q Judge 

 

 

KRISHNA: 

 

Hear again, O thou of mighty arms, my supreme words, which unto thee who art well 

pleased I will declare because I am anxious for thy welfare.  

“Neither the assemblage of the Gods nor the Adept Kings know my origin, because I am the 

origin of all the Gods and of the Adepts.  

“Whosoever knoweth me to be the mighty Ruler of the universe and without birth or 

beginning, he among men, undeluded, shall be liberated from all his sins. Subtle perception, spiritual 

knowledge, right judgment, patience, truth, self-mastery; pleasure and pain, prosperity and 

adversity; birth and death, danger and security, fear and equanimity, satisfaction, restraint of body 

and mind, alms-giving, inoffensiveness, zeal and glory and ignominy, all these the various 

dispositions of creatures come from me.  

“So in former days the seven great Sages and the four Manus who are of my nature were 

born of my mind, and from them sprang this world. He who knoweth perfectly this permanence and 

mystic faculty of mine becometh without doubt possessed of unshaken faith. I am the origin of all; 

all things proceed from me; believing me to be thus, the wise gifted with spiritual wisdom worship 

me; their very hearts and minds are in me; enlightening one another and constantly speaking of me, 

they are full of enjoyment and satisfaction.  

“To them thus always devoted to me, who worship me with love, I give that mental devotion 

by which they come to me. For them do I out of my compassion, standing within their hearts, 

destroy the darkness which springs from ignorance by the brilliant lamp of spiritual discernment.” 

 

 

Chapter X  “Devotion by Means of the Universal Divine Perfections” p 70 to 71 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A flower of the white lotus floating  

on the surface of a lake
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Second reading 

 

The Voice of the Silence 

 

translated by H.P. Blavatsky from the Book of the Golden Precepts 

 

 

Would'st thou become a Yogi of "Time's Circle"? Then, O Lanoo: 

Believe thou not that sitting in dark forests, in proud seclusion and apart from men; believe 

thou not that life on roots and plants, that thirst assuaged with snow from the great Range – believe 

thou not, O Devotee, that this will lead thee to the goal of final liberation. 

Think not that breaking bone, that rending flesh and muscle, unites thee to thy "silent Self". 

Think not that when the sins of thy gross form are conquered, O Victim of thy Shadows, thy duty is 

accomplished by nature and by man. 

The blessed ones have scorned to do so. The Lion of the Law, the Lord of Mercy, (Buddha) 

perceiving the true cause of human woe, immediately forsook the sweet but selfish rest of quiet 

wilds. From Aranyaka (a hermit) He became the Teacher of mankind. After Julai had entered the 

Nirvana, He preached on mount and plain, and held discourses in the cities, to Devas, men and 

Gods*. 

Sow kindly acts and thou shalt reap their fruition. Inaction in a deed of mercy becomes an 

action in a deadly sin. 

Thus saith the Sage. 

Shalt thou abstain from action? Not so shall gain thy soul her freedom. To reach Nirvana one 

must reach Self-Knowledge, and Self-Knowledge is of loving deeds the child. 

Have patience, Candidate, as one who fears no failure, courts no success. Fix thy Soul's gaze 

upon the star whose ray thou art, the flaming star that shines within the lightless depths of ever-

being, the boundless fields of the Unknown. 

Have perseverance as one who doth for evermore endure. Thy shadows live and vanish; that 

which in thee knows, for it is knowledge, is not of fleeting life: it is the Man that was, that is, and will 

be, for whom the hour shall never strike. 

 

from pages 32 to 34. 

* All the Northern and Southern traditions agree in showing Buddha quitting his solitude as soon as he had 

resolved the problem of life – i.e., received the inner enlightenment – and teaching mankind publicly. 
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Third reading     

“The Light of Asia” by Sir Edwin Arnold 

 

Then some one came who said, "My Prince hath shot 

A swan, which fell among the roses here, 

He bids me pray you send it. Will you send?" 

"Nay," quoth Siddârtha, "if the bird were dead 

To send it to the slayer might be well, 

But the swan lives; my cousin hath but killed 

The god-like speed which throbbed in this white Wing." 

And Devadatta answered, "The wild thing, 

Living or dead, is his who fetched it down; 

'Twas no man's in the clouds, but fall'n 'tis mine, 

Give me my prize, fair Cousin." Then our Lord 

Laid the swan's neck beside his own smooth cheek 

And gravely spake, "Say no! the bird is mine, 

The first of myriad things which shall be mine 

By right of mercy and love's lordliness. 

For now I know, by what within me stirs, 

That I shall teach compassion unto men 

And be a speechless world's interpreter, 

Abating this accursed flood of woe, 

Not man's alone; but, if the Prince disputes, 

Let him submit this matter to the wise 

And we will wait the word." So was it done; 

In full divan the business had debate, 

And many thought this thing and many that, 

Till there arose an unknown priest who said, 

"If life be aught, the savior of a life 

Owns more the living thing than he can own 

Who sought to slay -- the slayer spoils and wastes 

The cherisher sustains, give him the bird:" 

Which judgment all found just; but when the King 

Sought out the sage for honor, he was gone; 

And some one saw a hooded snake glide forth, -- 

The gods come ofttimes thus! So our Lord Buddh 

Began his works of mercy.  

Yet not more 

Knew he as yet of grief than that one bird's, 

Which, being healed, went joyous to its kind. 

… 

The blue doves cooed from every well, far off 

The village drums beat for some marriage-feast; 

All things spoke peace and plenty, and the Prince 

Saw and rejoiced. But, looking deep, he saw 

The thorns which grow upon this rose of life: 

How the swart peasant sweated for his wage, 

Toiling for leave to live; and how he urged 

The great-eyed oxen through the flaming hours, 

Goading their velvet flanks: then marked he, too, 

How lizard fed on ant, and snake on him, 

And kite on both; and how the fish-hawk robbed 

The fish-tiger of that which it had seized; 

The shrike chasing the bulbul, which did chase 

 

 

The jewelled butterflies: till everywhere 

Each slew a slayer and in turn was slain 

Life living upon death. So the fair show 

Veiled one vast, savage, grim conspiracy 

Of mutual murder, from the worm to man, 

Who himself kills his fellow; seeing which -- 

The hungry ploughman and his laboring kine, 

Their dewlaps blistered with the bitter yoke, 

The rage to live which makes all living strife -- 

The Prince Siddârtha sighed. "Is this," he said,  

"That happy earth they brought me forth to see? 

How salt with sweat the peasant's bread! how hard 

The oxen's service! in the brake how fierce 

The war of weak and strong! i' th' air what plots! 

No refuge e'en in water. Go aside 

A space, and let me muse on what ye show." 

So saying, the good Lord Buddha seated him 

Under a jambu-tree, with ankles crossed -- 

As holy statues sit -- and first began 

To meditate this deep disease of life, 

What its far source and whence its remedy. 

So vast a pity filled him, such wide love 

For living things, such passion to heal pain, 

That by their stress his princely spirit passed 

To ecstasy, and, purged from mortal taint 

Of sense and self, the boy attained thereat 

Dhyâna, first step of "the path."  

There flew 

High overhead that hour five holy ones, 

Whose free wings faltered as they passed the tree. 

"What power superior draws us from our flight?" 

They asked, for spirits feel all force divine, 

And know the sacred presence of the pure. 

Then, looking downward, they beheld the Buddh 

Crowned with a rose-hued aureole, intent 

On thoughts to save; while from the grove a voice 

Cried, "Rishis! this is He shall help the world, 

Descend and worship." So the Bright Ones came 

And sang a song of praise, folding their wings, 

Then journeyed on, taking good news to Gods.  

But certain from the King seeking the Prince 

Found him still musing, though the noon was past, 

And the sun hastened to the western hills: 

Yet, while all shadows moved, the jambu-tree's 

Stayed in one quarter, overspreading him, 

Lest the sloped rays should strike that sacred head; 

And he who saw this sight heard a voice say, 

Amid the blossoms of the rose-apple, 

"Let be the King's son! till the shadow goes 

Forth from his heart my shadow will not shift." 

                    from “Book the First” p 34-40 (end of Book 1) 

Rishis 

passing  

the Jambu 

Tree 


