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The controversies surrounding The Theosophical Society in general, and it’s founder Madame
Blavatsky have always been of interest to students of Occultism and the Mystery Schools. This
book presents an examination of Blavatsky’s life, with the conclusions that her sources and
philosophies were invented, not revealed. Whether one agrees or disagrees with his findings,
Mr. Solovyoff has given us a psychological study of extraordinary interest.From Chapter 25: The
secret of this wonderful sympathy in the "Modern priestess of Isis'' must be sought in her
original, peculiar, and fiery talent, and in her stormy raging energy. Such talent and energy are
an elemental force with which it is not easy to wrestle. This force, combined with a mental
distortion, with a certain animal ignoring "in life" of the difference between right and wrong,
produced one of the most interesting and characteristic phenomena of the end of the nineteenth
century, the "Theosophical Society"This eBook edition of the 1895 original has been carefully
edited for errors and is as true to the original as possible. (The original has no Chapter headings.
They have been added here as a reading aid.) [EDB Pubs]

Book DescriptionA picture of the controversial final years of spiritualist leader Madame
Blavatsky, as observed by a Russian writer. --This text refers to the paperback edition.Book
DescriptionVsevolod Sergeyevich Solovyov (1849-1903) examines the complicated final years
of Madame Helena Blavatsky (1831-91), co-founder of theosophy. The translation provides a
picture of the final years of one of Europe's most controversial nineteenth-century spiritual
leaders.About the Authorfm.author_biographical_note1Read more
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Solovyoff’s ReplyAppendix C. Sources of Madame Blavatsky's Writings. Prefatory Note. I AM
authorised by the Council of the Society for Psychical Research to state formally on their behalf'
that the present translation of Mr. Solovyoff's Modern Priestess of Isis has been made and
published with their approval, and to express their sense of the service which Mr. Leaf has
rendered to the Society by undertaking the labour of translation. When the contents of Mr.
Solovyoff's book became known to the Council, it seemed clear that certain portions of it —
especially the accounts of the events at Wurzburg described in chaps, xviii.-xx., the
“Confession” of Madame Blavatsky given in chap, xxii., and the letters to Mr. Asakoff given in
chaps, xxvi. to xxix. — constituted an important supplement to the statement of the results of the
inquiry into "Theosophical phenomena" carried out by a Committee of the Society in 1884-5. Our
original idea was to publish a translation of these portions in the supplement to our Proceedings:
but on further consideration it seemed to us clearly desirable, if possible, that the greater part of
Mr. Solovyoff's entertaining narrative should be made accessible to English readers. For such
English readers as were likely to be interested in learning anything more about Madams
Blavatsky would not so much desire additional proof that she was a charlatan — a question
already judged and decided — but rather some explanation of the remarkable success of her
imposture; and Mr. Solovyoff's vivid description of the mingled qualities of' the woman's nature
— her supple craft and reckless audacity, her intellectual vigour and elastic vitality, her genuine
bonhomie, affectionateness and (on occasion) persuasive pathos — afforded an important
element of the required explanation, such as probably no one but a compatriot could have
supplied. Whether the Theosophical Society is likely to last much longer, I am not in a position to
say; but even if it were to expire next year, its twenty years' existence would be a phenomenon of
some interest for the historian of European society in the nineteenth century; and it is not likely
that any book will be written throwing more light on its origin than A Modern Priestess of Isis. —
HENRY SIDGWICK.Translator's Preface. Mr. Solovyoff's Modern Priestess of Isis appeared in
eight of the monthly numbers for 1892 of the Russky Vyestnik (Russian Messenger), the leading
literary magazine of Russia, and once the organ of the well-known Mr. Katkoff. The articles have
since been published separately in book-form. The Council of the Society for Psychical



Research, having had their attention called to the work, think that it is of such interest and
importance, in relation to the inquiry carried out by them into “Theosophical Phenomena” in
1884-5, as to justify the publication of a translation. It should be stated at the outset that the
accuracy of the translation is guaranteed by the fact of its revision by Mr. Michael Petrovo-
Solovovo of St. Petersburg, an active member of the Society, to whom the hearty thanks of the
Council and the translator are tendered for his assistance and advice. It has been thought
desirable to make considerable abbreviations from the original, falling generally under one or
other of the following heads: (1) It was clearly unnecessary to reproduce Mr. Solovyoff's long and
excellent abridgment of the Report of the Committee on Theosophical Phenomena, and Mr.
Hodgson's Report issued with it; those who will may find the original in vol. iii. of the
Proceedings. (2) Mr. Solovyoff makes many references to previous articles published by
Madame Jelihovsky, Madame Blavatsky's sister, in various Russian periodicals. These are not
essential to his argument, and would be useless to readers to whom the articles in question are
not accessible. (3) Mr. Solovyoff's pages are enlivened by many graphic descriptions of persons
whom he met in connection with Madame Blavatsky, especially members of the Paris
Theosophical Society. But these again, however skillfully drawn, are yet only secondary to the
principal portrait, and it is certainly better that what is merely personal should be excluded. (4) A
certain amount of matter has been omitted as of insufficient interest for English readers, or as
involving doubtful questions to which it was for various reasons not desirable to give further
currency. But even with these considerable deductions it will be seen that the mass which
remains not only presents us with an admirably told narrative and a psychological study of
extreme interest, but adds materially to the evidence touching the Theosophical Society and its
foundress. The appearance of the articles called of necessity for a reply from Madame
Jelihovsky. This appeared in April, 1893, under the title of H.P. Blavatsky and a Modern Priest of
Truth, in the form of a separate pamphlet. This too is given in an abridged form in Appendix A. I
may say at once that the preparation of this abridgment has been by far the most difficult and
anxious part of my task. There could be no hesitation as to the propriety of presenting the
evidence offered on one side as well as on the other. But an examination of Madame
Jelihovsky's pamphlet showed that only a small portion of it could be considered in the light of
evidence at all. It consisted largely of mere personal attacks on Mr. Solovyoff, often in the form of
innuendo and insinuation, rather than of open assertion; and was, to a great extent, irrelevant to
the question of his trustworthiness as a witness. It covered 177 pages; and that this bulk of
matter should be reprinted in full for the benefit of English readers was not to be thought of I
have therefore had to undertake the somewhat difficult task of preparing an abridgment which
should contain all that could be considered evidential. Much, however, I was able to cut out at
once. All that dealt with passages omitted from the original narrative could, of course, be
dropped without hesitation. This at once accounted for a large portion of a pamphlet where the
strength of the attack was concentrated upon matters which did not directly touch the real
question at issue. But the object of the rest was to produce disbelief in Mr. Solovyoff’s veracity,



partly by the evidence of letters written by himself, partly by comments and assertions of the
authoress. As regards this I can only say that I have honestly and conscientiously endeavored to
give everything which is in any way to be regarded as of the nature of relevant fact. Two or three
letters of Mr. Solovyoff 's, and parts of some others, have been omitted. This has been done
after careful consideration on the ground that they in no way whatever bear on the question at
issue. They contain personal matters only, or refer to questions which it was thought right to omit
from the principal narrative. The leading members of the Society for Psychical Research whom I
have consulted with respect to these omissions, and who share the responsibility for them, are
unanimous in holding that the letters are in no sense evidential. In republishing his articles from
the Russky Vyestnik, Mr. Solovyoff added to them an Appendix containing a rejoinder to
Madame Jelihovsky's answer. Of this again an abridgment is here given (Appendix B). The scale
of the abridgment is about the same as in the case of the pamphlet with which it deals. Here, too,
large omissions have been possible, as much of the rejoinder deals with matter which I have left
out of Madame Jelihovsky's attack. With this Appendix the controversy appears to have
stopped. The following pages will therefore give a fairly complete history of it, and enable
readers to draw their own conclusions. But a few words of comment will perhaps not be out of
place. The evidence offered by Mr. Solovyoff falls into two distinct classes, which require
separate consideration. There is, firstly, that which rests upon his own narrative; secondly, that
which consists of documentary evidence, chiefly in the shape of letters written by Madame
Blavatsky herself. The authenticity of the letters has in no case been impugned, and in the case
of the “Confession” [See chap. xxii.] has been explicitly admitted by Madame Jelihovsky herself.
The correspondence with Mr. Aksakoff [ See chaps, xxvi. to xxix.] is further guaranteed by the
name of the recipient, whose long life of devotion to psychical studies forms the best assurance
that it would be as ridiculous as cruel to suppose him guilty of complicity in an attempt to palm
off forged letters upon the public. And, indeed, the letters m question need little guarantee
beyond the evidence of style which they carry with them. It may, therefore, be taken as certain
that the letters are what they purport to be, the work of Madame Blavatsky's own hand. The
correspondence with Mr. Aksakoff proves beyond the possibility of refutation, (1) that at one
time, in spite of her subsequent vehement denials of the fact, Madame Blavatsky was a
professed and thorough spiritualist in the ordinary sense of the word. She therefore adopted the
“theosophical” attitude of hostility to spiritualism only after 1874, and had recourse to deliberate
falsehood to conceal the fact. (2) At this period she is entirely silent as to the Mahatmas who
guided her action; her guardian and teacher is the “pure spirit” John King, well known at the
séances of Williams and other professional mediums in both hemispheres; he is her "only friend"
and thus occupies the place later taken by Morya and Koot Hoomi. With these two facts the
whole legend, according to which she had, before her stay in America in 1874, received initiation
and instruction from her Mahatmas in Thibet, and ever since stood in continuous relations with
them, is shown to be a later fabrication. The foundation of her whole theosophical teaching is a
mere lie. The steps by which John King is developed into Morya are moreover clearly indicated.



This correspondence alone forms a complete refutation of Madame Blavatsky's later
doctrine. When we come to Mr. Solovyoff’s own narrative, the documentary evidence, important
though it is, takes a secondary place; though it may either confirm or contradict the narrative, it is
not such as to form by itself a proof positive of Madame Blavatsky's fraudulence. [Though indeed
phrases such as those in Chapter XII, are enough to carry conviction to any impartial reader.]
The vital question is, does Mr. Solovyoff tell the truth in his account of the Wurzburg
conversations? [See chaps, xix. and xx.] If he does, then, of course, there is an end of
theosophy as a system of doctrine based upon communication from hidden Masters, of whom
Madame Blavatsky was the prophet. The defenders of Madame Blavatsky are therefore bound
to contend that Mr. Solovyoff is a man of so debased a character that he would not hesitate to
invent a false accusation, in order morally to destroy a woman for whom he all the time
professes a real sympathy and pity. So far as the attack on him rests on the mere assertions of
the assailant, it may, I think, be disregarded; for whatever may be the outcome of the controversy
as affecting Mr. Solovyoff's character for veracity, it can hardly fail to prevent a careful reader
from placing any reliance on the unsupported statements of Madame Jelihovsky's accusation.
As to this, Mr. Solovyoff's reply, with M. Baissac's letter, and that in which Colonel Brusiloff,
Madame Jelihovsky's own witness, entirely contradicts her positive statements, is decisive. And
another striking piece of evidence seems not to have been known to Mr. Solovyoff, Madame
Jelihovsky triumphantly contradicts a statement of Mr. Solovyoff's, by a supposed quotation from
a document which she states that she has in her possession. I have pointed out how a
translation of this very document, issued under theosophical authority, confirms Mr. Solovyoff on
this point and refutes Madame Jelihovsky. After this we may be excused if we pay no attention to
her statements unless supported by positive proofs. But I must turn aside for a moment to deal
with an accusation which, though it is not contained in the pamphlet, has been published, on the
authority of Madame Jelihovsky or of one of her daughters, in a speech made by Mrs. Besant at
a meeting of the Society for Psychical Research. Into the details of this accusation it is not
necessary to go; for it is one which solely affects Mr. Solovyoff’s private life, and has nothing to
do with his character for veracity. But it is clearly the accusation to which Madame Jelihovsky
alludes in her pamphlet, and which she says she will not publish, “because she has no clear
proofs”; and whatever the nature of Mr. Solovyoff’s offence, it was not, in Madame Jelihovsky's
eyes, such as to prevent her from continuing on terms of intimate friendship with Mr. Solovyoff,
and allowing him to be on an equally familiar footing with her unmarried daughters: he even
married his second wife from her house. Madame Jelihovsky is, moreover, a dangerous witness
for her own side; for not only did she herself first warn Mr. Solovyoff against the moral danger of
any dealings with her sister, but it is admittedly she who supplied him with information such as
should render it impossible to represent Madame Blavatsky as a lady of exalted moral
character. So far then as Madame Jelihovsky's own testimony goes, we shall not allow it to
weigh against Mr. Solovyoff's high position in Russian society and literature. The only question
for us is whether any of his letters, quoted by Madame Jelihovsky, are so inconsistent with his



narrative as to lead us to refuse him credence. It is clear that these letters and Mr. Solovyoff's
own narrative present two very different pictures of his mental attitude during 1884 and 1885.
The narrative represents Mr. Solovyoff, with the exception of short phases when he was carried
away in spite of himself, as a coolheaded critic engaged on a scientific inquiry. The letters show
that he was more than coquetting with belief during the greater part of this period. Readers have
the materials for a judgment before them, and must decide for themselves as to the bearing of
this on Mr. Solovyoff's credibility. It will be only reasonable that in so doing they should
remember the inevitable tendency which a man has after the event, especially at an interval of
several years, to consider himself wiser from the first than he was in reality; and they will also
remember that Mr. Solovyoff is amply justified by his letters in stating that from the first he never
professed an absolute belief in Madame Blavatsky and her doctrines; and that she was
throughout well aware of the fact. Nor should it be forgotten that the letters are not entire; they
are selected by a bitter personal enemy with the purpose of damaging their writer, who is entitled
to the benefit of his assertion that, if quoted in full, they would have strengthened his case. The
letter which raises the most serious question is, in my mind, the letter marked [B] Paris, Oct. 8,
1885 in Appendix A. This does, so far as I can judge, imply a real inconsistency with Mr.
Solovyoff's narrative; it implies that he has not correctly represented the mental attitude in which
he found himself after the Wurzburg conversations. I confess that I am not satisfied with his own
explanation that the whole letter is merely bantering. In fact under the circumstances the
"bantering tone" itself requires explanation. It seems to me to be the letter of a man who is
"hedging" — no doubt in a more or less jocose tone, but still with an undercurrent of serious
meaning; and I cannot doubt that he was at this time waiting in the hope that the "master's"
prophecies might turn out to be true, and thus after all enable him to believe in the Mahatmas.
Had the prophecies been justified by the event, I believe that Mr. Solovyoff was prepared to
accept Madame Blavatsky's explanations, that she had confessed under the influence of the
"black magician," or in order to satisfy the "master" by a test. In consenting to wait the two
months, Mr. Solovyoff had in fact logically committed himself to take this position; he must have
taken it more thoroughly, and been more deeply impressed by the prophecies, than he is now
willing to admit to himself. On this supposition the letter becomes intelligible. The inference
which Madame Jelihovsky wishes us to draw, however, is that at this time Mr. Solovyoff, after his
visit to Wurzburg, was still a believer in Madame Blavatsky and her powers; but that shortly
afterwards, disgusted that she would not initiate him into the higher occultism, he for the first
time invented the whole of the Wurzburg conversations by way of revenge. If he did so, he must
have written his intentions to Madame Blavatsky before she wrote the "Confession," which
evidently refers to them. How then are we to account for the fact that no letter has been
produced in which he even hints at such a monstrous design? Madame Blavatsky must have
been aware that in the struggle which was about to begin a letter even indirectly hinting at such a
sudden change of attitude would have been an arm of inestimable value in her hands. Nor is the
tone of the "Confession" that of a woman who has been falsely accused. "You are driving me to



desperation" is the burden of that remarkable document; but not "you are covering yourself with
shame by your vile and baseless calumnies". It is far more natural that a man wavering between
two opposite hypotheses, one of which he has reason to believe, the other of which he wishes to
believe, should have written letter [B] than that a woman knowing herself to be falsely accused
should have written the "Confession". Thus though Mr. Solovyoff's letters give us a decidedly
different picture of his mental attitude from that drawn by the narrative, I cannot see that either
they or Madame Jelihovsky's statements can cast any material doubt on the truth of the facts
which he states. In matters of verifiable fact, as distinct from mental attitude, he remains
unshaken. In one or two small points indeed he has been convicted of error; but they are
ludicrously irrelevant to the question at issue, and the fact that nothing more serious has been
discovered in a narrative written seven years after the events which it describes, is to be
regarded, considering the ordeal through which it has had to pass, as a strong testimony in
favour of Mr. Solovyoff's accuracy. I have endeavored to examine Mr. Solovyoff’s evidence
impartially on its own merits; but it must not be forgotten that it is only the last stone on a cairn.
Those who have studied Mr. Hodgson's report will find in the Wurzburg conversations only what
they had already been taught to expect by overwhelming testimony with which Mr. Solovyoff had
nothing to do. To the vast majority of sensible people, the question of Madame Blavatsky's
honesty has been already so convincingly disposed of, as to remove any a priori doubts
concerning the veracity of any person who declares her an impostor. For them the simple
assertion of a gentleman in Mr. Solovyoff's position is sufficient; as he cannot add to the force of
evidence already unanswered and unanswerable, so there can be no presumption against him
when he adds to its variety. His narrative is in fact, as he himself calls it, a supplement to the
damning act of accusation drawn up by the Committee on Theosophical Phenomena. Finally I
should like to express my sense of the extreme literary ability with which Mr. Solovyoff has drawn
his picture. But for this literary charm I should hardly have cared to face the labour of translation;
I trust that it may not have entirely perished in the rendering. In my own case — and I believe that
the same will be felt by many others— Mr. Solovyoff has rather raised than lowered my opinion
of Madame Blavatsky. That she was an arch impostor I knew before; but my very slight
acquaintance with her had not enabled me to grasp the secret of the fascination which she
exercised over so many of those with whom she came in contact. Still less could the fabulous
stories of her admirers explain the riddle. In translating the Modern Priestess of Isis I have for the
first time felt that I could see her as a human being, and to some extent sympathize with her in
the troubles — the self-made troubles — of her unique career. Whether his story be true or no,
and I at least have no doubt of its substantial truth, Mr. Solovyoff has at all events given us a
psychological study of extraordinary interest. Mr. W. Emmette Coleman has kindly offered the
Society for publication a summary of his analysis of the sources of Madame Blavatsky's
theosophical writings. His conclusions so entirely confirm and expand what Mr. Solovyoff has
said on this head that no apology is needed for the addition of his paper (Appendix C). WALTER
LEAF.November, 1894.A MODERN PRIESTESS OF ISIS. Chapter I. Introductory On May 8th



(N.S.), 1891, Helena Petrovna Blavatsky died in London. She was known in Russia as the
authoress of certain interesting and able stories, From the Caves and Jungles of Hindostan, and
The Enigmatical Tribes of the Blue Mountains, published in the Russky Vyestnik under the
pseudonym of "Radda Bay". But about her writings of another sort, and about her career in
general, very little was known in Russia. A correspondence from London in the Novoye Vremya
alluded to the exposure of the supposed miraculous phenomena which she produced. Recently
too, indeed, after her death there was published in a professional journal, the Review of Clinical
and Forensic Psychiatry and Neuropathology, a critical sketch by Dr. Rosenbach, entitled
"Modern Mysticism". This sketch was also issued as a separate pamphlet. A whole chapter of it
is headed "The Theosophical Cult," and is devoted to the investigation by the London Society for
Psychical Research of the theosophical phenomena, and the exposure of their fraudulence. The
correspondence of the Novoye Vremya had been quite forgotten, and Dr. Rosenbach's essay
was known to few, so that the Russian public had a very scanty acquaintance with the career of
the late Madame Blavatsky; when suddenly there appeared, first in a newspaper, the Novosti,
and then in a magazine, the Russkoe Obozrenie, lengthy articles by Madame Jelihovsky. In
these articles the writer, Madame Blavatsky's own sister, amazed at the silence of the Russian
press about the creatress of theosophy, undertakes to introduce to our public a woman whom
her followers in America, India and Europe call "a chosen torch," her enemies "the greatest
impostor of the age"; whom all who are acquainted with her writings and her career for the last
fifteen or twenty years regard as "the sphinx of the nineteenth century," and whose death was
recorded by the whole of the foreign press. It was also in the Novosti, it seems, that there was
published some two years ago a long article by another lady contributor to this newspaper. In
this article there was an account of life in Paris, and allusion was made to the Paris
"Theosophical Society," as well as to the fact that it was broken up in consequence of revelations
made by myself. I do not deny the fact thus stated by the contributor to the Novosti. In fact, apart
from Helena Petrovna Blavatsky's own family, I am the only Russian who knew her intimately
and well in the period from 1884 to 1886, the period, that is, which followed her appearance in
Europe from India and during which there started up the European "Theosophical Societies,"
organized by her and by her assistant, Henry Olcott, an American known by the title of "Colonel"
Olcott. It is a fact that, in 1886, I assisted in the breaking up of the first French Theosophical
Society, which had been founded under the title of the "Société Théosophique d'Orient et
d'Occident" by the Duchesse de Pomar, Lady Caithness, and had been confirmed by Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky in Paris in 1884. Since my return to Russia to this day, I have not written a
word about Madame Blavatsky and her Theosophical Society. I have held it worse than useless
to allude to this anti-Christian movement, so long as it remained a matter which was little known
in Russia. I kept to myself all I knew, and the documentary evidence I possessed, against the
time when a panegyric of Madame Blavatsky might appear in the Russian press, and with it, in
one form or another, the propaganda of her name and her newest theosophy. One thing only I
desired: that such a time might never come, and that I might be absolved from the moral duty of



again alluding to the question. Hitherto it has been possible for me to keep silence. But the
lengthy articles of Madame Jelihovsky, in which she proclaims her sister, not without grounds, a
universal celebrity, and speaks of the "new religion" preached and created by her as a "pure and
lofty" doctrine, are in fact the propaganda in Russia of this "pure and lofty" doctrine, and of the
name of its apostle. These articles on our famous countrywoman whom we did not appreciate
enough, and on the world-wide importance and dissemination of her doctrines, cannot but
interest our public, credulous as it is, and prone to every sort of "new doctrine". "Churls are lords
beyond the mountains," ["a beau mentir qui vient de loin"] and as one reads Madame
Jelihovsky's articles, a most attractive picture is in fact presented, a picture calculated to fire the
imagination thirsting for every novelty, especially if it promises satisfaction to our highest spiritual
interest. In these circumstances to keep silence and to hide the truth, if one knows it, becomes a
crime. I therefore find myself compelled to break silence about my intimate knowledge of Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky and her society. This is to me most painful and repugnant, as it must be
painful and repugnant to any man who is obliged, even for the holiest object, to break open a
tomb and to bring forth the corpse hidden in it. Moreover, in addition to pain and reluctance, I
cannot rid myself of the feeling of pity which was always inspired in me by this woman, who was
in any case beyond the common, and richly endowed by nature. Because of this involuntary
feeling of pity I should be only too glad to forget all I know. Oblivion, complete oblivion, that is the
one thing which is now to be desired for Helena Petrovna Blavatsky. But for her there is neither
oblivion nor death, though her body was destroyed by cremation in London, and her ashes are
preserved in three urns. For her there is no death, so we are told in print by her own sister,
whose articles are at this moment the only reason which forces upon me the moral necessity of
turning to those painful and repugnant reminiscences, and publishing the bundle of documents
which I have preserved. Unhappy Helena Petrovna! I see her before me as though' she were
alive; but her picture is not only a double one, it is treble. There were in her three perfectly
different persons. There was indeed a fourth person in her, but that is one which I never knew
personally, and only the last extremity will force me to touch on it in what follows. There are still
alive many who knew her in her youth and her mature years; and wonderful tales they tell about
the adventures of her stormy and wandering life. I made her acquaintance at a time when, for
her, the "woman's life" was over, and she had started on a period of very different activity. The
end of this stormy "woman's life" proved for her to be no end such as it generally is with ordinary
women, but only the beginning of her real existence, and of the manifestation of all the gifts
which nature had bestowed upon her. 

Thus though Mr. Solovyoff's letters give us a decidedly different picture of his mental attitude
from that drawn by the narrative, I cannot see that either they or Madame Jelihovsky's
statements can cast any material doubt on the truth of the facts which he states. In matters of
verifiable fact, as distinct from mental attitude, he remains unshaken. In one or two small points
indeed he has been convicted of error; but they are ludicrously irrelevant to the question at



issue, and the fact that nothing more serious has been discovered in a narrative written seven
years after the events which it describes, is to be regarded, considering the ordeal through
which it has had to pass, as a strong testimony in favour of Mr. Solovyoff's accuracy. I have
endeavored to examine Mr. Solovyoff’s evidence impartially on its own merits; but it must not be
forgotten that it is only the last stone on a cairn. Those who have studied Mr. Hodgson's report
will find in the Wurzburg conversations only what they had already been taught to expect by
overwhelming testimony with which Mr. Solovyoff had nothing to do. To the vast majority of
sensible people, the question of Madame Blavatsky's honesty has been already so convincingly
disposed of, as to remove any a priori doubts concerning the veracity of any person who
declares her an impostor. For them the simple assertion of a gentleman in Mr. Solovyoff's
position is sufficient; as he cannot add to the force of evidence already unanswered and
unanswerable, so there can be no presumption against him when he adds to its variety. His
narrative is in fact, as he himself calls it, a supplement to the damning act of accusation drawn
up by the Committee on Theosophical Phenomena. Finally I should like to express my sense of
the extreme literary ability with which Mr. Solovyoff has drawn his picture. But for this literary
charm I should hardly have cared to face the labour of translation; I trust that it may not have
entirely perished in the rendering. In my own case — and I believe that the same will be felt by
many others— Mr. Solovyoff has rather raised than lowered my opinion of Madame Blavatsky.
That she was an arch impostor I knew before; but my very slight acquaintance with her had not
enabled me to grasp the secret of the fascination which she exercised over so many of those
with whom she came in contact. Still less could the fabulous stories of her admirers explain the
riddle. In translating the Modern Priestess of Isis I have for the first time felt that I could see her
as a human being, and to some extent sympathize with her in the troubles — the self-made
troubles — of her unique career. Whether his story be true or no, and I at least have no doubt of
its substantial truth, Mr. Solovyoff has at all events given us a psychological study of
extraordinary interest. Mr. W. Emmette Coleman has kindly offered the Society for publication a
summary of his analysis of the sources of Madame Blavatsky's theosophical writings. His
conclusions so entirely confirm and expand what Mr. Solovyoff has said on this head that no
apology is needed for the addition of his paper (Appendix C). WALTER LEAF.November, 1894.A
MODERN PRIESTESS OF ISIS. Chapter I. Introductory On May 8th (N.S.), 1891, Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky died in London. She was known in Russia as the authoress of certain
interesting and able stories, From the Caves and Jungles of Hindostan, and The Enigmatical
Tribes of the Blue Mountains, published in the Russky Vyestnik under the pseudonym of "Radda
Bay". But about her writings of another sort, and about her career in general, very little was
known in Russia. A correspondence from London in the Novoye Vremya alluded to the exposure
of the supposed miraculous phenomena which she produced. Recently too, indeed, after her
death there was published in a professional journal, the Review of Clinical and Forensic
Psychiatry and Neuropathology, a critical sketch by Dr. Rosenbach, entitled "Modern Mysticism".
This sketch was also issued as a separate pamphlet. A whole chapter of it is headed "The



Theosophical Cult," and is devoted to the investigation by the London Society for Psychical
Research of the theosophical phenomena, and the exposure of their fraudulence. The
correspondence of the Novoye Vremya had been quite forgotten, and Dr. Rosenbach's essay
was known to few, so that the Russian public had a very scanty acquaintance with the career of
the late Madame Blavatsky; when suddenly there appeared, first in a newspaper, the Novosti,
and then in a magazine, the Russkoe Obozrenie, lengthy articles by Madame Jelihovsky. In
these articles the writer, Madame Blavatsky's own sister, amazed at the silence of the Russian
press about the creatress of theosophy, undertakes to introduce to our public a woman whom
her followers in America, India and Europe call "a chosen torch," her enemies "the greatest
impostor of the age"; whom all who are acquainted with her writings and her career for the last
fifteen or twenty years regard as "the sphinx of the nineteenth century," and whose death was
recorded by the whole of the foreign press. It was also in the Novosti, it seems, that there was
published some two years ago a long article by another lady contributor to this newspaper. In
this article there was an account of life in Paris, and allusion was made to the Paris
"Theosophical Society," as well as to the fact that it was broken up in consequence of revelations
made by myself. I do not deny the fact thus stated by the contributor to the Novosti. In fact, apart
from Helena Petrovna Blavatsky's own family, I am the only Russian who knew her intimately
and well in the period from 1884 to 1886, the period, that is, which followed her appearance in
Europe from India and during which there started up the European "Theosophical Societies,"
organized by her and by her assistant, Henry Olcott, an American known by the title of "Colonel"
Olcott. It is a fact that, in 1886, I assisted in the breaking up of the first French Theosophical
Society, which had been founded under the title of the "Société Théosophique d'Orient et
d'Occident" by the Duchesse de Pomar, Lady Caithness, and had been confirmed by Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky in Paris in 1884. Since my return to Russia to this day, I have not written a
word about Madame Blavatsky and her Theosophical Society. I have held it worse than useless
to allude to this anti-Christian movement, so long as it remained a matter which was little known
in Russia. I kept to myself all I knew, and the documentary evidence I possessed, against the
time when a panegyric of Madame Blavatsky might appear in the Russian press, and with it, in
one form or another, the propaganda of her name and her newest theosophy. One thing only I
desired: that such a time might never come, and that I might be absolved from the moral duty of
again alluding to the question. Hitherto it has been possible for me to keep silence. But the
lengthy articles of Madame Jelihovsky, in which she proclaims her sister, not without grounds, a
universal celebrity, and speaks of the "new religion" preached and created by her as a "pure and
lofty" doctrine, are in fact the propaganda in Russia of this "pure and lofty" doctrine, and of the
name of its apostle. These articles on our famous countrywoman whom we did not appreciate
enough, and on the world-wide importance and dissemination of her doctrines, cannot but
interest our public, credulous as it is, and prone to every sort of "new doctrine". "Churls are lords
beyond the mountains," ["a beau mentir qui vient de loin"] and as one reads Madame
Jelihovsky's articles, a most attractive picture is in fact presented, a picture calculated to fire the



imagination thirsting for every novelty, especially if it promises satisfaction to our highest spiritual
interest. In these circumstances to keep silence and to hide the truth, if one knows it, becomes a
crime. I therefore find myself compelled to break silence about my intimate knowledge of Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky and her society. This is to me most painful and repugnant, as it must be
painful and repugnant to any man who is obliged, even for the holiest object, to break open a
tomb and to bring forth the corpse hidden in it. Moreover, in addition to pain and reluctance, I
cannot rid myself of the feeling of pity which was always inspired in me by this woman, who was
in any case beyond the common, and richly endowed by nature. Because of this involuntary
feeling of pity I should be only too glad to forget all I know. Oblivion, complete oblivion, that is the
one thing which is now to be desired for Helena Petrovna Blavatsky. But for her there is neither
oblivion nor death, though her body was destroyed by cremation in London, and her ashes are
preserved in three urns. For her there is no death, so we are told in print by her own sister,
whose articles are at this moment the only reason which forces upon me the moral necessity of
turning to those painful and repugnant reminiscences, and publishing the bundle of documents
which I have preserved. Unhappy Helena Petrovna! I see her before me as though' she were
alive; but her picture is not only a double one, it is treble. There were in her three perfectly
different persons. There was indeed a fourth person in her, but that is one which I never knew
personally, and only the last extremity will force me to touch on it in what follows. There are still
alive many who knew her in her youth and her mature years; and wonderful tales they tell about
the adventures of her stormy and wandering life. I made her acquaintance at a time when, for
her, the "woman's life" was over, and she had started on a period of very different activity. The
end of this stormy "woman's life" proved for her to be no end such as it generally is with ordinary
women, but only the beginning of her real existence, and of the manifestation of all the gifts
which nature had bestowed upon her. As I know her, she is elderly and ill, but full of fire and
energy; I cannot imagine her otherwise. As I have said, there were in her three persons. The first
of these was "Helena Petrovna" on her quiet days, far away from the business of the
Theosophical Society, a cheerful, witty companion, with an inexhaustible store of rough but real
humour, of narratives, interesting, though, alas! by, no means always founded on strict truth, and
of anecdotes; droll and sympathetic, with a sort of magnetic attraction, and even capable of
good impulses. Her second character was that of "Radda Bay," H.P. Blavatsky, or H.P.B.; the
author of the Caves and Jungles of Hindostan, The Enigmatical Tribes, Isis Unveiled, The Secret
Doctrine, The Key to Theosophy; the editor of the Theosophist, Lucifer, etc.; a writer wonderful
for her literary talent, her immense memory, and her power of rapidly grasping the most
heterogeneous subjects and writing on them at will; writing interestingly and attractively, though
often disconnectedly and with digressions in every direction. If the writings of Madame Blavatsky
had been, as Madame Jelihovsky says, the work of her mysterious teacher, a mighty sage, half
god, living in the dales of Thibet and dictating to her, in complete indifference to distance, when
she was in America or Europe, they would have done but little credit, in view of their
imperfections, to such a sage. To her, who in her youth had but ill acquired the rudiments of



elementary education, and till she was forty — I speak again on her sister's authority — had
learnt but little, they do the greatest credit; they prove her immense capabilities, and her ardent
love of work, thanks to which she was able to forget, as I myself saw, the grievous sufferings of
the various diseases which for long tormented her. In this respect her writings are really a
miracle; but the explanation of this miracle we must seek in the secrets of the human intellect
and soul, not in any invisible and problematical "Mahatma," dictating to her and guiding her hand
from Thibet, nor in the aerial transmission of the books which she needed for reference. But to all
this I shall return in its proper place, as well as to the question of what her doctrine is, whether it
is hers at all, and how she came to declare herself its apostle. The third character of H.P
Blavatsky, behind which, unfortunately, the two others have but too often been hidden and
vanished from sight, is that of "Madame," as all the theosophists, without distinction of
nationality, used to call her, the foundress of the Theosophical Society and its mistress, the
femme aux phénomènes. When she comes to deal with the phenomena, Madame Jelihovsky
says in her articles that Madame Blavatsky herself "personally despised these marvels"; but that
her followers attest them, orally and in print, with the greatest confidence. "The best of those
who surrounded her did not value her for them, and she herself, especially in the later years of
her life, referred to them with contempt, saying that they were the least important work of forces
known to every conjuring fakir. Many of the 'Reminiscences,' published by those who knew her
best, show how often she stopped with irritation the curiosity of her numerous outside
visitors." Alas, it is not so. The whole question lies precisely in the phenomena. It was with their
help that H.P. Blavatsky founded her Theosophical Society, they were her panoply when she
appeared in Europe to disseminate her doctrine, by them she advertised herself and gathered
about her those who for one purpose or another wished to see them. It was these phenomena
only which interested and brought into her circle of acquaintance such men as Crookes,
Flammarion, Charles Richet and the English savants who had established the London Society
for Psychical Research. These phenomena were, unhappily, indissolubly bound up alike with her
and with her Theosophical Society, as will be shown later. In them might have been her real
strength, and in them was shown her weakness. Through them she morally ruined herself and
many others, for them she tortured and enraged herself, deadened her own soul and heart, grew
into a fury, and was compelled to endure everything about which Madame Jelihovsky is
silent. When these phenomena were exposed, as will be clearly proved hereafter, by many
proofs, particularly by the original proofs and documents of the London Society for Psychical
Research, Madame Blavatsky thought herself lost. What was to be expected by a woman who
had taken for her motto, "There is no religion higher than truth" — a motto which was printed
even on her note-paper and envelopes — and had established the most important positions of
her doctrine by phenomena which proved to be undoubtedly and incontestably the coarsest and
most shocking deceit and trickery? It seemed that she was right in considering herself lost. But
the fact is that in human society there is always a multitude of men for whom truth is truth only
when it agrees with their own wishes. Those who in one way or another were interested in the



success of the Theosophical Society, and moreover felt themselves compromised, began to cry
out that the famous "emissary of the Thibetan Mahatmas" was calumniated; and at the same
time they did not stick at any calumny, even the vilest, in order so far as they could to blacken
and crush her "enemies," those, that is to say, who had not allowed themselves to be duped by
her. Not a few of those who hunger and thirst after fresh pastures made no attempt to inquire into
Madame Blavatsky's record, and joined her flock. She thus found that she was not lost at all. She
defended herself, and set about continuing and even widening her career, save only in respect
to phenomena, which she renounced; they, it would seem, were a "vain expenditure of vital
force," "nonsensical manifestations," and so on. But now, when Madame Blavatsky is no more,
and it is consequently no longer possible to convince oneself of her phenomena in person,
"Colonel" Olcott marches out once more, at the head of a whole regiment of persons of both
sexes, who attest the most astounding miracles as having been wrought by "Madame". Even
Madame Jelihovsky cannot refrain from addressing the Russian public on the subject of these
miracles, and telling strange stories about them. In view of all this I too feel it to be my bounden
duty to publish for general information the "astounding phenomena" of which it has been my
fortune to be a witness. "There is no religion higher than truth;" so the unhappy Helena Petrovna
said, wrote, and printed on her letter-paper and her envelopes. Chapter II. First Meeting In May,
1884, I was living in Paris, and planning some works, belletristic or otherwise, which should
touch on certain little-known subjects; on the rare , but in my opinion real, manifestations of the
imperfectly investigated spiritual powers of man. I was occupied, among other things, with
mystic and so-called "occultist" literature. As I was going through my notes from the Bibliothèque
Nationale, there came into my mind the very interesting narratives of Radda Bay, in other words
of Madame Blavatsky, published in the Russky Vyestnik under the title of From the Caves and
Jungles of Hindostan, which had been read with so much interest in Russia. The subject of my
studies was closely connected with the essential motive of these narratives. "Should I not make
up my mind in earnest?" I thought. "Should I not stall for India, to see our wonderful
countrywoman, Madame Blavatsky, and convince myself in person as to how far the marvels of
which she speaks are in accordance with fact?" Just at this time a friend showed me a copy of
the Matin, and there, among the news of the day, was an announcement that the famous
foundress of the Theosophical Society, H.P. Blavatsky, was in Europe; that a day or two before
she had arrived in Paris from Nice; that she had settled in Rue Notre Dame des Champs, and
would there receive any one who was interested in the theosophical movement which she had
set on foot. It was but a short note; but two or three phrases sketched out to me the surroundings
of the newly-arrived celebrity, to whose temple were flocking from all sides those who were
thirsting to become acquainted with her and her marvels. I immediately wrote to St. Petersburg
to Mr. P., who, as I knew, was in correspondence with Madame Blavatsky. I begged him to
acquaint her at once with the fact that a certain resident in Paris would like to make her
acquaintance, but would not do so till he had first received her assent. A few days after, much
sooner than I could have expected, I received an answer from St. Petersburg, informing me that



H.P. Blavatsky expected me, and would receive me whenever I liked. It was not without some
emotion that I went to Rue Notre Dame des Champs, selecting an hour which I thought would be
the most suitable, not too early and not very late. During the time when I was awaiting my reply
from St. Petersburg I had quite electrified myself with the idea of the interesting acquaintance
which I was about to make. Though I had not in my possession the Caves and Jungles of
Hindostan, I remembered it from beginning to end, and felt all the fascination of this skillful
narrative, which combines realism with the most wonderful mystery. From the impression
produced upon me by the little notice in the Matin, I expected to see something which in many
ways would be magnificent, and had prepared myself for the solemn audience which Madame
Blavatsky would vouchsafe me. I was convinced that I should find a row of carriages at her door,
and that I should present myself in the midst of a great and varied company of her visitors. But I
found myself in a long mean street on the left bank of the Seine, de l'autre cote de l'eau as the
Parisians say. The coachman stopped at the number I had told him. The house was unsightly
enough to look at, and at the door there was not a single carriage. "My dear sir, you have let her
slip; she has left Paris," I said to myself with vexation. In answer to my inquiry the concierge
showed me the way. I climbed a very, very dark staircase, rang, and a slovenly figure in an
Oriental turban admitted me into a tiny dark lobby. To my question, whether Madame Blavatsky
would receive me, the slovenly figure replied with an "Entrez, monsieur," and vanished with my
card, while I was left to wait in a small low room, poorly and insufficiently furnished. I had not
long to wait. The door opened, and she was before me; a rather tall woman, though she
produced the impression of being short, on account of her unusual stoutness. Her great head
seemed all the greater from her thick and very bright hair, touched with a scarcely perceptible
grey, and very slightly frizzed, by nature and not by art, as I subsequently convinced myself. At
the first moment her plain, old, earthy-coloured face struck me as repulsive; but she fixed on me
the gaze of her great, rolling, pale blue eyes, and in these wonderful eyes, with their hidden
power, all the rest was forgotten. I remarked, however, .that she was very strangely dressed, in a
sort of black sacque, and that all the fingers of her small, soft, and as it were boneless hands,
with their slender points and long nails, were covered with great jeweled rings. She received me
so simply, affectionately and kindly, it was so pleasant to me to hear her Russian talk, that my
disappointment passed off, and all the unexpectedness of the surroundings ceased to surprise
me; on the contrary, I was very pleased to find something quite different from what I had looked
for. At the end of a quarter of an hour I was talking to Helena Petrovna as though she were an old
friend, and all her homely coarse appearance actually began to please me. And her eyes gazed
at me so graciously, and at the same time pierced me so attentively. I explained to her that it was
not mere idle curiosity that had brought me to her; that I was busied with mystic and occult
literature, and had come for an answer to many questions of the greatest seriousness and
importance to myself. "Whatever it was that brought you to me," she said, "I am excessively glad
to make your acquaintance — you see I am a Russian — and if you come on serious business
besides, you may be sure that I shall be entirely at your service. Where I can, I will help you with



the greatest delight." As she spoke, she laughed with a good-humored kindly laugh. "You will
have to begin at the ABC, Helena Petrovna. All I know about yourself, your work and your society
is what you have yourself published in the Russky Vyestnik." "Well, my little father,'' she went on,
"since that day 'much water has flowed down'. At that time our society had hardly hatched out
from its egg; but now!" Then she began eagerly to tell me of the successes of the theosophical
movement in America and India, and, in the immediate past, in Europe as well. "Are you here for
long?" I asked. "I do not know myself yet; the master sent me." "What master?" "My master, the
teacher, my Guru; you may call him Gulab Lal Singh, from the Caves and Jungles of
Hindostan." I remembered this Gulab Lai Singh in every detail; the mysterious being of whom
she had told her Russian readers such incredible stories, a being who had attained the highest
degree of human knowledge, and produced the most marvelous phenomena. I felt at once that
the ground was shaking beneath my feet. I have no fear of anybody's smile when I declare that I
then admitted and still admit the possibility of the existence, wherever it may be, in the caves
and jungles of Hindostan if you will, of such a man, whose knowledge far surpasses all that is
known to our modern science. If I had known for certain that such a man cannot exist, I could
only, after her first words about the "master," have continued the conversation with the aim of
revealing her falsehood and deception. But at that time I was far from having any such
aim. Helena Petrovna spoke of this master of hers with entire simplicity, as though of a most
ordinary phenomenon. Still, in spite of all, I immediately felt something, a sort of intangible
falsehood; it was as though I had had a douche of cold water. "Helena Petrovna," I said, "listen to
me, and if you have the power of gazing into a man and seeing him as he really is, you may
convince yourself how far my words are serious. I come to you in all honesty, without any mental
reservations, with a great spiritual problem; I come to you to obtain the fulfilment of what you
promise, of the allurements you hold out in your Caves and Jungles of Hindostan. If you can
answer this my spiritual question seriously, promise me to do so; if you cannot or will not, it shall
be all the same, we will remain friends, as fellow-countrymen and brothers of the pen, but let
there be no more talk between us of all your marvels or of your Theosophical Society." She did
not answer me at once, but gazed into my eyes enigmatically and long with her bright magnetic
gaze, and then solemnly said, "I can," and stretched me out her hand. "Excuse me," she said,
getting up; "I will be back in a second, but I must tell Babula, my servant, the Hindu who opened
the door to you, to see about my dinner — not that I am hungry." She went out, and came back
again in two or three minutes. "Now, my good fellow-countryman, my dear Mr. Vsevolod
Sergyeevich," she began with a friendly smile as she sat before me, "sure enough you do not
believe me, but all the same when once I have said, 'I can,' that means that I can and will. It is
true — believe it or not, as you like — that I knew you before P. wrote to me, I knew that you were
being drawn towards me. Listen." She made a sort of flourish with her hand, raised it upwards,
and suddenly, I heard distinctly, quite distinctly, somewhere above our heads, near the ceiling, a
very melodious sound like a little silver bell or an Æolian harp. "What is the meaning of this?" I
asked. "This means only that my master is here, although you and I cannot see him. He tells me



that I may trust you, and am to do for you whatever I can. Vous êtes sous sa protection,
henceforth and for ever." She looked me straight in the eyes, and caressed me with her glance
and her kindly smile. "So there, sir." I involuntarily liked her more and more. I was attracted to her
by a feeling of instantaneous sympathy, and yet, if her "master" was really present, and could
penetrate the inmost nature of things and of human thoughts, il ne m'aurait pas pris sous sa
protection, for I was asking myself all the time: "Why was the sound of the silver bell not heard at
once, but only after she had left the room and come back again?" "Do you speak English?" she
asked me. "Unfortunately, no. I once took lessons in the language, but now I have almost
forgotten it." "What a pity! Well, we must get on without it somehow, and you can set about
learning it." "Yes, certainly." I here purposely indicate my ignorance of the English language,
which I to some extent exaggerated as I did not wish to embarrass anybody by my imperfect
pronunciation and my blunders. This ignorance, as will appear in the course of my narrative, far
from being an impediment to me — for all the time of my connection with the Theosophical
Society I could get on perfectly with Russian, French and German — actually rendered me the
greatest service, as it brought me into a position of isolation, and besides, at certain important
moments, enabled me to give myself up to undisturbed observation. But I have no wish to
anticipate. 

Thus though Mr. Solovyoff's letters give us a decidedly different picture of his mental attitude
from that drawn by the narrative, I cannot see that either they or Madame Jelihovsky's
statements can cast any material doubt on the truth of the facts which he states. In matters of
verifiable fact, as distinct from mental attitude, he remains unshaken. In one or two small points
indeed he has been convicted of error; but they are ludicrously irrelevant to the question at
issue, and the fact that nothing more serious has been discovered in a narrative written seven
years after the events which it describes, is to be regarded, considering the ordeal through
which it has had to pass, as a strong testimony in favour of Mr. Solovyoff's accuracy. I have
endeavored to examine Mr. Solovyoff’s evidence impartially on its own merits; but it must not be
forgotten that it is only the last stone on a cairn. Those who have studied Mr. Hodgson's report
will find in the Wurzburg conversations only what they had already been taught to expect by
overwhelming testimony with which Mr. Solovyoff had nothing to do. To the vast majority of
sensible people, the question of Madame Blavatsky's honesty has been already so convincingly
disposed of, as to remove any a priori doubts concerning the veracity of any person who
declares her an impostor. For them the simple assertion of a gentleman in Mr. Solovyoff's
position is sufficient; as he cannot add to the force of evidence already unanswered and
unanswerable, so there can be no presumption against him when he adds to its variety. His
narrative is in fact, as he himself calls it, a supplement to the damning act of accusation drawn
up by the Committee on Theosophical Phenomena. Finally I should like to express my sense of
the extreme literary ability with which Mr. Solovyoff has drawn his picture. But for this literary
charm I should hardly have cared to face the labour of translation; I trust that it may not have



entirely perished in the rendering. In my own case — and I believe that the same will be felt by
many others— Mr. Solovyoff has rather raised than lowered my opinion of Madame Blavatsky.
That she was an arch impostor I knew before; but my very slight acquaintance with her had not
enabled me to grasp the secret of the fascination which she exercised over so many of those
with whom she came in contact. Still less could the fabulous stories of her admirers explain the
riddle. In translating the Modern Priestess of Isis I have for the first time felt that I could see her
as a human being, and to some extent sympathize with her in the troubles — the self-made
troubles — of her unique career. Whether his story be true or no, and I at least have no doubt of
its substantial truth, Mr. Solovyoff has at all events given us a psychological study of
extraordinary interest. Mr. W. Emmette Coleman has kindly offered the Society for publication a
summary of his analysis of the sources of Madame Blavatsky's theosophical writings. His
conclusions so entirely confirm and expand what Mr. Solovyoff has said on this head that no
apology is needed for the addition of his paper (Appendix C). WALTER LEAF.November, 1894.A
MODERN PRIESTESS OF ISIS. Chapter I. Introductory On May 8th (N.S.), 1891, Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky died in London. She was known in Russia as the authoress of certain
interesting and able stories, From the Caves and Jungles of Hindostan, and The Enigmatical
Tribes of the Blue Mountains, published in the Russky Vyestnik under the pseudonym of "Radda
Bay". But about her writings of another sort, and about her career in general, very little was
known in Russia. A correspondence from London in the Novoye Vremya alluded to the exposure
of the supposed miraculous phenomena which she produced. Recently too, indeed, after her
death there was published in a professional journal, the Review of Clinical and Forensic
Psychiatry and Neuropathology, a critical sketch by Dr. Rosenbach, entitled "Modern Mysticism".
This sketch was also issued as a separate pamphlet. A whole chapter of it is headed "The
Theosophical Cult," and is devoted to the investigation by the London Society for Psychical
Research of the theosophical phenomena, and the exposure of their fraudulence. The
correspondence of the Novoye Vremya had been quite forgotten, and Dr. Rosenbach's essay
was known to few, so that the Russian public had a very scanty acquaintance with the career of
the late Madame Blavatsky; when suddenly there appeared, first in a newspaper, the Novosti,
and then in a magazine, the Russkoe Obozrenie, lengthy articles by Madame Jelihovsky. In
these articles the writer, Madame Blavatsky's own sister, amazed at the silence of the Russian
press about the creatress of theosophy, undertakes to introduce to our public a woman whom
her followers in America, India and Europe call "a chosen torch," her enemies "the greatest
impostor of the age"; whom all who are acquainted with her writings and her career for the last
fifteen or twenty years regard as "the sphinx of the nineteenth century," and whose death was
recorded by the whole of the foreign press. It was also in the Novosti, it seems, that there was
published some two years ago a long article by another lady contributor to this newspaper. In
this article there was an account of life in Paris, and allusion was made to the Paris
"Theosophical Society," as well as to the fact that it was broken up in consequence of revelations
made by myself. I do not deny the fact thus stated by the contributor to the Novosti. In fact, apart



from Helena Petrovna Blavatsky's own family, I am the only Russian who knew her intimately
and well in the period from 1884 to 1886, the period, that is, which followed her appearance in
Europe from India and during which there started up the European "Theosophical Societies,"
organized by her and by her assistant, Henry Olcott, an American known by the title of "Colonel"
Olcott. It is a fact that, in 1886, I assisted in the breaking up of the first French Theosophical
Society, which had been founded under the title of the "Société Théosophique d'Orient et
d'Occident" by the Duchesse de Pomar, Lady Caithness, and had been confirmed by Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky in Paris in 1884. Since my return to Russia to this day, I have not written a
word about Madame Blavatsky and her Theosophical Society. I have held it worse than useless
to allude to this anti-Christian movement, so long as it remained a matter which was little known
in Russia. I kept to myself all I knew, and the documentary evidence I possessed, against the
time when a panegyric of Madame Blavatsky might appear in the Russian press, and with it, in
one form or another, the propaganda of her name and her newest theosophy. One thing only I
desired: that such a time might never come, and that I might be absolved from the moral duty of
again alluding to the question. Hitherto it has been possible for me to keep silence. But the
lengthy articles of Madame Jelihovsky, in which she proclaims her sister, not without grounds, a
universal celebrity, and speaks of the "new religion" preached and created by her as a "pure and
lofty" doctrine, are in fact the propaganda in Russia of this "pure and lofty" doctrine, and of the
name of its apostle. These articles on our famous countrywoman whom we did not appreciate
enough, and on the world-wide importance and dissemination of her doctrines, cannot but
interest our public, credulous as it is, and prone to every sort of "new doctrine". "Churls are lords
beyond the mountains," ["a beau mentir qui vient de loin"] and as one reads Madame
Jelihovsky's articles, a most attractive picture is in fact presented, a picture calculated to fire the
imagination thirsting for every novelty, especially if it promises satisfaction to our highest spiritual
interest. In these circumstances to keep silence and to hide the truth, if one knows it, becomes a
crime. I therefore find myself compelled to break silence about my intimate knowledge of Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky and her society. This is to me most painful and repugnant, as it must be
painful and repugnant to any man who is obliged, even for the holiest object, to break open a
tomb and to bring forth the corpse hidden in it. Moreover, in addition to pain and reluctance, I
cannot rid myself of the feeling of pity which was always inspired in me by this woman, who was
in any case beyond the common, and richly endowed by nature. Because of this involuntary
feeling of pity I should be only too glad to forget all I know. Oblivion, complete oblivion, that is the
one thing which is now to be desired for Helena Petrovna Blavatsky. But for her there is neither
oblivion nor death, though her body was destroyed by cremation in London, and her ashes are
preserved in three urns. For her there is no death, so we are told in print by her own sister,
whose articles are at this moment the only reason which forces upon me the moral necessity of
turning to those painful and repugnant reminiscences, and publishing the bundle of documents
which I have preserved. Unhappy Helena Petrovna! I see her before me as though' she were
alive; but her picture is not only a double one, it is treble. There were in her three perfectly



different persons. There was indeed a fourth person in her, but that is one which I never knew
personally, and only the last extremity will force me to touch on it in what follows. There are still
alive many who knew her in her youth and her mature years; and wonderful tales they tell about
the adventures of her stormy and wandering life. I made her acquaintance at a time when, for
her, the "woman's life" was over, and she had started on a period of very different activity. The
end of this stormy "woman's life" proved for her to be no end such as it generally is with ordinary
women, but only the beginning of her real existence, and of the manifestation of all the gifts
which nature had bestowed upon her. As I know her, she is elderly and ill, but full of fire and
energy; I cannot imagine her otherwise. As I have said, there were in her three persons. The first
of these was "Helena Petrovna" on her quiet days, far away from the business of the
Theosophical Society, a cheerful, witty companion, with an inexhaustible store of rough but real
humour, of narratives, interesting, though, alas! by, no means always founded on strict truth, and
of anecdotes; droll and sympathetic, with a sort of magnetic attraction, and even capable of
good impulses. Her second character was that of "Radda Bay," H.P. Blavatsky, or H.P.B.; the
author of the Caves and Jungles of Hindostan, The Enigmatical Tribes, Isis Unveiled, The Secret
Doctrine, The Key to Theosophy; the editor of the Theosophist, Lucifer, etc.; a writer wonderful
for her literary talent, her immense memory, and her power of rapidly grasping the most
heterogeneous subjects and writing on them at will; writing interestingly and attractively, though
often disconnectedly and with digressions in every direction. If the writings of Madame Blavatsky
had been, as Madame Jelihovsky says, the work of her mysterious teacher, a mighty sage, half
god, living in the dales of Thibet and dictating to her, in complete indifference to distance, when
she was in America or Europe, they would have done but little credit, in view of their
imperfections, to such a sage. To her, who in her youth had but ill acquired the rudiments of
elementary education, and till she was forty — I speak again on her sister's authority — had
learnt but little, they do the greatest credit; they prove her immense capabilities, and her ardent
love of work, thanks to which she was able to forget, as I myself saw, the grievous sufferings of
the various diseases which for long tormented her. In this respect her writings are really a
miracle; but the explanation of this miracle we must seek in the secrets of the human intellect
and soul, not in any invisible and problematical "Mahatma," dictating to her and guiding her hand
from Thibet, nor in the aerial transmission of the books which she needed for reference. But to all
this I shall return in its proper place, as well as to the question of what her doctrine is, whether it
is hers at all, and how she came to declare herself its apostle. The third character of H.P
Blavatsky, behind which, unfortunately, the two others have but too often been hidden and
vanished from sight, is that of "Madame," as all the theosophists, without distinction of
nationality, used to call her, the foundress of the Theosophical Society and its mistress, the
femme aux phénomènes. When she comes to deal with the phenomena, Madame Jelihovsky
says in her articles that Madame Blavatsky herself "personally despised these marvels"; but that
her followers attest them, orally and in print, with the greatest confidence. "The best of those
who surrounded her did not value her for them, and she herself, especially in the later years of



her life, referred to them with contempt, saying that they were the least important work of forces
known to every conjuring fakir. Many of the 'Reminiscences,' published by those who knew her
best, show how often she stopped with irritation the curiosity of her numerous outside
visitors." Alas, it is not so. The whole question lies precisely in the phenomena. It was with their
help that H.P. Blavatsky founded her Theosophical Society, they were her panoply when she
appeared in Europe to disseminate her doctrine, by them she advertised herself and gathered
about her those who for one purpose or another wished to see them. It was these phenomena
only which interested and brought into her circle of acquaintance such men as Crookes,
Flammarion, Charles Richet and the English savants who had established the London Society
for Psychical Research. These phenomena were, unhappily, indissolubly bound up alike with her
and with her Theosophical Society, as will be shown later. In them might have been her real
strength, and in them was shown her weakness. Through them she morally ruined herself and
many others, for them she tortured and enraged herself, deadened her own soul and heart, grew
into a fury, and was compelled to endure everything about which Madame Jelihovsky is
silent. When these phenomena were exposed, as will be clearly proved hereafter, by many
proofs, particularly by the original proofs and documents of the London Society for Psychical
Research, Madame Blavatsky thought herself lost. What was to be expected by a woman who
had taken for her motto, "There is no religion higher than truth" — a motto which was printed
even on her note-paper and envelopes — and had established the most important positions of
her doctrine by phenomena which proved to be undoubtedly and incontestably the coarsest and
most shocking deceit and trickery? It seemed that she was right in considering herself lost. But
the fact is that in human society there is always a multitude of men for whom truth is truth only
when it agrees with their own wishes. Those who in one way or another were interested in the
success of the Theosophical Society, and moreover felt themselves compromised, began to cry
out that the famous "emissary of the Thibetan Mahatmas" was calumniated; and at the same
time they did not stick at any calumny, even the vilest, in order so far as they could to blacken
and crush her "enemies," those, that is to say, who had not allowed themselves to be duped by
her. Not a few of those who hunger and thirst after fresh pastures made no attempt to inquire into
Madame Blavatsky's record, and joined her flock. She thus found that she was not lost at all. She
defended herself, and set about continuing and even widening her career, save only in respect
to phenomena, which she renounced; they, it would seem, were a "vain expenditure of vital
force," "nonsensical manifestations," and so on. But now, when Madame Blavatsky is no more,
and it is consequently no longer possible to convince oneself of her phenomena in person,
"Colonel" Olcott marches out once more, at the head of a whole regiment of persons of both
sexes, who attest the most astounding miracles as having been wrought by "Madame". Even
Madame Jelihovsky cannot refrain from addressing the Russian public on the subject of these
miracles, and telling strange stories about them. In view of all this I too feel it to be my bounden
duty to publish for general information the "astounding phenomena" of which it has been my
fortune to be a witness. "There is no religion higher than truth;" so the unhappy Helena Petrovna



said, wrote, and printed on her letter-paper and her envelopes. Chapter II. First Meeting In May,
1884, I was living in Paris, and planning some works, belletristic or otherwise, which should
touch on certain little-known subjects; on the rare , but in my opinion real, manifestations of the
imperfectly investigated spiritual powers of man. I was occupied, among other things, with
mystic and so-called "occultist" literature. As I was going through my notes from the Bibliothèque
Nationale, there came into my mind the very interesting narratives of Radda Bay, in other words
of Madame Blavatsky, published in the Russky Vyestnik under the title of From the Caves and
Jungles of Hindostan, which had been read with so much interest in Russia. The subject of my
studies was closely connected with the essential motive of these narratives. "Should I not make
up my mind in earnest?" I thought. "Should I not stall for India, to see our wonderful
countrywoman, Madame Blavatsky, and convince myself in person as to how far the marvels of
which she speaks are in accordance with fact?" Just at this time a friend showed me a copy of
the Matin, and there, among the news of the day, was an announcement that the famous
foundress of the Theosophical Society, H.P. Blavatsky, was in Europe; that a day or two before
she had arrived in Paris from Nice; that she had settled in Rue Notre Dame des Champs, and
would there receive any one who was interested in the theosophical movement which she had
set on foot. It was but a short note; but two or three phrases sketched out to me the surroundings
of the newly-arrived celebrity, to whose temple were flocking from all sides those who were
thirsting to become acquainted with her and her marvels. I immediately wrote to St. Petersburg
to Mr. P., who, as I knew, was in correspondence with Madame Blavatsky. I begged him to
acquaint her at once with the fact that a certain resident in Paris would like to make her
acquaintance, but would not do so till he had first received her assent. A few days after, much
sooner than I could have expected, I received an answer from St. Petersburg, informing me that
H.P. Blavatsky expected me, and would receive me whenever I liked. It was not without some
emotion that I went to Rue Notre Dame des Champs, selecting an hour which I thought would be
the most suitable, not too early and not very late. During the time when I was awaiting my reply
from St. Petersburg I had quite electrified myself with the idea of the interesting acquaintance
which I was about to make. Though I had not in my possession the Caves and Jungles of
Hindostan, I remembered it from beginning to end, and felt all the fascination of this skillful
narrative, which combines realism with the most wonderful mystery. From the impression
produced upon me by the little notice in the Matin, I expected to see something which in many
ways would be magnificent, and had prepared myself for the solemn audience which Madame
Blavatsky would vouchsafe me. I was convinced that I should find a row of carriages at her door,
and that I should present myself in the midst of a great and varied company of her visitors. But I
found myself in a long mean street on the left bank of the Seine, de l'autre cote de l'eau as the
Parisians say. The coachman stopped at the number I had told him. The house was unsightly
enough to look at, and at the door there was not a single carriage. "My dear sir, you have let her
slip; she has left Paris," I said to myself with vexation. In answer to my inquiry the concierge
showed me the way. I climbed a very, very dark staircase, rang, and a slovenly figure in an



Oriental turban admitted me into a tiny dark lobby. To my question, whether Madame Blavatsky
would receive me, the slovenly figure replied with an "Entrez, monsieur," and vanished with my
card, while I was left to wait in a small low room, poorly and insufficiently furnished. I had not
long to wait. The door opened, and she was before me; a rather tall woman, though she
produced the impression of being short, on account of her unusual stoutness. Her great head
seemed all the greater from her thick and very bright hair, touched with a scarcely perceptible
grey, and very slightly frizzed, by nature and not by art, as I subsequently convinced myself. At
the first moment her plain, old, earthy-coloured face struck me as repulsive; but she fixed on me
the gaze of her great, rolling, pale blue eyes, and in these wonderful eyes, with their hidden
power, all the rest was forgotten. I remarked, however, .that she was very strangely dressed, in a
sort of black sacque, and that all the fingers of her small, soft, and as it were boneless hands,
with their slender points and long nails, were covered with great jeweled rings. She received me
so simply, affectionately and kindly, it was so pleasant to me to hear her Russian talk, that my
disappointment passed off, and all the unexpectedness of the surroundings ceased to surprise
me; on the contrary, I was very pleased to find something quite different from what I had looked
for. At the end of a quarter of an hour I was talking to Helena Petrovna as though she were an old
friend, and all her homely coarse appearance actually began to please me. And her eyes gazed
at me so graciously, and at the same time pierced me so attentively. I explained to her that it was
not mere idle curiosity that had brought me to her; that I was busied with mystic and occult
literature, and had come for an answer to many questions of the greatest seriousness and
importance to myself. "Whatever it was that brought you to me," she said, "I am excessively glad
to make your acquaintance — you see I am a Russian — and if you come on serious business
besides, you may be sure that I shall be entirely at your service. Where I can, I will help you with
the greatest delight." As she spoke, she laughed with a good-humored kindly laugh. "You will
have to begin at the ABC, Helena Petrovna. All I know about yourself, your work and your society
is what you have yourself published in the Russky Vyestnik." "Well, my little father,'' she went on,
"since that day 'much water has flowed down'. At that time our society had hardly hatched out
from its egg; but now!" Then she began eagerly to tell me of the successes of the theosophical
movement in America and India, and, in the immediate past, in Europe as well. "Are you here for
long?" I asked. "I do not know myself yet; the master sent me." "What master?" "My master, the
teacher, my Guru; you may call him Gulab Lal Singh, from the Caves and Jungles of
Hindostan." I remembered this Gulab Lai Singh in every detail; the mysterious being of whom
she had told her Russian readers such incredible stories, a being who had attained the highest
degree of human knowledge, and produced the most marvelous phenomena. I felt at once that
the ground was shaking beneath my feet. I have no fear of anybody's smile when I declare that I
then admitted and still admit the possibility of the existence, wherever it may be, in the caves
and jungles of Hindostan if you will, of such a man, whose knowledge far surpasses all that is
known to our modern science. If I had known for certain that such a man cannot exist, I could
only, after her first words about the "master," have continued the conversation with the aim of



revealing her falsehood and deception. But at that time I was far from having any such
aim. Helena Petrovna spoke of this master of hers with entire simplicity, as though of a most
ordinary phenomenon. Still, in spite of all, I immediately felt something, a sort of intangible
falsehood; it was as though I had had a douche of cold water. "Helena Petrovna," I said, "listen to
me, and if you have the power of gazing into a man and seeing him as he really is, you may
convince yourself how far my words are serious. I come to you in all honesty, without any mental
reservations, with a great spiritual problem; I come to you to obtain the fulfilment of what you
promise, of the allurements you hold out in your Caves and Jungles of Hindostan. If you can
answer this my spiritual question seriously, promise me to do so; if you cannot or will not, it shall
be all the same, we will remain friends, as fellow-countrymen and brothers of the pen, but let
there be no more talk between us of all your marvels or of your Theosophical Society." She did
not answer me at once, but gazed into my eyes enigmatically and long with her bright magnetic
gaze, and then solemnly said, "I can," and stretched me out her hand. "Excuse me," she said,
getting up; "I will be back in a second, but I must tell Babula, my servant, the Hindu who opened
the door to you, to see about my dinner — not that I am hungry." She went out, and came back
again in two or three minutes. "Now, my good fellow-countryman, my dear Mr. Vsevolod
Sergyeevich," she began with a friendly smile as she sat before me, "sure enough you do not
believe me, but all the same when once I have said, 'I can,' that means that I can and will. It is
true — believe it or not, as you like — that I knew you before P. wrote to me, I knew that you were
being drawn towards me. Listen." She made a sort of flourish with her hand, raised it upwards,
and suddenly, I heard distinctly, quite distinctly, somewhere above our heads, near the ceiling, a
very melodious sound like a little silver bell or an Æolian harp. "What is the meaning of this?" I
asked. "This means only that my master is here, although you and I cannot see him. He tells me
that I may trust you, and am to do for you whatever I can. Vous êtes sous sa protection,
henceforth and for ever." She looked me straight in the eyes, and caressed me with her glance
and her kindly smile. "So there, sir." I involuntarily liked her more and more. I was attracted to her
by a feeling of instantaneous sympathy, and yet, if her "master" was really present, and could
penetrate the inmost nature of things and of human thoughts, il ne m'aurait pas pris sous sa
protection, for I was asking myself all the time: "Why was the sound of the silver bell not heard at
once, but only after she had left the room and come back again?" "Do you speak English?" she
asked me. "Unfortunately, no. I once took lessons in the language, but now I have almost
forgotten it." "What a pity! Well, we must get on without it somehow, and you can set about
learning it." "Yes, certainly." I here purposely indicate my ignorance of the English language,
which I to some extent exaggerated as I did not wish to embarrass anybody by my imperfect
pronunciation and my blunders. This ignorance, as will appear in the course of my narrative, far
from being an impediment to me — for all the time of my connection with the Theosophical
Society I could get on perfectly with Russian, French and German — actually rendered me the
greatest service, as it brought me into a position of isolation, and besides, at certain important
moments, enabled me to give myself up to undisturbed observation. But I have no wish to



anticipate. "Stay, I will introduce you at once to Mohini, a young Brahmin who has come here
with me," said Helena Petrovna. "He is a 'chela,' a disciple of another Mahatma, Koot Hoomi by
name, an ascetic sage like my master, but much more communicative." "Mohini," she cried; and
in a moment the door of the next room opened, and gave admission to a rather strange young
man. From his appearance he seemed to be not more than from twenty-five to twenty-seven
years of age. His figure, which was narrow-shouldered and not tall, was clad in a black
cashmere cassock; his thick blue-black wavy hair fell to his shoulders. The upper part of his
bronze face was strikingly handsome — a wise forehead, not very high, straight eyebrows, not
too thick, and most magnificent velvety eyes with a deep and gentle expression. Later on I saw a
very different glance from these eyes, but now they were deep and gentle. It was only his nose,
straight but too broad, and his thick dark blue lips, projecting through a not overabundant growth
of moustache and beard, which prevented his being perfectly beautiful. In any case his
appearance might be considered very attractive, and several female hearts in Asia and Europe
could tell tales of the beauty of this young apostle of the newest theosophy. Madame Blavatsky
raised her hand, and Mohini bowed himself to the earth and almost crawled as though to receive
her blessing. She laid her hand upon his head, he raised himself and bowed to me with the
greatest courtesy. I put out my hand to him, but he shrank from me, and said, with a low bow:
"Excuse me, sir, I may not". "What does this mean? Why cannot he take my hand?" I asked
Helena Petrovna. "Why, there is no helping it," explained she; "you see, he is a chela, just the
same as a monk, an ascetic, you understand; he has to keep off all earthly influences; do you
know, he never so much as looks at a woman?" "That no doubt one can understand, but as for
refusing to take men's hands ——" He has acquired a very delicate organisation, he feels too
much the influence of human magnetism, which can be transmitted by too close intercourse, by
the touch of a hand or a kiss; so he refrains from it, in order to keep himself perfectly
free." Mohini stood looking now at me, and now at Helena Petrovna. From the chelas of the
Mahatmas she passed on to her own Theosophical Society. "First of all you must know," she
said, "that the aim of our universal brotherhood is perfectly devoid of any political character, and
that the society in no way interferes with the religious or other convictions of its members. Our
problems are purely scientific, we bring back from darkness and oblivion the mighty and ancient
doctrines of the East, which leave behind all which modern European science knows, and of
which it is so proud. Our society undermines and destroys mean materialistic science, and
shows all its folly and inconsistency. Only look; all this 'civilized world' is decaying and perishing
from want of faith. On one hand the materialism of so-called science, on the other the revolting
conduct of the clergy, the Catholic clergy, have led all into infidelity. We bring them, not to
believe, but to know, the immortality of the soul, and what man can attain to, even on earth, by
the purification and education of the 'inner man'. Look at me; I am by no means a saint; I am far
from being one, little father! But still I know and can do a good deal. You heard the silver bell; you
shall hear and see still more, if you only wish." "Of course I wish, Helena Petrovna." "Why, that is
right. Only, please, my good sir, do not look at me in that suspicious way; you know you have



come to me in earnest, the master says so, and he cannot err; so you must just put your
suspiciousness in your pocket, and wait; all will come in good time, and you will be ashamed of
this European suspiciousness of yours. How many savants, unbelievers, materialists, yes, and
thoroughly convinced ones, have come to me, with just this same bon ton suspicion of yours,
and have gone away quite mauvais ton, believing everything, thanking me and calling me the
saviour of their souls! What good is their gratitude to me? But if, out of a man defiled with all the
abominations of life, theosophy makes an all but sinless saint, that, I fancy, is not so bad." She
continued to explain to me the meaning of her society, and from her words it appeared to be a
really beneficent and intensely interesting institution. The inexhaustible treasure of ancient
doctrines, hitherto jealously guarded in the mysterious sanctuaries of India by the sage Raj-
yogas, and completely unknown to the civilized world, was now, thanks to her communications
with the Mahatmas and their confidence in her, being revealed to Europeans. The world was to
be renovated by the true knowledge of the forces of nature. This knowledge could not disturb the
conscience of the Christian, for even if it could not be explained by the Christian creed, at least it
did not contradict it. "And have you remained a Christian yourself?" I asked. "No, I never was
one," replied Madame Blavatsky. "Until my regeneration, till the time when I became a wholly,
wholly new creature, I never thought of religion of any sort. So I was obliged solemnly to
embrace Buddhism, and entered into it with all its rites. I do not attempt to conceal the fact, and
do not attribute any importance to it; that is all external; in the essence of the matter I am just as
much a Buddhist as I am a Christian or a Mahometan. My religion is truth, for there is no religion
higher than truth." "Then would you advise me also, pray, to embrace Buddhism, on the ground
that there is no religion higher than truth?" I interrupted with a smile. "There you are with your pin
again," said she also with a smile; "pray be so good as to go on pricking. You see how fat I am, I
don't feel it. Don't make fun, you are such a mocker. The question is not one of words, but once
again, of truth." "Madam, I obey." I had remained too long already, and so took my leave. "Now
you will come back again? When?" "When you command me." "Then I command you to come
back every day if you like. Make the most of me while I am here, you will never be in my way; if I
want to work, I will tell you so, I shall not stand upon ceremony. Come and see me to-
morrow." "To-morrow is impossible, but I will come the day after, with your permission." "Come
rather earlier,'' she called out to me, when I was already in the lobby and Babula was opening
the door on to the staircase. I went home with a somewhat confused impression. All this was
certainly not what I had calculated on. Yet what was it that did not satisfy me? was it the réclame
in the Matin, Madame Blavatsky's poor surroundings, and the complete absence of visitors? I
certainly could not approve this réclame, inserted, if not by herself, then, in all probability, by the
efforts of one of her nearest friends and associates, with the obvious intention of attracting the
absent visitors, and spreading her notoriety in Paris. Still in any case the obscurity and solitude
in which she was living proved nothing in themselves, and as for myself, it was much more
agreeable and satisfactory to be able to pay her numerous and long visits without
interruption. What she said was interesting, but so far it was only words. As for her silver bell, that



looked like a trick; but so far I had no right to suspect her of such cold-blooded deceit, such
shocking and cruel mockery of the soul of man. And herself? How came it that this old, ill-
favored woman had such a power of attraction? How could this peculiar humorous good-nature
and simplicity be combined in her with the sort of painful mystery hidden in her wonderful
eyes? However that might be, though I was thoroughly dissatisfied, I felt one thing: that I was
drawn to her, that I was interested in her, and that I should look forward with impatience to the
hour when I should see her again. The fact is that my Parisian solitude, however good for sick
nerves, was evidently overdone; Madame Blavatsky appeared as the one fresh and living
interest in this lonely life. Chapter III. An Invitation Accepted. In two days I did in fact go to see
Helena Petrovna, and, at her request, a good deal earlier, that is to say, between eleven and
twelve. I again found her alone, in the complete quiet of her little lodgings. She was sitting in the
same black sacque, her hands sparkling with diamonds, emeralds and rubies, and she was
smoking and playing patience. "Welcome, welcome," — she rose a little to meet me, and held
out her hand; "please take a chair and come and sit here, a little nearer. I am amusing myself
with a little patience, it is my favourite occupation." I felt as though, from this Indian miracle-
worker, in this Rue Notre Dame des Champs, there came a fragrant atmosphere of an old-
fashioned Russian country house. This American Buddhist, who had been away from Russia
God knows how many years, who had dissipated her life in unknown parts, among unknown
people, was an incarnation of the type of the old-time Russian country lady of moderate means,
grown stout in her farm-house. Her every movement, her every gesture and word were full of the
true "Russian spirit," which it would seem all the Mahatmas in the world cannot drive out where
once it is firmly settled. I quite expected the door to open, and some such housekeeper as
Matrena Spiridonovna to come in for her mistress's orders. The door did open; but in came the
slovenly Babula with his turban and his ugly roguish face. He gave Helena Petrovna a letter in
silence. She asked me to excuse her, opened it and glanced through it, and I could see by her
face that she was pleased. She even forgot her patience, and carelessly mixed up the cards.
She began to talk about her "universal brotherhood," and captivated me by her account of the
interesting materials accessible to members of the "society" who wished to acquaint themselves
with the most ancient literary monuments of the East, hitherto unseen by European eyes. When
she had sufficiently aroused my curiosity and my desire for knowledge, she exclaimed: "My God,
what wonderful, what amazing subjects for a novelist or a poet! It is an inexhaustible spring! If I
were to show you ever so little of this treasure, your eyes would start out of your head, you would
clutch at it." "And is it then impossible thus to clutch at it?" I asked. "For you it is impossible; you
are a European, and the Hindus, even the most advanced, the wisest, cannot make up their
minds to trust the Europeans." "In that case, what becomes of the 'universal' brotherhood?" "The
brotherhood is founded precisely in order to do away with this want of confidence; the members
of the Theosophical Society cannot mistrust one another; they are all brothers, to whatever
religion and race they belong. Of course, all will be opened to you, all our materials, if you
become a theosophist." "Whether I shall ever become a theosophist I do not know; for in order to



make up my mind to it, it is essential that I should learn myself, in my own person, just what it is
that you mean by this wide and lofty name; but as your society is nothing secret, and as it is
neither religious in any sectarian sense, nor political, but purely scientific and literary, I do not
see why I should not become a member, when you have explained its constitution.'' "Ah, how
kind you are, indeed," exclaimed Madame Blavatsky, brightening up; "I, as you know, am never
importunate, and if you had not yourself expressed the desire, I should never have proposed it.
But now it is splendid. Now, my dear friend, you have untied my hands, and without arousing the
surprise of the theosophists as well as the indignation of my Hindus, such as Mohini, I can
initiate you into all our studies. But this is all in the future, we have not yet got to studies. The first
thing is to ratify and properly organize the 'Paris branch of the Theosophical Society'." "Then is
one already in existence?" "Yes, it has existed nominally for the last two years; a few people
meet in the house of a certain duchess plus lady, who likes to call herself 'Presidente de la
Société Théosophique d'Orient et d'Occident'. God bless her, let her call herself what she likes,
she is rich, and has a superb hotel of her own here in Paris; that is no objection; she may be
useful. But we must have it all properly organized." She took up a printed copy of the rules of the
Theosophical Society lying on the table, and I went through it with her from the first word to the
last. From these rules I could not but assure myself that the society actually enjoined on its
members not to interfere with the consciences of others, to respect the beliefs of their brethren,
and not to touch on religion or politics. Every member was bound to strive for his own moral
perfection, and all had to help one another, both spiritually, and so far as possible materially. As
for the scientific work of the society, there stood in the foreground the study of the Aryan and
other Oriental literatures, and the remains of ancient knowledge and belief, and also the
investigation of the little-known laws of nature and the spiritual powers of man. 
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