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| O Y  of living or pain of dying! It is said that, before the coming of the Christ, men were all their l i f e t i m e  
in bondage through fear of death. The coming of the Christ brought Life and Immortality to light. 
He did not create life and immortality, but brought it to light. It was not something that had no ex
istence which he brought into existence. Life and immortality were here all the time. Light IS life 
and immortality. Even since the coming of the Christ we shrink away from the light and hide our 

heads in the darkness through fear of death. Institutions of men made the darkness darker by declaring that life 
and immortality were not for all men, but only for a select few who entered through the gates of which they held 
the keys. This virtually destroys Life and gives Death a place and a power. There can be no Life that is not 
omniscient, omnipresent and omnipotent. These reflections came from hearing Mrs. Patrick Campbell in Suder-

mann's great play

Instead of asserting her right to live, the heroine commits suicide by drinking a toast “ to the joy of living," in a cup 
of poisoned wine. Mortal mind has hedged life, with its rules and regulations, until the fear of living is greater 
than that of dying. Every day men and women pierce the envelope of flesh and let the spirit escape because they 
are afraid to face the world and live. These poor children of mortality are only going through the form of dying, 
for death has no place in the universe. There is only life! Death is a mask. It is a shadow on the wall to frighten 
children. Enter into the joy of living! If you lay down your life do so of your own accord, not because you are 
forced to do it. Roman army and Jewish mob, with hammer and nails and cross, had no power over a man who
said of his life: ___________________________  - -----

“ Therefore doth the F ather love me, because I lay down my life, th a t I may take it again.
No one take th  it aw ay from me, but I lay it down of myself. I have power to lay it down, 
and I have power to  take it again. This commandment received I from my F a th e r.”
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ITEM S AND IDEAS.

Joy!
The Joy of Living!
Our E aster offering comes in May.
I AM the resurrection  every day and 

every where.
Don’t  le t the fear of dying keep you 

from  the joy of living.
There is too much loading up w ith re

sponsibility for o thers where It does no 
earth ly  good.

Live your own life in your own way 
and le t o thers do the same. You can’t  save 
the world, so don’t  try  it.

Don’t  w orry and fre t about your en
vironm ent. Love makes its  own surround
ings. “Thou and I singing in the w ilder
ness.’’

You can get out of the wilderness, 
like the old gray horse, but while you are 
there you m ight as well sing. If you can’t  
sing, ju s t hum a little  tune in your own heart.

The N autilus  solemnly tells its  read
ers th a t you can’t  cleanse the body by mental 
applications, hu t you m ust use soap and 
w ater. I do hope th a t tak ing  a bath is not a 
“new thought” to the Towne readers!

C h r i s t i a n  re tu rns sincere thanks 
and also rejoices w ith all the C hristians for 
th e ir  prom pt response in renewing subscrip
tions. All I ask and all th a t I need is the 
money th a t is due me on last year and this 
year’s subscriptions. I don’t  w ant anybody’s 
charity  or sympathy. I have never asked you 
to risk  your money in any of my schemes, 
and don’t  ask you to make up any loss to me 
from the injustice in regard to postage. Let 
us all stand together like men and women, 
and give w hat we give “freely as to the Lord.” 

■### This rem inds me th a t a subscriber in 
Los Angeles w rites th a t he has a kick com
ing because of w hat he calls the “dun” in 
la s t C h r i s t i a n . He says th a t he is behind 
w ith h is subscription, bu t as I am God I 
ought not to have sent out a dun. Well, I 
AM God, and, if I had been dealing wholly 
w ith myself, there would have been no need 
of asking for my own. God is  not a dead
head. B ut some of the other fellow’s kids 
are on my subscription list. They will be 
cast out or made to pay the ir debts.

“I owe you for the years 1900 and 
1901, dropped from  your lis t in 1902; sub
scribed and paid for 1903. Leaving two dol
la rs’ indebtedness. I will pay you a t some 
fu ture tim e.”

Such a le tte r is worth the price of a hun
dred subscriptions. It comes from Iowa, and 
I am tempted to p rin t the name, but such a 
man is too modest and would be offended. 
There are more than  ten thousand dollars 
due me from persons who took C h r i s t i a n  reg
ularly  for many years. Some of these people 
forgot it, some neglected it, and some didn’t 
care a—dime.

“ C h r i s t i a n  came in th is m orning’s 
mail. How good it  is! Well do I remember 
the scattering Mr. Burnell made, among the 
“tru th  seekers” here in Akron, twelve years 
ago, by his statem ents. Hence I was pre
pared for the consternation expressed by your 
readers. God—only One Power—only Good— 
is his premise, then everything he w rites can 
be understood,”

Yes, yes; they tried  to put a muzzle on the 
m outh of Burnell in  Akron, and also in Chi
cago. And, un til C h r i s t i a n  called him, there 
was no open door for his full and free expres
sion. The door is now as wide as the world. 
He is the only m an th a t I have found who is 
as big a fool as I AM.

•&3S# “Any single num ber of th is  year has 
been worth the dollar, and to express my ap
preciation of the April num ber it would be 
necessary to borrow Burnell’s vocabulary.”

The above is from  San Jose, and the w riter 
enclosed five dollars, although his subscrip
tion is paid up to 1904. I t  is u tte rly  impos
sible for us to lose anything in th is work of 
spreading tru th  as individuals. I t  is the best 
investm ent I know of anywhere on th is earth , 
even in dollars and cents. I t  will bring 
Health, Happiness and Prosperity  to all of us 
who are in th is vibration.

f c # #  “ I  h o p e  y o u  w i l l  n o t  b e c o m e  t o o  s e r i 
o u s  a b o u t  t h e  p u r p o s e  t o  q u i t  t h e  p u b l i c a t i o n  
o f  C h r i s t i a n . Y o u  h a v e  m a d e  a  g r e a t  m a n y  
p e o p l e ,  l i k e  m y s e l f ,  f e e l  t h a t  i t  i s  e s s e n t i a l  
t o  t h e i r  b e i n g  t o  r e c e i v e  i t s  d e e p  t h o u g h t  a n d  
f e e l  i t s  u p l i f t i n g  v i b r a t i o n s .  I  l i k e  y o u r  i n d e 
p e n d e n t  ( i n d i v i d u a l )  u t t e r a n c e s .  T h e y  a r e  
i n s p i r i n g  a n d  i n s t r u c t i v e ,  a n d  I  h o p e  y o u  m a y  
c o n t i n u e  l o n g  i n  y o u r  g r e a t  w o r k . ”

The above comes from an energetic busi
ness man in  Florida. I am glad I pu t th a t 
little  item in the paper, for i t  has brought 
forth  such an enthusiastic endorsem ent th a t 
C h r i s t i a n  will go on as long as i t  will do men 
good.

“Although my subscription is paid up 
ahead, I enclose ex tra dollar tow ards postage 
—the March C h r i s t i a n  was w orth it. If 
three thousand five hundred subscribers 
would each contribute one dollar, you could 
afford to let the governm ent hold your money 
for a while. Why is not th a t a good scheme?”

The above is from  New York. I t  is a good 
scheme, bu t I would much ra th e r have the 
money in  new subscribers or for my books. 
The stand-bys of C h r i s t i a n  have never cared 
a snap about bookkeeping or details. They 
paid very little  atten tion  to the money 
part, but paid freely w ithout th ink ing  of the 
almanac. This is the S p irit w ith which I 
would always have treated them, if i t  had not 
been for the postoffice departm ent undertak
ing to run  my business.

“How about rally ing the flag of the 
bold boy, the INDIVIDUAL, for June C h r i s 
t i a n ? We shall go over to Catalina Island to 
w rite for June C h r i s t i a n .”

So reads a postal card from  Burnell. He is 
the captain of the signal corps, and so we will 
rally  the flag of the Bold Boy. You m ay look 
out for a red-hot paper on the individual as 
the King of kings and Lord of lords, as the 
m aker of his own heaven and his own earth  
and the ru ler of his own stars. If you happen 
to get an ex tra copy of June C h r i s t i a n  you 
may know th a t it is an invitation  for you to 
send or to give it  to someone who will read it. 
In th is  way we can soon double the list. As 
I have said in  another place, you have never 
been asked to invest in  any of my gold mines 
or other schemes, but you are earnestly  so
licited to invest in  C h r i s t i a n . I don’t  care 
whether you send the money for a new sub
scriber, or go out and get the money for the 
subscription. Many of you have sent ten, 
twenty and fifty dollars a year, and some even 
more. Let us all make an aggressive move

m ent for the spread of the T ru th . If this 
sounds like I was blowing my own horn for 
profit, the sound is false. C h r i s t i a n  belongs 
to all Christians.

“I enjoy C h r i s t i a n  very  much, but I 
can’t  help th ink ing  th a t i t  would be awful 
for people if they could not die any more.”

There never will be a tim e when people 
can not die if they so desire. The quotations 
you refer to sim ply mean th a t people will be 
so scared and asham ed th a t they will w ant to 
die ra th e r than  face the tru th . Im m ortality 
only comes to those who are in  the truth. 
God can not make e rro r im m ortal. False
hood can never become an eternal yoke-fellow 
w ith the tru th . Some people are try in g  to get 
well of common diseases w hile they hold in 
the ir m inds thoughts th a t would make the 
devil sick. Clean out your m ind and the 
body will respond in  due tim e.

“B urnell’s last artic le  is ju s t grand! 
I don’t  know who is deserving the most 
credit, he for -writing it or you for publish
ing it. ‘The genuine physical body is 
stripped by tru th  of all the false in te rp re ta
tions of ignorance, but physicality  is not de
stroyed!’ This sentence is a book itself, and 
ought to get you many subscribers. Surely 
th is  m ortal is pu tting  on im m ortality . This 
is the glad day so long foretold.”

C ontributors do not get subscribers. I t  is 
a m istaken idea th a t papers are bu ilt up in 
th a t way. All the contributors to  C h r i s t i a n  
—Douglass, Dewey, Downes, Burnell—have 
not added a hundred new subscribers to my 
list. The friends and readers of C h r i s t i a n  
keep it  going. I will fu rn ish  you w ith the 
h ighest statem ents of T ruth , and you people 
m ust do the rest.

Los Angeles is a g rea t place for the 
unfolding of the T ru th . H ere is a  sho rt let
te r which is a condensation of all th a t we 
have been saying in C h r i s t i a n . H er name 
is Emma, and if  you can guess the other 
p a rt you are welcome:

“Your le tte r stays good for all the month. 
Herein please find my A pril dollar w ith my 
blessing. Say! isn ’t  th is  life ju s t g reat? The 
perfectly lovely th ings you find people doing, 
and the perfectly lovely th ings you find 
yourself doing, eh?

“Bless your h ea rt for all you are helping 
me do. T here’s my boy, for instance. I hon
estly do not, even in thought, say w hat he 
should  do, but he does the th ing  th a t  I, God, 
th ing  is best for him  and all. B ut the ’sper- 
iences leading up to the actions are aston
ishing, to say the least.

“Well, anyway, I like the com bination of 
Lady Blanche and T. J. The thought of you 
two strengthens the thought of me, and I 
bless you both for it.”

# # #  I t  is a m istake to th ink  th a t physi
cians are as non-progressive as the preachers. 
Looking over my lis t of friends am ong the 
doctors, I find th a t the m ajority  of them  are 
keeping step w ith the m arch of mind. Here 
is a sample le tte r from a San Francisco M. D., 
who encloses a five-dollar bill w ith  these 
words:

“The more I read your ‘V ibrations’ the 
more in teresting  it  becomes and seems new. 
Wish I had known when you were here in 
Frisco—for I w ant some day to shake hands 
w ith the one who led me out of orthodox 
darkness into the L ight of T ru th . A copy 
of C h r i s t i a n  which a friend gave me did the 
work. Our good preachers expound the 
Scriptures by aid of a com m entary, but you 
are governed by no m an’s opinion. You
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speak the Word w ithout fear, and express 
yourself as the S p irit gives you utterance. 
Your inconsistency a t first ja rred  me a bit. 
But I now find th a t the S p irit of tru th  only 
can he inconsistent in order to be rig h t—a 
sign of liberty  and freedom—th is  same Spirit 
would ja r  the foundations of the orthodox 
church.”

My beloved friend, when the S p irit began 
speaking in me, the ja r  to me was greater 
than to any of my readers. I was astonished 
and shocked a t the inconsistency of God. He 
was the devil and Tom W alker, Jesus C hrist 
and the Angel Gabriel, God A lm ighty and 
the Voice of a little  child. No m an can un
derstand God un til he comes into a conscious
ness of the un ity  of Being.

The poem by W ill W inn in  last 
C h r i s t i a n  was original. I t  is genuine po
etry of the first class. W ill W inn is one of 
my correspondents, but I don’t  know who 
he is or where he came from ; bu t if he can 
keep on w riting  th a t kind of poetry, he can 
take rank  w ith the prophets of God. Now 
don’t flood me w ith a  lo t of stuff which you 
th ink is poetry because it  rhymes.

“W hat w onderful th ings we im agine 
we would do if we were off on an island 
somewhere, where folks d idn’t  bother so 
eternally! B ut why not consider the whole 
earth  an island—a speck—and perform  our 
wonders rig h t here and now .”— The Philis
tine.

So, so! And if th is  island in  the a ir  is to 
be only the tem porary abode of m ortals on 
their way to the grave, why not camp out 
while we are here and not pu t in  so much 
tim e building substan tia l s tructu res which 
we can not inhabit? I t  would be a good 
thing to pu t in our tim e living while we do 
live instead of toiling and building for the 
temporary abode of o thers who follow us on 
the same downward road to the dust. But 
wouldn’t we make th is  world blossom as a 
rose if we could stay  here a thousand or ten 
thousand years? Why not? Is there any 
good reason for death?

From  the g reat city of New York 
comes the following le tte r from a business 
woman who holds an im portan t position 
with a big railroad  company:

“ I  e n c l o s e  c h e c k  f o r  o n e  d o l l a r  f o r  m y  
s u b s c r i p t i o n  t o  C h r i s t i a n , a n d  e n c l o s e  
s t a m p s  f o r  m a i l i n g .

“The la st few num bers have been read 
with greater pleasure and have appealed to 
me much more strongly. I th in k  principally  
because you have om itted the financial. It 
is necessary, I suppose, but so much of it 
took away from the sp iritua l good the paper 
was doing me. C hrist never talked money, 
and in my own life much more has come to 
me since I have stopped w orrying about fi
nances and given my m ind to the spiritual. 
My religion is simple, purely personal. I 
ask God to live my life for me day by day 
and am guided en tirely  by him, accepting 
all he sends. I am happy and prosperous.”

The above contains a half tru th . C hrist 
did ta lk  about money and Judas carried the 
bag which contained the regular collections, 
for living expenses, and gifts to the poor. 
Besides, the C hrist in  Jesus was in a differ
ent environm ent from  the C hrist in  Shelton. 
C h r i s t i a n  ta lks less about money than  any 
other publication th a t comes to my desk. I 
sometimes wish th a t I had struck  gold in 
ffly mines so th a t I could do all of my work 
independent of finances; and, then, I th ink  
how many deadheads would flock to  me, and 
how soon the vibrations of goodfellowship 
would be dulled by those of beggarship. The 
giving and receiving is for our m utual good. 
And yet there should be the k ind of life th is  
woman speaks of which lives day by day in 
the fellowship of the Spirit, know ing th a t all 
things will work together for Good.

“ THE JOY OF LIVING.”

Life.
W hat is it?
How can I m anifest it?
Men are growing weary of death. I t  will 

soon be driven from the stage. People are 
asking for life, even in  the playhouse. The 
comic opera makes thousands of dollars to 
where the legitim ate dram a barely makes 
expenses. Murder, suicide, tragedy, all these 
grotesque pictures of the past, are  being 
wiped out of the hum an mind.

I t  used to be th a t the poet could not w rite 
of life w ithout ending h is  verses in  death. 
How often have you heard a bright-eyed, 
rosy-cheeked young g irl recite Tennyson’s 
“Queen of the May?” I t  is the joy of the 
springtim e and of girlhood, b u t' Tennyson 
thought, he had to  k ill her. The world has 
come to the place where they are asking for 
the song of life. Death is a delusion and a 
snare. It is a sin to in ject the poison of 
death into the m ind of a child, or a  grown 
person, either, for th a t m atter. I t  is pass
ing away. The old shadow is being lifted 
from the mind.

The people have a crude way of expressing 
th e ir  likes and dislikes. Their call for the 
joy of life m ay cause them  to tum ble in the 
d ir t like so m any children, bu t they will get 
w hat they are  dem anding. The m anagers 
of the theaters, the publishers of the 
newspapers, the teachers of children, will 
have to give the people Life. This leads me 
to my friend, Dr. Tilden, editor of The 
Stuffed Club. He devotes th ree pages of his 
m agazine to a criticism  of Anna Held, who 
recently drew a packed house for eight days 
a t the Broadway Theater in  th is  city. A fter 
giving us all fits for patronizing Anna, the 
Doctor closes h is lecture as follows:

“If  sensual suggestiveness should be re
moved from the Anna Held perform ances 
there would be nothing left. The editor of 
the Club makes no pretensions to being P uri
tan ic or prudish, but from  his view point 
the show is positively nasty, and public 
opinion shows its  stupidity  in shoveling its 
gold into the lap of a  fake perform ance and 
declaring it  art, high a r t.”

This is  a hard h it a t me. If  I puncture 
the stuffed club, and le t all of the stuffing 
out, i t  is because the skin is too th in . My 
wife, as you all know, was an actress; and 
she and I patronize everything th a t comes 
along, from the ten-cent vaudeville to the 
ten-dollar Grand Opera. We went to Anna 
Held, and then we came home and got my 
mother-in-law and w ent the second time. I 
have been sorry ever since th a t I didn’t  go 
back the th ird  time. There is nothing 
diviner than life, and nothing more beauti
ful than  woman. Anna Held had a  group of 
the health iest and p re ttiest women th a t ever 
appeared in  Denver. They were all exquis
itely gowned in up-to-date costumes, such as 
would be worn in  any draw ing room. I 
never laid my eyes on such gowns or such 
women! The Denver dry goods stores took 
the ir cue from  Anna Held in m aking the ir 
displays for the spring openings. The stage 
m anagem ent and artistic  grouping of these 
living pictures was superb! Sensual! Bless 
your heart, I would as soon th ink  of sen
suality  when looking a t a bouquet of Ameri

can Beauties. God Almighty made the roses 
and also made the women. Thank God! The 
people went out to see Life. They paid the ir 
money to see God. I don’t  know much about 
music, but I know Melody. The songs sung 
by Anna Held and her company were melo
dious. “The Girl W ith the Dreamy Eyes” 
still hums in my heart. My wife is  a judge 
of shows; she says th a t Anna Held was so 
dainty, delicate and sweet th a t she reminded 
her of a little  Dresden statuette. You may 
howl and lif t up your hands in  holy horror, 
but the people are clean and pure and holy 
when they demand life, instead of death.

The Joy of Living!
All these signs of the tim es point to the 

resurrection and the Life. Instead of prepar
ing for death, we are earnestly seeking for 
Life. In helping you to the joy of living, 
let me quote from the wisest and best of the 
mud-builders. I quote the whole of an 
article, in  Unity, by Charles Fillmore. He 
gives you the Theosophical idea of life. He 
is honest and conscientious, and tells you 
w hat he really believes to be the tru th . It 
is the best condensed statem ent of the mod
ern Religio-Philosophical position on the sub
ject of regeneration. But i t  is my policy to 
let men state the ir own positions in  their 
own words:

“I t  is dawning on a whole lo t of metaphy
sical teachers th a t theory is one th ing  and 
dem onstration another. For years they have 
been telling the ir followers ‘there is no 
death,’ yet the evidence of the grim  monster 
has been creeping into th e ir  faces right 
along, and the onlooker perceives th a t their 
philosophy is words, words, words. I t  does 
not require any great am ount of wisdom to 
understand th a t death is not of God—that 
i t  is man-made, yet some of the metaphysi
cal journals actually exploit as the ir dis
covery the fact th a t i t  is possible to over
come th is  hum an error! And instead of tell
ing the ir readers how to go about in  a 
practical way the eradication of th is degen
erate condition in  the body, they devote col
umn afte r column to mere intellectual the
ories about im m ortality  in the flesh.

“Now the fact is, i t  is the body th a t dies, 
and the condition th a t results in  physical dis
integration  m ust be found in  close associ
ation w ith nerves and cells. Yet those who 
trea t the mind to heal the body, th a t has 
no existence, according to the ir philosophy, 
will tell you th a t i t  does not make any dif
ference w hat you do to th a t body; and an
other school, whose theory is th a t the brain 
and its  thought is the all of man, will calmly 
inform  you th a t i t  makes no difference what 
you ea t or drink, nor w hat your physical 
habits may be; ‘let desire rule,’ is their 
motto. Will im m ortality  be dem onstrated by 
such slipshod and inconsistent methods? 
Never!

“Man m ust get righ t down to practical 
work in th is m atter of overcoming the old 
age and death tendencies in  the organism. 
I t is a question of cell building, cell aggre
gation and cell perpetuation through in telli
gent force. All the highfaluteon lectures and 
fine-spun theories about the I AM are mere 
E ast wind to the patien t w orker in  the labo
ratory of mind.

“The first step, of course, is to know th a t 
man is the form er of the body and m aster of 
its  every thought and act. Then it  m ust be 
studied as the patient scientist studies the 
anim ate life in earth  and air. I t  m ust not 
only be studied, bu t consciously directed in 
every emotion and function.

“By centering the attention for a little 
tim e each day upon the brain cells th a t per
meate the body from head to feet, one can 
gradually get acquainted w ith each habit of
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thought and read just it. The fact is, th a t 
our body brains are not guided by d irect vo
lition of the will, bu t run  on in  th e ir  own 
way, be it  for our u ltim ate good or ill. This 
m ust all be changed by the one who seeks 
to overcome physical death. The body dies 
of its own ignorance. I t  wastes its  seminal 
seed in  sexual ignorance, i t  clogs its  blood 
w ith crude foods, and congests its  vital life 
curren ts w ith violent emotions.

“There is a system of culture th a t will 
conquer death, and i t  is  based upon the mas
tery  of the brains governing the various 
functions of the organism . I t teaches first 
the power of m an as a Spiritual being, and 
next the relation of the  organism in all its 
details. I t  does not lump the mechanism of 
the body and expect i t  to be straightened 
out in  some m iraculous m anner, bu t shows 
how, through patient, persistent work, man 
m ust again take conscious possession of this 
Kingdom of God w ith in  him. Many quiet 
overcomers are now on the way to the dem
onstration  of im m ortality  in the flesh 
through th is  system, and i t  will eventually 
be recognized as the only way.”

There are m any good things in the above 
statem ent. But my brother Fillm ore is look
ing a t the wrong place for life. He says: 
“I t  is the body th a t dies,” therefore, he rec
ognizes death. Death is not. Men have been 
try ing  to  find death, bu t they have utterly  
failed to find it  anywhere in  the universe. 
There is not a  dead th ing  anywhere. The 
rocks are alive. The so-called “dead body” 
is not dead. The vibrations of life continue 
in  it. The envelope is not the man. If he 
throw s off th is envelope the vibrations of 
life will soon reduce it to th e  elements of 
m other Earth.

“The S pirit is life.”
Man is a Spirit. Man is alive, has al

ways been alive, and always will live. The 
m anifestation of life comes from the joy of 
living. I t  does not come through any sys
tem of culture. I t  is open to all who will en
te r  into the joy of living. Spirit is not de
pendent upon the envelope, called the body, 
as a  whole, much less any organ or part of 
it. The resurrection and the life does not 
come through sex, or the stomach, or the 
brain, or any other p a rt of th is  m ortal en
velope. There is nothing in  life th a t you 
can conserve or waste. I t  is boundless! I t 
is omnipotent! I t is omniscent! I t  is om
nipresent! I t  is he who was, and is, and 
is to  be, the Almighty. There is no more 
m ystery in  regeneration than there is in 
generation. There is ju s t as much mystery 
in a  blade of grass as there is in an arch
angel. Life is life. I t  is everywhere and 
absolutely and eternally immortal. Spirit 
makes the body and unmakes the body. You 
had ju s t as well ta lk  about m aking a world 
by your system of thinking. You can create 
a new world, and have a planet all to your
self, ju s t as easily as you can create yourself 
a new body. Have you not read:

“By faith  we understand th a t the worlds 
have been framed by the Word of God, so 
tn a t w hat is seen hath  not been made out of 
things which appear.”

The envelope you call your body is made 
out of an invisible substance. You can not 
expect to recreate th is body by looking a t 
the body. There was a  tim e when body was 
not. By the conjunction of the Divine Fem
inine and the Divine Masculine, a  body was 
created. This body is created and recreated

on the same principle th a t worlds and sys
tems of worlds are made and unmade.

I t  is the joy of living.
E n ter into the joy of thy  Lord. Who is 

your Lord? God. Who is God? The male 
and female principle of Being. You don’t  
enter into the joy of living by loving 
a principle. F or th is reason, God has pro
vided you w ith a person as the object of your 
love. I call God the “Lady Blanche.” Every 
m an who has ever entered into the joy of liv
ing has idealized some woman and called her 
by a  name. Life is no longer an experim ent 
w ith me. I have entered into the joy of liv
ing. My wife and I have climbed up out of 
the psychic wilderness into the realm  of 
Spirit. This means cosmic-consciousness, or 
a consciousness of the whole. There is no 
magic in  it. I t  is not a  fantastic flitting in 
the moonlight. I dictate th is to her on Eas
te r  morning. And th is Divine Fem inine 
takes it down on the typew riter w ith Angers 
stained in  dye. She has been in  the kitchen 
coloring eggs for our baby. This is a p a rt 
of the joy of living. Since coming in  con
tac t w ith her mind, my own m ind has quit 
dwelling on any one p art of life, bu t has 
grasped the un ity  of the whole. You can’t  
m ake music by sawing on one string. T hat 
is noise. There is no p art of life th a t we do 
not enjoy. On her desk is an E aster lily 
fresh from the garden of God. She would 
not be a darling of the gods if her eyes did 
not d rink  in the life of the lily. I t is not 
the body or any p art of the body, but the 
whole unity  of the S p irit in  the body th a t 
gives you a  heavenly life. How are you to 
attain  th is  unfoldment? By the joy of Liv
ing! I t is the pain of dying, the fear of dis
ease, the  worry and fre tting  and fum ing th a t 
kills. Joy is Life! There is no plan, no 
scheme, no system, no rules, no regulations, 
no laws, about it. I t  is the Joy of Living! 
Don’t  s it down and take thought about 
breathing or eating or w hat ye shall pu t on 
your body. Ju st enter into the joy of life and 
let i t  regulate itself. All th is joy and sub
stance of Being comes out of the unseen. 
There is plenty of substance out of which to 
make harm onious bodies. Love! love! throw  
aside all your efforts to understand the mys
tery  of life and ju s t LIVE! You can’t live 
by rule any more than  you can love by rule. 
Love is arb itra ry  and refuses to  be led. Life 
is your m aster. Love is your sovereign. 
Obey and live!

Mr. and Mrs. George Edwin Burnell 
have had such a trium phan t tim e in  Los 
Angeles th a t they are still there. You may 
address them a t 326 S. Main street. They are 
going over to Catalina Island for a  short 
stay, but the ir m ail will reach them  if sent 
to the above address. We wanted to go out 
to Catalina Island when we were in  Los 
Angeles, but my wife wouldn’t  go on the 
boat, and I was afraid  to risk  walking on the 
w ater a t my present sta te of development. I 
did get her into the waves a t Long Beach, but 
she wouldn’t  risk  a  boat. Since the m isun
derstanding about the New Mexican moun
tain, i t  is not safe for me to say more in 
regard to walking on the water. The m aga
zines, even, are quoting the New Mexican 
mountain climbing as a miracle!

“THE FELLOWSHIP OF THE SPIRIT.”

The tru e  fellowship of the  S p irit must 
come to  individuals in  the joy of th e ir  own 
living w ithout the idea of supporting  an in
stitu tion . C hristians as individuals can 
take th e  whole world. The individual, act
ing independently, is an in stru m en t of the 
Almighty for the up lifting  of him self and 
his fellows. In stitu tions are corrupt, but in
dividuals are seldom corrupted except 
through the influence of the Institu tion . 
Men make an excuse for w rong doing be
cause others w ith whom they are  associated 
have done wrong. W hen th e  le tte rs  began 
coming in from A pril C h r i s t i a n , they were 
so good, so full of fellowship, so fu ll of what 
W alt W hitm an calls “the love of comrades” 
th a t we kept stacking them  up, th in k in g  we 
could pu t them  in  C h r i s t i a n . Out of the 
abundance of m aterial, we have selected the 
following letter, which we p r in t ju s t as it 
was w ritten . I select i t  because i t  was type
w ritten  and well w ritten  and covers the 
whole ground. I t  m entions Mrs. Eddy and 
others in  such a sweet way th a t  no one can 
take offense. I t  would spoil the le tte r  to 
take a word out of i t  and I know the  w riter 
will excuse me for p rin ting  her p rivate let
te r for public good. To suppress names, 
dates and places would weaken the force of 
the heart-to-heart ta lk  which Ida gives to 
all of us.

Big Elm  E state,
Shinnston, W. Va., A pril 7, 1903.

T. J. Shelton, Denver, Colo.
My illum ined friend : I should have

sent the Dollar for C h r i s t i a n  th ree months 
ago, bu t deferred doing so because I was ex
pecting each m onth to leave here, so thought 
to save you the trouble of m aking changes 
in  my address label a t two different tim es. I 
have now taken  an in te rest in  the poultry 
raising  business w ith my hostess, Mrs. Hood, 
so shall probably rem ain here till fall.

Enclosed find Three D ollars and Twenty- 
two Cents ($3.22) to pay up my subscription, 
postage on my journal for th is  year, and 
an ex tra  copy of the Jan u ary  num ber, be
sides two (2) new subscriptions as indicated 
on separate sheet. Since I am no t afraid, 
I enclose the money as you suggested in
stead of procuring a M. 0., as is my custom.

Besides procuring these new subscriptions 
I have w ritten  to th ree of my friends and 
advised them  to subscribe, and my brother 
gave your address to Mr. V incent in  Shinns
ton more than  a m onth ago fo r the same 
purpose.

I have been w riting  C hristian  Metaphysics 
to one Of these new subscribers, my young
est sister, once or twice a week all w inter 
and have succeeded in in te resting  her. She 
has been diligently studying Mrs. Eddy’s 
“Science and H ealth w ith  Key to the Scrip
tu res” for the la st two months. She wants 
to understand th a t thoroughly before mak
ing a system atic study of C h r i s t i a n . She 
w rites th a t she will send me h er “Science 
and H ealth” soon. I am not certain  whether 
i t  w ill be very advantageous to me after 
studying C h r i s t i a n  from  the beginning of 
volume VII, besides your books and Bur
nell’s “Book of H ealth ,” bu t I th in k  I shall 
be better able to  separate the  w heat from 
the chaff than  had I studied th a t first, 
though I m ight have made m ore rapid  prog
ress, perhaps, had I studied Mrs. Eddy’s 
teachings first. My sis ter has several times 
dispelled severe pain by dem onstrating  ac
cording to Mrs. E .’s teaching. I have not 
been able to  do th a t afte r m ore th an  a year 
and a half of study. P erhaps the fact that 
I am twenty-one years older than  she and 
seemed alm ost a nervous wreck when I be
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gan, while she is bu t eighteen, w ith  a re
markably m ature and active m ind, accounts 
for her more rapid progress. I have been 
able to note a decided unfoldm ent of my 
mind in the last six m onths and am  now de
manding “violent hea lth ,” wisdom, illum ina
tion, success and plenty of money as my 
right. I have been “le ttin g  go” both m en
tally and m aterially  as fast as I could since 
you advised me so to  do nearly  a year ago, 
and things seem slowly com ing my way. My 
brother grew so w eak physically, and dis
couraged m entally th a t  he le ft h is work' here 
three weeks ago and w ent no rth  for relief. 
Since he has been in  N. Y. S tate  he has 
gained eight pounds in  weight, though he 
has had two n ig h t sweats. He feels so much 
better in the la s t two weeks th a t he is 
greatly encouraged. He has “let go.”

Each num ber of C h r i s t i a n  seems finer 
than the last. I rejoice a t  being able to  un
derstand Burnell as well as you, now, so I 
think I am promoted from  the “in fan t class.” 
If his first series of articles in  C h r i s t i a n  
were w ritten for the “in fan t class” in  Meta
physics, I don’t  know w here I could have 
been classified a t th a t  tim e, fo r when I read 
the first one the first and second tim es, al
though I could see th a t  i t  m ade sense, I 
could not m ake out w hat th a t  sense was. 
Now I read his w ritings w ith  ever increas
ing pleasure. W hat you explain seems very 
plain to me. Like your New York arch itec t 
I like the s ta r  item s as well as th e  longer 
articles.

Will you kindly explain th rough  C h r i s 
t i a n  the m eaning of pity , m ercy  and fear, 
as used in such passages as Isa. 63:9, and 
Ps. 103:8-19?

I congratulate the “Lady B lanche” on hav
ing entered upon h er career of illum ination. 
I’ll hail the day when m ine begins. I t  may 
be, as yet, a fa r off, bu t I th in k  I get fa in t 
glimpses of i t  occasionally. I am, Ida A. 
Macklem, Shinnston, H arrison  Co., W. Va.

It is a good th in g  to read Mrs. E ddy’s 
“Science and H ealth .” W hile I believe in 
the individual and am sure th a t the  salva
tion of the world m ust come th rough  ind i
vidualization, we m ust be broad enough to 
receive tru th  from  any and every source. I t  
is a mistake to ra il aga inst anybody or any
thing. You m ust have a  good thought for 
the doctors and preachers, the scribes and 
the pharisees, the  publicans and the sinners, 
and all the earth . This is the  reason why 
I keep out of sects. If I had a sect of Shel- 
tonites, i t  would not be long u n til I would 
have a fence bu ilt around me and mine. They 
are all mine!

Pity, mercy and fear in  th e  passages of 
Scripture you m ention are elem ents which 
enter into love. You love a child w ith  all 
of your heart, and yet p ity  and m ercy char
acterizes your actions tow ard the child if 
you are intelligent. P ear of punishm ent is 
also a p art of the discipline w hich you ad
minister to the child if you really  love it. 
Love uses any and all m eans to  bring  ignor
ance into intelligence, and e rro r  into the 
truth.

Thanks for your congratu lations about
the Lady Blanche.” We are  ju s t now en

tering into the joy of living. If everybody 
would do as well as you have done about new 
subscribers, C h r i s t i a n  would soon double 
its list.

P. S. After w riting  the above, the Lady
anche made me re tu rn  the le tte r  to the 

writer for her approval. I did so, and w hat 
'o  you suppose was th e  resu lt?  Ida clipped 
0 the postscript of her letter, and then gave 
nie permission to p r in t the o ther p a r t of it.

°w, I know th a t all of you women (and 
^en , too) are ju s t dying to know w hat was 
*n that postscript!

“ WHAT ARE THE WILD W AVES SAYING, 
SIST E R ?”

The following le tte r and comment is 
clipped from  Eleanor K irk 's  Idea  for April. 
The le tte r is  from  a  lone, lorn lunatic, and 
the com ment is from  Eleanor K irk:

“Dear S ister: I see th a t you quote Bur
nell. I t  is said th a t genius is  akin  to insan
ity. Burnell has gotten beyond genius and 
into lunacy. He is indeed a ‘m ental con
to rtion ist.’ He is a freak in litera tu re , and 
would give M inerva the horro rs if  an echo 
from  him  should happen to reach her. If one 
is  not well grounded in the h ighest poten
tia litie s  of h is  nature , to read him  would set 
him  crazy.

“I do a little  teaching myself sometimes, 
bu t I had ra th e r never open my m outh again, 
than  to muddle ideas, and m urder phrase
ology afte r h is m anner.

“You m ay a t  present be strong enough to 
d istill some sense out of w hat he says, bu t i t  
is risk ing  your sanity  to do so. Sister, please 
don’t  take the chances. We w ant to keep 
you ye t a while longer am ong the rational.

“I see th a t he does healing. I would not 
le t him  cure me if he could. I t  would be like 
inoculating for the smallpox, or healing by 
drugs: curing one disease by producing an
other. I am sure th a t I should break out 
w ith  the jim jam s a t some fu tu re time.

“I have no p articu la r spite against Bur
nell, b u t I th in k  th a t  he should not be let 
loose upon an innocent and unsuspecting pub
lic. Shelton, w ith  h is vagaries, is quite 
enough.

“Sister, please don’t  allow the pages of 
your beau tifu l m agazine to be desecrated by 
quotations from  Burnell, and don’t  become 
accessory to keeping alive such a freak. He 
‘doesn’t  know w hat he is ta lk ing  about, and 
no one else knows,’ and the people have not 
tim e to fu rn ish  m eanings for h is senseless 
drivelings.

“L et us hope th a t, in  some way, he m ay be 
relegated back to the chaos and confusion 
from  which he m ust have em anated. Of 
course, I believe in  ‘New Thought,’ and 
m odern Metaphysics, but Burnell is only fu r
n ishing our opponents w ith  the m eans of 
m aking our cult ridiculous.

“ I have a lady friend who is an M. D., and 
a b rig h t M ental Scientist, and a good deal 
of a reader. I don’t  know w hether she has 
ever seen your m agazine or not. B ut I will 
give you her address, and you can do as you 
feel disposed about sending her a sample 
copy. H. F. H.”

“Sometimes I wonder where my pretty  
tem per has gone, when i t  can not be stirred  
by such com munications as the one above.

“Here is a m an who does not happen to 
like w hat I like, or to see anyth ing  desir
able in  w hat is a  com fort and inspiration  
to me. He re iterates the statem ent w ith 
pen and ink, which has been made two or 
th ree tim es by word of mouth to my face, 
‘He doesn’t  know w hat he is  ta lk ing  about, 
and no one else knows.’

“Now, I have said several tim es th a t I did 
know w hat Burnell was ta lk ing  about and 
th a t I enjoyed everything he wrote. Now, 
w hat does th is  correspondent desire to make 
me out—a pretender or a fool?

“Say, I really  believe a little  b it of the 
fire-flash is returning. There is some prickle 
in  my fingers and a mullein-leaf burn on my 
cheeks. Honor bright! I ra th e r like it.

“Really, the im pertinence of such mes
sages is  alm ost beyond belief. I am thank
ful to my Lord, every hour in the day, th a t 
I never once thought th a t I knew i t  all, or 
th a t my standard  of taste m ust necessarily be 
ano ther’s. I have been derided for liking 
Emerson, and hooted a t for ‘pretending’ th a t 
I understood Browning. My critics didn’t, 
and couldn’t, and therefore whoever claimed 
sufficient in te llect for the job was simply 
‘pu tting  on a irs.’

“ ‘However, no m atter.’

“The tingle is dying out and the flush is 
subsiding.

“I p rin t th is  le tte r because I th ink  i t  will 
be a good object-lesson for those who are in 
the hab it of sitting  in  judgm ent upon others 
and who th ink  because they are not able to 
comprehend some problem or proposition— 
som ething different—th a t those who claim  to 
are lia rs  and idiots.

“Are the following paragraphs hard  to 
understand?

“ ‘The Christian healer no more th inks of 
using drugs or suggestions to cure the sick 
than  Jesus did. A picture of Jesus Christ 
w ith a, medicine chest or a case of surgical 
instrum ents, or sitting  in  the silence “hold
ing thoughts” for his patients, would be a 
caricature, if not a  blasphemy.’

“ ‘The Science of T ru th  heals the sick by 
a ttack  and aggressive demolition of disease. 
T ru th  is not passive, bu t contradicts falsity, 
and reduces i t  to extinction. T ru th  does not 
sit helpless in  the m idst of m ortal error, but 
dashes disease to dream s and annihilation.’

“Such words as these are enough to wake 
the dead. I am glad to have i t  pounded into 
me th a t tru th  abolishes all interm ediateness 
between m an and God, and th a t ‘the author
ity  of intelligence does not lack executive.’ ”

Thanks, Eleanor, for le tting  Burnell speak 
for himself. I t  is unfair, not to say dis
honest, to criticise another w ithout le tting  
him  speak in  h is own language by full and 
accurate quotations from  his own words. If 
you notice the columns of C h r i s t i a n , you 
will see th a t I always quote in  fu ll before 
I say anything about the other fellow. If 
th is  correspondent had quoted Burnell, the 
contrast would have been so great th a t Bur
nell would have needed no defense or ex
planation.

I like adverse criticism , and when this 
w riter spoke of the vagaries of Shelton, I 
began to investigate. Here are some of my 
vagaries:

I believe in  the resurrection from the dead 
and the life everlasting.

I know th a t I AM the resurrection and the 
life.

I know th a t I AM male and female.
I know th a t regeneration and the resur

rection come through the holy wedlock of the 
male and the female in the I AM.

She and I are living in  th is holy wedlock 
and dem onstrating the resurrection and the 
new life.

I t is  not a  theory bu t a condition which 
confronts you when you look a t the vaga
ries of Shelton. I have long since passed the 
period of lunacy and have entered th a t of 
genius—the genius of the I AM th a t I AM.

“I w ant to tell you how much I en
joy your paper. I look forward to its  arrival 
ju s t as I look forward for some other good 
event to occur in  my lonely life. I have to 
stra in  my poor w its a t tim es to comprehend 
your underlying meaning. As for the “other 
fellow,” I read the words, bu t seldom under
stand. Yet, as you say, he> keeps me th ink 
ing. God bless you! May the devil m iss you, 
and the F a ther of all devils get you a t la s t!”

The above is from another M. D. They are 
getting th ick  on my subscription lis t and all 
of them are good fellows. W hile C h r i s t i a n  

is doing such a work as indicated in th is 
doctor’s letter, i t  will go on and on un til it 
circulates over the whole earth. Let us all 
rise up and follow Burnell’s advice by speak
ing the aggressive Word and giving i t  a  wide 
circulation.
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THE WORD AGGRESSIVE.

GEORGE EDWIN BURNELL.

I t  is alm ost sure to take our in te rest by 
storm  to learn  th a t a m an can bathe alive 
in boiling oil. We are told th a t Vasudeva 
was as safe and com fortable in  ebulating oil 
as is Papa-Ita when w alking on stones a t 
1200 degrees Fahrenheit. Prof. Langley of 
Sm ithsonian In stitu te  w ent to T ahiti on 
purpose to §ee the hot stone affair, and he 
te lls us th a t there are no laws of natu re  to 
pu t a dam per on our fa ith ; so if you have a 
m ind to you may believe th a t Vasudeva was 
boiling-oil proof, and take as much in terest 
as you dare to in  his teaching about the 
aggressive word.

If the power of tru th  were no more alive 
than  the principle of m athem atics i t  could 
hardly  be relied upon to relieve us from evil 
and bondage unless we kept constantly ap
plying i t  as a medicine or a rule in conic 
sections. The dependence upon application 
is quite as serious an invasion of our inde
pendence as to be tied to a pill-cupboard or a 
memorized rule of three.

Vasudeva and his sp iritual set saw th a t 
the power of tru th  ought not to need so 
much invocation, but should leap forth  like 
a lion to  our help. If the divine energy is 
aggressive only on instigation, i t  is scarcely 
more than a  sp iritua l punching bag. There 
m ay be advantages in  soul-pumps and in ec
clesiastical “old oaken buckets,” but my 
constitution calls for an artesian  divinity. 
Moses had th is  very unsquelchable and 
spontaneous v ita l dynamics in  direct eye
shot when he thus describes the wonder of 
celestial living on th is  earth  afte r the psy
chic earthquake and volcano has broken up 
the spells and hoodoos.
“Goodly cities, which thou buildest not, 
And houses full of good things, which thou 

fillest not,
And wells digged, which thou diggedst not, 
Vineyards and olive-trees, which thou plant- 

est not.”
Deut., vi, 11.

Nor did Jesus either offer the race a men
ta l pump-handle, but a “well of w ater 
springing up into everlasting life.” If our 
sa lt has lost its  savor and our God has lost 
his gush, then we may as well m ount the 
m ental treadm ill and tease the Sphinx as the 
tree-toad teases the w eather for rain.

Our dear Paul, also, of heavenly vision on 
the Damascus road, in spite of his recent al
leged unpleasantness with karm a, declared 
for the “tabernacle not made with hands,” 
instead of a  metaphysical hoodoo-house, 
grey magic blown like a wer-wolf’s body.

Mayhap those who find soul suckling in 
knuckling-under to karm a will offer you a 
ram shackle explanation to show th a t Robert 
Louis Stevenson was in  tow of divine justice 
when he well-nigh starved in San Francisco, 
and th a t i t  served Henry George rig h t to be 
driven to holding-up the first man he m et on 
the street for five dollars to feed his starving 
wife and new-born baby. Any god who 
would or could cause or perm it such spells 
were as cold and soulless as the axioms of 
Euclid.

Perhaps you would say th a t Henry George 
should have oiled his m ental machinery, but

w hat about the god who greases the ligh t
ning? Must a  m an “rend the heavens” for 
a meal of victuals, pull the beard of being 
for a b it of bread, or aw ait for a celestial 
vision for a wholesome body?

H arken to the message of the aggressive 
word. The lordly, tail-formed Saorosha of 
Zoroaster, the word th a t splits spells and 
smites the fiends of drug-mindedness—such 
is the aggressive energy of the tru th .

Will powder stand fire? Will dynam ite 
stand a blow? N either will sin, sickness, 
death, b irth , evil, m atter, bondage, stand the 
word of tru th  aggressive. Let not your mind 
be exploited by the theory th a t ligh t and 
shade may ever masquerade together on the 
fields of chimera. Shall appearances mock 
God? We may sojourn to th a t region of vi
ta lity  where th is  rule of Jesus is indigenous 
to the golden soil—

“W hat he saith cometh to pass.”
Vasudeva found th a t tru th  had a  voice of 

its  own. I t  did not need to be spoken for 
like a Punch and Judy or worked by wires 
like an autom aton or pedaled like a pipe- 
organ. If the principle of m athem atics will 
le t the boy a t the board m ake all the mis
takes he may, is A lmighty God equally 
asleep? How long since the divine power 
was smothered in doubts and delusions?

E lijah  taun ts the prophets of Baal as they 
tw ist and rinse th e ir  noses, as they cut and 
saw like surgeons, as they coax and tease 
and “hold the thought” like metaphysical 
w igglers in th e ir  own rain-barrel, but the 
dear old prophet of the unhooked leviathan 
slipped the leash of quenchless flame th a t set 
the very w aters ablaze.

Mark Twain announces him self as the 
only sane m an le ft on earth  and fortifies 
his claim by the fact th a t he has never be
lieved w ater would run uphill. B ut S ir Wil
liam Crookes, a very pope of m aterial sci
ence, took elaborate pains to show th a t w ater 
runs uphill quite as much as down and th a t 
i t  stands on edge on the under side of a cab
bage leaf as often as it had the least business 
in such illegal postures and places. Prof. 
Simon Newcomb, a president of the Amer
ican Academy of Sciences, w ent the length 

^ rto  say th a t two tra in s  m ight run  on the same 
track  in  opposite directions and harm lessly 
telescope each other, for all rationality  or 
the laws of m atter could argue to the con
trary . Wisdom annuls the laws of m atter 
as Prof. Langley has done, and discharges 
man from every m ortal obligation, and gives 
him in stan t and constant residence in  celes
tia l existence and environm ent. A lmighty 
life pays no heed to the demands of m atter 
and is daunted by none of its  th reats. Zach- 
ariah  had his cosmic eye on C hristians and 
called them “men of wonder.”

Explanation m ust not account for the ex
istence of evil and pain, bu t ra th e r for its 
non-existence; explain falsity  to destroy it, 
not to make reasonable its claim s; explain 
what is not out of sight and being.

Do not yield to any suggestion to under
stand why you are in trouble, for woe m ust 
be destroyed not understood; sin, sickness 
and death are not made plain and easy to 
see into by a few lessons, but are removed 
from us “as far as the east is from the west.”

Light does not explain darkness, but de
stroys it. Appearances are g rea t philoso
phers; tru th  is no debating club or parlia
ment, but in stan t exterm ination  and execu
tion.

Saint John was a standard  Christian of 
cosmic repute. He was as im m une in boil
ing oil as Vasudeva. Besides, he saw things, 
among which was a  graphic vision of the 
word of God aggressive.

He saw heaven split open like a pea-pod 
and a snow w hite horse bestrode by a scar
le t man gallop out; the face of th is scarlet 
man was like a flash of eternal faithfulness 
and a thunderbolt of honesty. I t  seemed to 
holy John th a t he had such a way of writ
ing h is nam e th a t no body else could read 
it, which seems to me so common an attain
m ent as to h in t th a t each of us can do some 
dem ocratic th ing  m ysteriously well.

I t  is likely to mean also th a t  we can do 
better as men-originals than  as apes of imi
tation, for the  soul of aggression is self-re
liance and originality . This is no doubt 
w hat John understood by the scarlet man 
with hosts of subjective legions, inasmuch 
as they had on clothes which were clearly 
too clean to have been w orn by anyone else. 
Surely no one can be very aggressive in 
other people’s garm ents, so David swapped 
the m ighty arm or of k ing  Saul for his 
sling-shot; g iants are w ondrous keen to no
tice the fit of your clothes.

By th is  scarlet m an on a w hite horse John 
m eant to dram atize aggression  so thor
oughly th a t no one m ight ever th ink that 
tru th  allows evil to exist. Vasudeva said 
s tra ig h t out th a t the word of tru th  demol
ished the very appearance of sin, sickness 
and death.

There attends upon each of us th is  scarlet 
kn igh t of aggression. He is constitutional 
indivisibility. H is m outh is  the sheath of a 
two-edged sword. He is the k ing  who sit- 
te th  in the th rone of judgm ent and scattereth 
away all evil w ith h is eyes. H is every word 
draws blood; no wonder he is scarlet.

W alt W hitm an te lls  us th a t th is  scarlet 
king-soul of aggression licked him  up the 
breast w ith his Damascus tongue, and vacci
nated him w ith  the beauty and splendid 
glow of health—aggressive health—“conta
gious health ,” as Col. Robert Ingersoll says.

Therefore, as he lay in  the divine grass, 
wallowing in the very blood of reality , Whit
man dipped his pen in  m agnificent ichor, 
and poured for us th is  healing  baptism; 
drink ye all from  th is  vial of violent health.

“ In th a t condition the whole body is ele
vated to a  state unknown by others—in
wardly and outw ardly illum ined, purified, 
made solid, strong, yet buoyant. A singular 
charm, more than  beauty, flickers out of 
and over the face—a curious transparency 
beams in the eyes, in  the ir is  and in the 
white—the tem per partakes also. Nothing 
th a t happens—no event, rencontre, weather, 
etc.—but i t  is confronted—noth ing  but is 
subdued into sustenance—such is the mar
velous transform ation  from  old timorousness 
and the old process of causes and effects. 
Sorrows and disappointm ents cease—there is 
no more borrow ing trouble in  advance. A 
man realizes the venerable m yth—he is a
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god walking on the earth , he sees new eligi
bilities, powers, and beauties everywhere; 
he himself has a new eyesight and hearing. 
The play of the body in  motion takes a pre
viously unknown grace. Merely to m ove is 
happiness, a pleasure—to breathe, to see, is 
also. All the beforehand gratifications, 
drink, spirits, coffee, grease, stim ulants, m ix
tures, late hours, luxuries, deeds of the 
night, seem as vexatious dream s, and now 
the awakening; m any fall into th e ir  na tu ra l 
places, wholesome, d iv iner joys.”

There m ust have been some forceful rea
son why the throne angels sought so for even 
standing room, verily  mobbed the ichorous 
place where Moses and the seventy com
panions brought out the holy archives of 
beauty and liv ing glow; they, too, had the 
tongue of fire plunged into th e ir  breasts, 
and stood in the presence of the scarle t mon
arch who ru les the nations w ith  a  rod of 
iron and treads the w inepress of A lm ighty 
God. Old Omar d rank  th is  w ine of strength  
and turned into im m ortal youth and grace; 
drink ye also from  the dripping of th is  pu r
ple press. P rim eval sages labeled th is  v in
tage “the drink  of streng th .” From  th is  sta l
wart communion leap the heroes and ber
serkers of royal and resistless aggression.

The scarlet rider of St. Jo h n ’s vision had 
a tongue like a  wild bull buffalo, able, as he 
saw it, to lick the skin of m a tte r off the 
cosmos, and suck the v irus from  experience 
like the scarlet flamingo of holy Banares, 
after which R am krishna P arasaham sa was 
named. This scarlet flamingo was the sa in t 
bird of discernm ent to the pristine Aryan 
mind, because of i ts  genius to suck m ilk 
out of its m ix ture w ith  w ater, and the rap t 
seers of yore took th is  scarlet parable, wet 
from natu re’s pain t brush, a s  a god-graphic 
of th a t flaming word of such Jehu  aggres
sion th a t “earth  and heaven fled away from 
his face of Are, and there was found no place 
for them .”

M atter and evil have no power w hatever 
over life, and they ought not to, if life is 
Almighty God, who exterm inates all th a t does 
not prove to be free, happy and harm onious. 
T ruth can and does cure every sin, heal every 
pain, and push the shadows of the grave 
and death “into the lake of fire.” Why? 
Because there is no tru th  in  them . You never 
heard of tru th  being “cast into a lake of 
fire.” Dare to tu rn  suddenly some still hour 
and look a t th a t scarlet m an who stands a t 
your very elbow, for he can tell you how to 
say words of Greek fire to burn  the black 
river as vision tim ber. This kn igh t “dipped 
in blood” will gut the can t out of your speech 
and put your nose to the clue th a t  forced 
the ichor-minded N ikak itas to become tra n s
figured scarlet as a Pasadena poppy a t sun
set when he said, “Speech is fire.” I dare 
you to say th is sentence which A ristotle held 
was eight or ten thousand years v ita l when 
fie was pinning his le tte rs  on h is bib for 
memory th is  sentence of the wondrous boy 
Nikakitas, whom the celebrated prince of 
hoodoos failed to keep in h is grave—th is 
Aryan hero-lad who saw the scarlet m an of 
divine fury saw him  out of the corner of 
11 s ef es as he refused to obey the orders of 
!s sinister de-majesty who bid him  m arch

gravewards—but he rebelled a t the w ink of 
his scarlet highness, and the friction  of th a t 
holy insurrection  ignited in  him  the great, 
grand glow and knighted him  a “son of the 
resu rrection ; ” th is  is how he come to say 
th a t “speech is fire,” which the Sphinx dares 
you to say till you kindle a “lake of fire for 
the grave and death” th a t lu rk  in  your 
spook-bag, alias karm a.

H aw thorne broached “The Scarlet 
W oman” and left her unredeemed to the dis
grace of New England’s consciousness; bu t 
Jesus had the eye of purity, to which the 
crim son woman is a challenge for redemp
tion th a t makes heaven open as w ith a magic 
spring.

Heaven has a weakness for violence, and 
a vial or so of i t  had best be in  your lining. 
The Scarlet man or woman a t  your elbow 
can pour over you such juice of the eternal 
challenge as will make you unburyable.

I t  is tim e to  get to living, to  hurl prelim 
inaries to the four winds, to  hurdle doubts 
and dreams, to tea r away the veil from the 
beauty of eternity , to cancel the falling in 
flection from  our voices as did our seer of 
Concord. We w ager all on our Yankee Pe
gasus of sp iritua l m etal plus. Stop the re
hearsals in  the  rea r and pu t th e  heroes on 
the board; get rig h t a t it and live ju s t now. 
Break th e  spell of hoarding, crucify your 
pains, wallow in life.

God’s idea of a  m an is not to be victim 
ized or cheated o r defrauded by the core
worm of unbelief. Man has pyrographed 
upon his being a  rational constitution, hot 
enough to sublim ate ignorance upon touch, 
and th is  guarantees him  every im m unity he 
dares to flank, and establishes him  the con
s ta n t covenance of health  and success. This 
covenant is n o t buncoed by bad behavior, 
bu t flares up w ith holy w rath  a t the mere 
sigh t of a subjective crook, and burns his 
bag of spells w ith such a rb itra ry  reasoning 
as tu rn  crim son sins w hite as wool.

There is  love th a t ann ih ila tes cowardice 
and crowns courage king. Blessed be the 
eye th a t sees th a t crim son Rajah  who ran 
soms from the bastard  fear, and nerves us 
w ith divine aggression. Then the authority  
of constitutional love is our backbone, and 
the independence of the prophet is in our 
eyes.

Did not Evangelina Cisneros hail the soul 
celestial so th a t two nations and a Pope 
came to her help? Never mind if she told 
off her heart-peals upon beads, God got up 
in the n igh t and delivered her. Think w hat 
you will, God has prayer-ears, and fear is no 
courtier a t  the th rone of Jesus C hrist Di
vinity. The m in istry  of the S pirit is blood- 
dipped crim son aggression, th a t is pell-mell 
for dem onstration, th a t exterm inates the 
sloth of conceit, and the cold scald of luke
warmness.

W ell do we know why the g reat Raphael 
was cut to death by the p riestcraft of su r
gery, though he had but influenza, but the 
w hite throne of Science has Christians, 
whom no knife bungling can slay, for they 
steep in the glow-splendor of Spirit. Not 
for the scarlet woman did Raphael atone, 
though the m ighty pain ter of the Holy Sis- 
tine pu t Donna Veleta for Mary of Bethle
hem.

Science draws no sex-line, bu t the sw ift 
flamingo of crimson aggression swings one 
sw ift stroke, ru th less as the flash of ligh t 
upon a shadow, and the carnal conscience is 
b u rn t extinct.

A w riter in the Occult Truth-Seelcer 
tr ie s  to be sm art in an article entitled “The 
Gentle A rt of Making Gods.” He gives the 
greater p a rt of h is article to me, w ithout 
m entioning my name. I quote:

“And then there m ust surely come a Di
vine Feminine. For how could a Thomas-God 
keep house w ithout its  Divine Feminine? 
And then the Holy Fam ily would not be 
complete w ithout a  Holy T rinity, and so Baby 
Blanche (m ay the Good Lord bless her little 
sweet sou l!) m ust necessarily complete the 
Divine Trilogy, Tri-Unity and Trichotomy. 
(Gloria Patri, etc.) ”

Some friend sends me the magazine with 
th is  m an’s foolish article marked, and writes 
in pencil, “Shelton, read and reflect.” I have 
read and reflected, and the only resu lt of my 
reflection is  th a t the m an who wrote the a r
ticle didn’t  know w hat he was w riting. A 
m an is either an anim al and retu rns to the 
dust of the earth , or he is a god and ascends 
into the Light. I t  is u tte rly  impossible for 
m an to be the son of God, the offspring of 
Deity, w ithout being a God. There is no 
other kind of being for him to be. The be
ing who can th ink  and love and ascend to the 
heights in  his m ind is not an animal. My 
baby is  not the offspring of an animal. She 
came from God Almighty, and therefore she 
is a God. T hat which is born of S p irit is 
Spirit. If you w ant to act the fool and make 
fun of th e  m ortal envelope in which the 
God lives and acts on th is  plane of being, you 
can do so. B ut in doing so, you write your
self down an ass.

A Philadelphia editor sends the fol
lowing le tte r to C h r i s t i a n . I t  will do you 
all good to read th is  straightforw ard endorse
ment:

“Please renew my subscription to C h r i s 
t i a n  from April and send me the April issue. 
I would ra the r go w ithout an overcoat in 
w inter than  w ithout C h r i s t i a n . I have read 
m etaphysics for the  past forty  years, from 
Hamilton, K ant and Hegel down to Porter 
and the re s t of the modern small fry, and 
find more m eat in  C h r i s t i a n  than I can eas
ily chew.”

3-## “Your sudden declaration of conver
sion to Christian Science and the sensa
tional red line title  page jarred  my feelings. 
To be perfectly frank  w ith you, I have not 
got over i t  yet. I thought you were unique, 
an individuality, not tied down to any sci
ence or school of thought. I can not follow 
you, but my husband said the other day th a t 
he was going to send you a dollar for C h r i s 
t i a n , as the paper had done him good.”

I t  is evident th a t th is  husband knows a 
good th ing  when he m eets i t  in  the road. I 
assert my individuality by using any kind of 
ink  which strikes my fancy. The red le tte r 
page is a motto for the m onth. The other 
day my wife and I had a spat. Two people 
can’t  pout in  the same room, so I w ent up
sta irs to do my pouting, and le ft her in  the 
office. The first th ing  I saw when I sa t down 
a t my private desk was “The Joy of Living.” 
I sneaked down sta irs  and stuck my head 
into the office door and shouted. “The joy 
of living.” We both began laughing and the 
spat was over. As for my conversion to 
C hristian Science; i t  dates back as fa r as I 
can remember. I t  does not mean Mrs. Eddy’s 
sect, but the tru th  of God.
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THE SIGNPOST.

BY ISR A E L ZA N G W ILL.

“To Heaven,” “To Hell,” so said the guiding 
Angers;

I looked to righ t, to left, around, above; 
The self-same path  i t  was to which both 

pointed;
Then saw I th a t the road was Sexual Love.

DESK DRIFT.

Christians.
A r e  doubling th e  l i s t  of C h r i s t i a n .

Keep up th is  good work rig h t along 
every day.

If you push th is  m atte r and double 
the subscription lis t of C h r i s t i a n , you will 
And th a t I will give you a hundredfold more 
of good things.

I t  is  the nam e of the la test venture 
in  new thought literature . Monthly maga
zine, $1.00 a year. G. R. Weston, M. D., San 
Antonio, Texas. Send for sample copy.

“Could you w rite som ething in  your 
next paper about m arried men who go out 
w ith young women? If you don’t  th ink  i t  
dreadful, I know your wife will. So if you 
can, please w rite something.”

Yes, I can w rite something, but w hat good 
w ill i t  do? Men and women are governed 
from  w ith in  and all the rules and regula
tions from the outside are useless. She 
W hom My Soul Loves reigns w ithin me and 
is supreme in her au thority  over my de
sires; therefore, they do not wander after 
other women. The m an who w anders away 
from  home afte r strange gods will get into 
hell—b u t hell is sometimes the very best 
place for such men. The little  poem a t the 
head of th is  column answ ers th is  question. 
T ru th fu l love never makes you ashamed of 
your actions or sorry for your deeds. I t  al
ways illum inates and up lifts and leaves a 
good taste  in the mouth. My wife puts in 
her word righ t here and says w hat is sauce 
for the goose is sauce for the gander; and 
the way to break th is  husband and all others 
from  bad habits is for the wife to don her 
best clothes and go out on a la rk  herself.

A woman of wide reading and ma
tu re  m ind w rites from Boston:

“ C h r i s t i a n  is the key to the sp irit unfold- 
m ent of man. No paper like it! I t  Alls me 
w ith  v ibrations when I am reading it. I ask 
some of my friends if they feel them  and 
they do not know w hat I am ta lk ing  about. I 
should have frozen th is  w inter if  I had not 
had them. P a r t of the tim e we could not get 
coal to keep warm  with, money was no ob
ject a t one time. I would ju s t press the but
ton (by reading C h r i s t i a n ) and away would 
go the vibrations, and in  a short tim e I 
would be as warm as toast.”

This would seem like madness to the aver
age mind. B ut to those who are in the 
T ruth , i t  is  the h ighest k ind of sanity. C h r i s 

t i a n  is given Ave distinct treatm ents before 
it is  sent out, and each paper is pu t in  a sep
arate  wrapper, so th a t the vibrations are not 
dissipated while being handled in the mail. 
This is the reason why many of my readers 
carry, th e ir  paper around in  th e ir  pockets 
un til i t  is  worn out, and m any men subscribe 
for two papers, one for th e ir  residence and 
one for th e ir  oAice. Thousands of le tters 
come to th is  oAice testifying to the effect of 
these vibrations.

“Am continually vacillating from 
th is  tru th  back to the old race hypnotic con
dition of mind. Am satisAed I am IT now, 
and realize th a t I have been bound and 
gagged by my environm ents and old race no
tions. I And it  hard to keep my mind sin
gle. My associates know little  of these m at
ters, and I am inAuenced more or less by ad
verse thought. I slip away from  the tru th  
unless C h r i s t i a n  is constantly before me. 
Am I too anxious? A nything th is  side of 
complete new b irth , I believe, is hell. I have 
been as much as fifteen years a t Christian 
Science. When will I get there? W hat is 
the m atter w ith me, anyhow? 1 thank you 
very m uch!”

The above words were w ritten on the let
terhead paper of a practical business man. 
There is something in  th is  world besides 
business and money, and men are coming to 
know th a t they can’t  hold onto anyth ing  un
less they get possession of themselves. My 
dear boy, the only way th a t you can be 
born again is by the quickening of the 
Spirit, which is hellAre. “The Are shall try  
every m an’s work of w hat so rt i t  is.” I have 
walked around in my earth ly  envelope as a 
living lion in  a cage. I will not tell you to 
be still. And yet, afte r a while you will get 
still, very, very still, and in  th is  deep silence 
you will know the T ruth, and the T ru th  will 
set you free. ________________

LOVE.

0  Love, th a t dost w ith goodness crown 
The years through all the ages down!

’Tis in thy  strength  the m ountains stand, 
The seasons roll a t thy  command;

And rooted are all th ings th a t bless 
Deep in thy  everlastingness.

—J. W. C h a d w i c k .

THE LAW OF SOUL EXPRESSION.

BY W IL L  W IN N .

A raindrop fell from  the  crysta l clouds 
Into the r iv e r’s ru sh ;

The stream  sw ept on, unconscious,
In the forest’s m ighty hush.

The raindrop sm all nor the river great 
Knew whence they  came, nor why.

B ut the cloud above as i t  hovered low 
Spanned the horizon-sky.
* * * * * *

Action is a surging stream  
T hat hu rries  on and on;

Unconscious of its source of power,
I t  comes, and goes—is gone.

Thought is the raindrop’s s ilen t force 
T hat shim m ers here and there,

Tossed by the  brea th  of passing breeze— 
N atu re’s soft w hispered prayer.

Love is the cloud th a t broods above; 
Passing Arst th rough  T hought

I t  bursts untram m eled th rough  arid  waste 
Into achievem ent w rought.

Thought and Action, seeking the “Why,” 
May h u rry  h ith e r and th ither.

B ut love above Arst feels—then  knows 
"the Whence and W hy and W hither.

Mental Treatments, including delin
eation of character, one dollar per 
month. Send date of birth. Address 

KATHERINE JARVIS,
Gen’l Delivery, Chicago, III.

Metaphysical Publications
The Book of Health By George Edwin Burnell. This

=  is a book of Demonstration and 
Devotion. It is also a splendid introduction to the study of meta
physics. T he author is the only staff writer for Christian, T h is  little 
book will help you to understand his writings. It is not something 
that you can read and throw to one side, but a book requiring reading 
and re-reading until you master the axioms. T he preface in this book 
is characteristic of the author. It is all in one sentence. There is no 
doubt in this book. Paper, 50c; on sterling deckle edge, 75c, postpaid.

The Law of Vibrations By Thom as J. Shelton. T his is
_ a book of twelve lessons in

Christian Science. T hey are short cuts to the study of metaphysics. 
T he first edition is exhausted and the new and revised edition has 
been printed on good paper, and bound in vellum. Price, postpaid, 50c.

I Am Sermons By Thomas J. Shelton. T his is a much larger 
_ book than Vibrations but is sold at the same

price. It is also bound in Yankee vellum and contains a good likeness 
of the author as a mortal. T he young fellow, who is to be, will not look 
like this picture. T his book is twelve sermons along Bible lines, but full 
of inspirational interpretations of old themes. Price, postpaid, 50c.

Address For Sate a t this office.

Christianr 1657 Clarkson St., Denver, Colo.




