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B V  T H B  E D I T O R

M y  D e a r  M r . C o n a b l e —I have 
just finished reading a recent issue 
of your journal and there is a tan
talizing m ixture of pleasure and 
doubt in my mind concerning the dif
ference between the sin of flesh
eating in the latter part of your arti
cle, “Buried Alive,” and the beauti
ful expressions of the passion of 
love near the close of “A Spring-tide 
Vision/ by D. H . Snoke, in the same 
journal.

“When I read what you said 
about the sin of flesh lusting I 
thought, well, I suppose that means 
to live without the dose relation
ship husband and wife sustain to 
each other. So I thought I must 
school myself to be an all-sufficiencv 
within myself, and when I go over a 
little further and read in Dr. Snoke's 
article that the passion of love has 
ever overpowered even- other emo
tion, and filled the whole world with 
beauty and harmony, my heart beats 
fast and says. yes. yes, that surely is 
so, especially if we were onlv prop
erly mated; and then, instead of 
thinking that I must teach myself to 
be an all-sufficiencv within myself, I 
find myself longing to fill my life 
with that beauty and harmony he 
speaks of.

“Now I may not understand fully 
the difference between those two 
words seemingly so closely allied to 
each other, passion and lust. To 
love everything and everybody is a 
grand feeling. This I have experi
enced at times and know whereof I 
speak; but if this is the grandest 
and purest of all loves, why should 
the love for the opposite sex seem to 
be so very essential to our well
being, and so necessary to bring out 
the highest and best there is in us? 
for it seems to inspire us more than 
anything else can.

“Please tell me when vou have 
time, how you define the difference, 
and is it your opinion that it is bet
ter for man and woman to live 
alone. As I ask this last question 
there seems to come an answer, so 
grand and so beautiful, and vet so 
far out of reach, and that is if only 
we could be properly mated, to live 
together would be best.

“But your answer, please. It will 
help to settle this all-absorbing ques
tion that has caused me, and not me

Love and Passion

A D EA R woman residing in the 
State o f W ashington writes most 

interestingly on a subject that is prob
ably of greater importance to the race 
than any other. She wants to know- 
something. H ere is her letter:
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alone, but all others, more suffer
ing than all else besides.

“This is rather a delicate subject, 
and I hesitated to say what I have, 
but as I am a woman, not far from 
fifty summers old by the register,
I feel it to he all right, as I am de- 
sirious of a little knowledge on the 
subject.”

The sex problem is always a delicate 
subject to treat. This is because the 
great bulk of the race has been brought 
up in ignorance concerning that which 
they should know more about than any
thing else. Both mothers and fathers 
withhold from their children all infor
mation on this subject long past the time 
when the youth should have a perfect 
knowledge and understanding concern
ing this most important part of the hu
man anatomy. Still, this is doubtless all 
right in millions of cases, since very few 
parents really understand the real object 
and purposes for which the sex organs 
arc created.

But I do not propose to here discuss 
any branch of the physical anatomy. I 
am going to answer the questions pro
pounded in the above communication. In 
doing so, however, I shall doubtless go 
over much ground that I have covered 
in these columns in the past; but this is 
immaterial, for the subject matter should 
of necessity be of interest to every reader 
of this magazine who is striving to find 
out the truth, and, after finding it, to 
live it as nearly as surrounding environ
ments will admit.

The world at large has always sup
posed that all the organs and functions 
of the body were created for specific pur
poses and that of necessity these organs 
and functions must be used and exercised 
in order to keep them in a normal and 
healthy state of growth. This is all true 
from a purely physical point of view, 
though few there are who have been able 
to draw the line where a normal state of 
growth is kept intact. Anything that 
appears to be a pleasure in life is gener
ally carried to the extreme, and the nor
mal soon gives place to the abnormal— 
resulting in all sorts of abuses which se
riously affect both mind and body. This 
feature of the proposition is illustrated 
on every hand, so I will not dwell upon 
it further than to say that the abuses are 
the outgrowth largely of ignorance in 
being unable to define the words passion

and love in their true sense, and not un
derstanding that there is such a thing 
possible as a more exalted unfoldment o: 
the m ind where sex passion for physical 
contact m ay be entirely eliminated from 
the thoughts and desires of the indi
vidual ; that when this exalted state of 
consciousness is reached, which must 
certainly be the ultimate of the race, 
there is established such a harmonious 
chord between the physical body and the 
Inner Self that • each individual, both 
male and female, finds greater joy in his 
or her own companionship than in any 
relation which can possibly exist between 
the sexes. Physical love, which is but a 
misnomer for passion, is entirely elimin
ated, and real love—the only love ex
tant—is found in its fullest expression 
between the Outer and Inner Self—be
tween the body and the Spirit, which 
then become as One—inseparable com
panions.

True it is that man in his present state 
of development craves companionship 
with the opposite sex, and where the 
Astral entities (not the spirit) inhabiting 
each individual are harmoniously allied, 
there is always great warmth of feeling 
for one another and inseparable com
panionship ; but this is because the sex 
functions of the Astral of the one are 
in harmonious accord with the sex func
tions of the Astral entity housed in the 
other physical body. This is called find
ing one’s affinity. In the absence of this 
affinity—where the Astral entities are not 
in harmony—there is always trouble 
among married people. T'he Astral is 
sexed the same as the physical, except 
that the Astral entity in the male is fe
male, and in the female physical the 
Astral entity is male—making each indi
vidual dual.

I do not blame this dear woman who 
writes this letter of inquiry, or any other 
woman who has not reached the higher 
sphere of conscious growth, for desir
ing to find her affinity. It is perfectly 
natural that this should be so. It is 
nature on this particular plane of 
growth.

But there is a loftier sphere where 
the Spirit is privileged to assert its pres
ence through the physical body, when 
there is no craving for an affinity out
side one’s self. To come in touch with 
the Spirit within is to overcome the de
sire to manifest on the physical plane, 
and in this exalted state there is no long
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ing for a physical sweetheart. We have 
found a sw eetheart w ithin ourselves, in 
comparison to which in point of satisfy
ing every conceivable desire of both body 
and Soul, a physical companionship, even 
though it be an affinity, is as the distil
lation of the rose in comparison with 
the least fragrant of plant life.

There are comparatively few who have 
reached this higher plane of unfoklment, 
but those who have can vouch for every 
word here penned.

The Spirit— the Inner Self—is con
stantly striving to im press these truths 
upon the physical consciousness, but phy
sical obstructions are so powerfully im
planted within these physical bodies that 
it is very difficult for many of us to 
recognize that we are anything but ma
terial substance, hence we crave the 
things which are in greatest harmony 
with our own plane of growth. We seek 
physical companionship— we demand it. 
Without it there is an aching void that 
cannot be filled, and desolation is all 
around us. This is natural.

But it often transpires that we are 
made to suffer and are deprived of an 
affinity in order to push us on to a vision 
of the higher plane of growth. It is 
when we suffer most that we come closer 
to the Spirit Self, which never forsakes 
us until we forsake I t .

The greater portion of the race is con
tent to live on a  physical plane. The 
impression is physically inbred that this 
was what man was created for—to ap
pease his physical appetite, perverted by 
long lives of improper living, and to 
bring forth and perpetuate his kind. This 
is the highest ideal many of us aspire to. 
But I know that loftier aspirations than 
these fill the breast of our correspondent. 
She has reached a higher plane ot 
growth than many of her sisters and 
brothers, still she has not passed the 
point where the body is not dominant to 
some extent. There is a longing for har
monious physical companionship—an af
finity—without which much of the 
beauty in life is overshadowed. Still we 
must all work out our own destiny, but 
nevertheless the sooner we are able to 
throw off and eliminate all physical de
sires, the sooner shall we find that per
petual peace of mind which comes alone 
to him who has touched the hand and 
kissed the lips of that wondrous Inner 
Godhood which spiritualizes the flesh

and eliminates every desire for “Soul 
mating” on the physical plane.

When this plane of growth is reached 
the mind is at rest. The body is at 
peace with itself. We do not lose inter
est in our friends and loved ones by any 
means. They are nearer and dearer to 
us than ever before, but our thoughts 
occupy loftier channels. We are at peace 
with the whole world. The Spirit with
in us has become the guiding factor, and 
we no longer crave or desire the close 
physical relationship which is the domin
ating factor in married life.

The Path-Finder hopes to see every 
one reach this plane of growth, thougn 
it is aware of the fact that only here 
and there will one be found at the pres
ent time who is willing, or has the in
clination, to cast aside all desires for 
physical pleasures and come into the 
realm where complete spiritual manifest
ation is made possible.

Could we all see and understand just 
what this spiritual glorification means, 
few would hesitate to at once begin the 
work of bodily reconstruction which is 
necessary as the initiatory steps leading 
up to the plane of exalted unfoldment.

Personally the writer is an uncompro
mising advocate of a life of ‘‘single bles
sedness” for both man and woman, but 
he realizes the impracticability of press
ing this mode of living upon those who 
are not yet in readiness to accept it with 
a full and conscious understanding of 
all that such a life implies from a spir
itual standpoint.

With the desire to grow  implanted in 
every fiber of our being, this is what we 
must all come to, and what we w ill come 
to, as nothing short of this will satisfy 
the cravings of the heart yearnings for 
the highest and loftiest expression of all 
that is within us.

It is  good for both man and woman 
to live alone, not that we would shut out 
all companionship from our lives—not it 
a ll; but the companionship which we 
would then desire we would attract, and 
it would be in perfect harmony with our 
own lives—a dearer, sweeter, closer com
panionship than it is possible to experi
ence on the material plane of growth.

There is no occasion for us to trouble 
ourselves concerning posterity. Posterity 
will take care of itself. There will al
ways be a sufficient number evolving up
ward in the process of evolutionary 
growth to attend to this part of the busi-

3
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ness, so those who are possessed of the 
inclination to make more rapid strides 
upward than are some of their neigh
bors, need not hesitate on the ground 
that the race is going to die out if they 
cease to create on the physical plane. 
Some one will always step into the 
breach and meet the needs of the hour. 
We may continue to elect Presidents who 
will superintend the whole matter of 
keeping the earth replenished with physi
cal bodies, so there is no occasion for 
serious alarm on this score.

But there is  a demand for growth— 
for higher growth—away from purely 
physical manifestation. Love, in the or
dinary sense, is passion, and passion ;s 
a desire to give expression outwardly to 
the sex senses. Strong is the desire, 
where the companionship is harmonious. 
Passionate is the desire, where we find a 
so-called affinity. But there is another 
desire which is overpowering in its scope 
which comes to us as we get a glimpse of 
the Infinite possibilities within us, and 
this desire is that we conserve every vital 
spark within us that we may create, not 
on a physical plane of growth, but on a 
Spiritual plane, making Gods and Cre
ators of ourselves, that we may come in 
touch with that wondrous Wisdom, the 
pathway leading to whose presence an 
exercise of the physical passions always 
bars.

Love and passion and lust are so 
closely allied that we can classify them 
only in the degree of intensity of mani
festation.

Infinite Tenderness takes the place ot 
these when once we have come out from 
under physical bondage and have clasped 
in our arms the real Bridegroom, whose 
lips of flame, but passionless, touch ours 
in an eternal embrace.

The Ballot Imprisons the Voter

A CCORDING to newspaper reports 
there seems to have been a Na

tional election throughout the country re
cently, and the resuit appears to indicate 
three things—namely: That the Republi
can party still has a few votes to spare; 
that the Democratic party is disintegrat
ing, and that the Socialist party is getting 
big enough to sit up and take notice. 
Nebraska Populists seem also to be in 
fairly good fighting trim. But look out 
for eight years hence. Unless all signs 
fail, about everything lying out of doors

will be arrayed against the political party 
now in power. Its dethronement is sim
ply a question of time.

But no matter; there is no reason for 
serious alarm anywhere. The alarmist is 
the man who never gets very far in any
thing. He is simply a disturbing factor 
—socially, politically and otherwise.

The individual who is engaged in 
building for himself—carving his own 
destiny as it relates to upward growth— 
will not be unhorsed at any stage of the 
proceedings.

It is quite a common thing for all of 
us to assume that we are especially del
egated to save the people from a great 
pending evil that is to engulf them; but 
back of it all, if we would but institute 
a searching investigation, we would find 
that the “pending evil'’ is more a creature 
of the imagination than anything else.

The man who first cleans up his own 
political door-yard, or back-yard, as the 
case may be, rarely ever finds time to 
sweep the front porch of his neighbor. 
Such a man is too busy on his own prem
ises to give much of his time to others.

The political alarmist is a most con
spicuous factor these latter days. He 
abounds in squads and platoons. He 
thinks he is a reformer, but the trouble 
with him is he never reforms anything— 
not even himself, which usually needs re
forming worse than anything else.

It is not existing conditions that need 
reforming half so much as does the indi
vidual. With the individual reformed, 
we have perfect harmony and equaliza
tion of purpose everywhere.

The place to begin reforming is at the 
root of the thing; not half wav up the 
trunk. But when reformation of the in
dividual is suggested as the proper rem
edy for existing evils, we bring the thing 
too close home. We have no desire to 
reform ourselves, but we want the other 
fellow reformed. All the laws and regu
lations should be made to govern and con
trol the other fellow. We need none of 
these for ourselves.

Well, perhaps not, but it wouldn’t hurt 
to give the matter a test here and there— 
just for experimental purposes.

Let us change things around once and 
see how they will work. Let us demand 
a set of laws and rules and regulations 
that will govern and control ourselves 
and not especially for others. If you 
want to work a speedy revolution in social 
and political economy, try this plan once.
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The swiftness with which it will work 
will be amazing.

Of course this plan of getting at the 
root of all evils would leave the alarmist 
and the grafter out of employment. But 
suppose they were compelled to get a 
hustle on themselves once in a lifetime 
and seek honest employment, it would not 
be a very serious burden upon the rest of 
the people. I am inclined to think that 
it would inaugurate the beginning of the 
only rational process of reform that will 
ever come anywhere near reforming.

But the election is now over and every
body is again ready to attend to business.
A National election, as a business dis
turber, has no competitor, but when it 
comes at the same time as does a 
“World’s Fair,” the finances of the coun
try become pretty well unsettled.

Some day the people will require so 
little governing that no President will be 
needed; no “House of Lords,” or other 
legislative or judicial bodies. There will 
be neither Republics nor Empires. Each 
individual will be a Republic and an Em
pire unto himself. Each individual is 
an Empire unto himself now—this mo
ment—if he but understood it and knew 
how to bring his great creative powers 
into manifestation. Some day soon man 
will know how to do this. It is but a 
step a little higher up the ladder. We 
can all reach it.

Modern politics has done more to de
stroy the consciencies of men than any 
other factor with which the people have 
been concerned. There is no such thing 
as an honest politician in these latter 
days. The whole system, as practiced 
at the present time, is one gigantic piece 
of jobbery, bargain and sale, theft, 
treachery and fraud. Money is the con
trolling factor. The controlling  element 
in politics is purchasable. It offers it
self for sale over and over again, and 
even the last purchaser is not always 
the man who receives the vote.

I remember once when I was a candi
date for the State Legislature of Iowa, a 
man was recommended to me as being 
all right and a first-class worker at the 
polls. I gave him $10 for the day to 
look out after my interests exclusively. 
During the day I discovered that this 
man was handling tickets on the side and 
secretly, on which my name did not ap
pear. Later on I also discovered that 
he had taken $5 and $10 from three other

persons to work for them "exclusively."
But this is politics. The whole system 

is rotten and corrupt—not necessarily 
politics itself, but the men who maxe poli
tics a profession.

So long as this state of affairs exists 
the problem of existing social evils will 
never be solved.

The great majority of the very men 
who are clamoring for social reforms and 
equality are the very ones to barter and 
sell their votes on election day—not to 
the highest bidder, but to everv bidder 
who comes along.

I must again quote from Tom Reed: 
“The honest voter is the man who sells 
his vote but once.”

The man who sells his vote has no 
right to find fault with the way his gov
ernment is being conducted; and he 
should expect no relief from the burdens 
which overtake him, for he keeps himself 
in slavery. He imprisons himself at hard 
labor.

The only freedom man will ever ex
perience is that which he attracts to him
self through his own powers. No human 
being who really wants to rise can be 
kept down. There is a power within, 
every mother’s son of us which can and 
will force us to the top round of the 
ladder if we will but let it. This Light 
of Eternal Life within us will guide our 
footsteps into paths of plenty all along 
the great highway of our earthly pilgri
mage.

Self-unfoldment is the only sure road 
that leads men out'of bondage. Every 
time the voter goes into the ballot-booth 
he is all the more deeply imprisoned. He 
is constantly helping to establish a mas
ter over himself and keep himself in serf
dom.

Every man is a King, an Emperor, a 
President unto himself. He has no right 
to be anything else. He belittles his own 
powers and intelligence when he casts a 
ballot for any sort of a ruler on election 
day.

Speed the day, oh thou great God 
within, when all the flesh thou inhabitest 
shall know the Truths as thou knowest 
them. May we so perfect thy encase
ment that the wisdom of the Universe 
which thou holdest in thv right hand 
shall find expression in every thought, 
act and deed of <̂ ur lives.

This for the sake of the race.
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Birthdays

A S A RULE I do hot believe in peo
ple having or celebrating birthdays; 

but sometimes our friends arrange for 
a “surprise” gathering on these occas
ions and there is no help for it.

This has just been the case with me.
I have just been celebrating the anni
versary of the day I came forth into visi
ble existence on this plane of joys and 
sunshine. I used to say woes, but I was 
mistaken. I have long since discovered 
that there are no woes save those we 
manufacture ourselves. We also manu
facture all our own joys and sunshine. 
In other words, each individual makes 
for himself his own heaven and his own 
hell.

1 was in hell a long time—too long, in 
fact. It isn’t nice to be in hell too long 
at a time. It isn’t quite so bad if one is 
simply experimenting to see what effect 
it will have on one’s self; but to deliber
ately join forces with the devil for con-. 
stant companionship has a tendency to 
take all the gluten out of one’s system 
and otherwise disarrange the digestive 
functions of the body. And, too, when 
one keeps company too long with the 
devil, he has to devote so much of his 
time to the doctors that he hasn’t time to 
do much of anything else.

So, quite a while ago I decided to give 
the doctors (except socially) the go-by, 
and try and celebrate my birthday in 
decency and in order, as our Presbyterian 
friends would say.

In this effort along the lines of re
formatory conduct, I had some assistance 
at my last birthday celebration.

Now, this story is not for the purpose 
of telling the world at large how old 1 
am, nor how young I am. This point con
cerns no one in particular, although I am 
not posing as a sixty-fiver when I am 
but thirty or thirty-five; neither am 1 
willing to admit that I am seventy years 
of age when I am but fiftv-three. But 
little details like these I am leaving for the 
Mazadaznan and other "philosophers” 
who have "consented” to step down from 
the lofty perch of Adcptship and teach 
the common herd—that is, after the con
tribution plate has been passed.

But notwithstanding the fact that few 
of us had anything to do personally in 
the selection of our birthdays, now that 
we have one thrust upon us, it is a good 
thing to remember them in a way. Not

for the purpose of making a record of the 
passing years on the tablets of memory 
—or on an insurance calendar—but to 
know at what period in the year we are 
filled with the greatest amount of vital 
energy—from a normal standpoint— 
that will enable us to cope successfully 
in all business and other undertakings 
during the succeeding months.

The birthday, to the individual, is his 
New Year. This is the time to turn over 
all “new leaves.” This day should be 
spent in complete rest and recreation. It 
is the one “Sunday” in the year above all 
others, that should be observed. It >s 
not necessary to either fast or pray, 
though a little of the former will hurt 
no one; but one should rest and think— 
get ready to put forth the greatest energy 
to attract success and opulence to one’s 
self. It is much easier, the first few 
months succeeding one’s birthday, to at
tract success than during any other por
tion of the year. If one starts in and 
pushes things during the first half of the 
year after a birthday, then the whole ‘ 
year will be more or less successful, just 
in proportion to the energy expended 
immediately following the birthday.

With each recurring birthday we have 
made a complete circuit of the sun. The 
gestation period is but nine months, dur
ing the first three of which there is in
sensibility to planetary or other condi
tions which contribute later on to the for
mation of character and nre-natal im
pressions. Were the gestation period 
full twelve months, man would be, under 
normal conditions, born practically in 
physical perfection.

Hence it is that the planetary influ
ences, which a complete circuit of the sun 
would bring in the presence of a full 
twelve month gestation period, are cir
cumscribed—cut short, and we have to 
make up for all this shortage during the 
succeeding years of maturing growth.

When we rally all our strength and 
powers and push all our energies during 
the first three months immediately fol
lowing each birthday, we make up largely 
for the loss sustained by only a three- 
fourths circuit of the sun during the ges
tation period. We build, in other words, 
a firm foundation on which to stand dur
ing the remaining nine months of the 
year.

So, in my case, I am always glad, since 
coming into possession of this most im
portant fact in our growth and develop-
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ment, when my birthday arrives. I then 
prepare, as best I can, for a season of 
uninterrupted successes. When I fail it 
is because I have neglected many import
ant duties at the critical moment.

Each one’s birthday therefore, in this 
sense, is his New Year. Immediately 
following this day there should be un
ceasing activity all along the line of such 
successes as we are striving to reach and 
hold fast to. The year’s opportunities 
visit us at this period. If we fail to rec
ognize them, then they are lost until an
other birthday rolls round.

But some of us would not recognize 
an opportunity no matter how plainly it 
was forced upon our vision £ hence failure 
is ever ours. Our vision is clouded over, 
and we make no effort to remove the veil. 
So ife is one continuous failure, and we 
form the erroneous impression that we 
are fated to the sorrows of an unsuccess
ful existence. Fate has nothing to do 
with it. We have simply buikled with
out rudder or sail, and we drift with the 
tide—go and come without purpose, 
never rising above the negative surround
ings which we have attracted to our
selves. Opulence never crosses our 
threshold. We have driven it beyond 
our reach. Some one else has captured 
it in its retreat—some one who is ever 
on the alert to meet an opportunity half 
way and invite it to dine in his habitation, 
no matter how humble it may be at the 
outset.

Standard oil barons are made out of 
men who cut cross-lots to meet an oppor
tunity lest it escape them.

Not that crude oil, or even oil in its 
refined state, is a sufficient lubricant to 
enable the “barons” to slip through the 
pearly gates without a struggle. Far 
from i t ; but this simply illustrates what a 
man can do who is in possession of the 
powers to discern opportunities before 
the other fellow has even a chance to pass 
them by unseen.

Did the Standard oil baron rob you or 
me of any opportunity that belonged to 
us? No. He simply took what he at
tracted to himself and deprived us of 
nothing that was ours. Nothing is ours 
that we do not attract to ourselves. We 
have the power within.us to attract either 
crude oil or polished diamonds, or both. 
And wc can attract to ourselves a clean, 
pure, wholesome and perfect physical 
body, which will bring both polished dia
monds and crude oil—or Golden Shafts

from the Infinite, which are better than 
all earthly possessions combined. For 
these are laden with Opulence that makes 
Creators of us and places us beyond the 
vulgar desire for crude physical adorn
ment and grotesque material trappings.

* * * * * *
But coming back to birthdays, l had 

in mind when I started out to say just a 
few words in regard to my own last 
birthday, which took place on the 25th of 
November just past, somewhere between 
the hours of 1 a. m. and 11 p. m., on 
that momentous occasion. Thirty-five 
years later a neighboring lady who put 
on my first “wraps,” was kind enough 10 
tell me about it in a large gathering ot 
mixed company. She thought it was a 
great joke on me. I thought it was a big
ger joke on her. But never mind this 
part of the story now.

I was to have a surprise reception on 
the evening of my birthday. The plan
ners gathered secretly at a home where 
I happened to call on business. 1 caught 
them red-handed, as it were, so they con
fessed in order that I should not lose en
tire confidence in their pretenses at 
veracity.

So it transpired that some thirty 
friends were invited to meet the writer 
on the evening of his birthday at the 
home of Mr. F. M. Ambrose, No. 135 
So. Griffin Avenue, Los Angeles, presided 
over by his accomplished daughter, Miss 
Anna Louise Ambrose, a long-time pat
ron and student of the Path-Finder.

As co-worker in this secret enterprise 
to make the Path-Finder apostle under 
everlasting obligations for one of the 
most delightful receptions and evening’s 
entertainment that it has been his pleas
ure to participate in since the event that 
took place fifty-three years previously, 
was Mrs. Maud Johnson, also of Los An
geles, whose devotion to the cause of 
humanity and all that pertains to its 
growth and unfoldment, is only ap
proached in measure by the innate soul- 
sympathy and depth of womanlv charac
ter which no one can fail to recognize, to 
whom the courtesy of an acquaintance 
has been extended.

Outside the social intercourse, the 
charming part 6f the programme, to me 
at least, was the music—vocal and in
strumental. Chopin’s melodies, Gotts- 
chalk’s Last Hope, Schubert’s Sere
nade, etc. These are the soul-inspiring 
contributions from the pens of the mas-
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ters that awaken in me the unceasing 
determination to halt not in the applica
tion of the processes of unfoldment until 
the flesh shall have been pressed to the 
limit of endurance; and as I believe there 
is no limit that draws a final line any
where, I shall keep on indefinitely.

A modest, but most wholesome, fruit
arian luncheon was served, and my last 
New Year became a thing of the past, 
not to be forgotten, but to be laid away 
in sweet mem ory’s archives, where 
naught but the imperishable finds lodg
ment.

For the Afflicted
P  ONABLE’S PATH-FINDER is 

for the masses and the afflicted as 
well as for all classes of people. It does 
not stop when people meet with misfor
tune—that is, unless it is desired, which 
is rarely the case.

When a man is in the midst of misfor
tune then it is that he needs this maga
zine most, and if he will stick to it and 
live by its teaching, the time will not be 
far distant when good health and opu
lence will be his.

A friend writes as follows, from Juli- 
atta, Idaho:

“During the last two years I have 
lost over $5,coo worth of property 
—all I had accumulated in ten years’ 
hard labor. This will explain why 
I am delinquent on my subscription. 
When misfortune overtook me I was 
getting a half dozen different papers 
and magazines of various kinds, but . 
all but yours stopped soon as I could 
not renew with the cash. The Path- 
Finder kept coming. It stayed with 
me and I shall stay with it. Please 
do not stop it. I read each copy 
one, two and three times, and then 
again. Enclosed please find money 
order for one dollar.”
No person shall ever be without Cona- 

ble’s Path-Finder, if it is desired, whether 
there is any money coming or not. The 
pay will come from some source. If not 
from one it will come from another, or it 
will be the editor’s contribution to the 
great cause of uplifting the race.

Whoever needs Conable’s Path-Finder 
can have it for the asking. If there is no 
money with which to pay for it, it will 
be all the same. All we ask is that those 
who have it and can afford to pay, do so.

SHORT PATHS
— A friend desires that I give a defini

tion of the word “doctor,” as applied to 
M. D .’s. This is simple. An M. D. is 
one whose principal business is to sign 
death certificates.

— W e had several invitations to eat 
turkey on T hanksgiving day. This was 
exceedingly kind of friends. But I 
would not impose m y presence on anv 
family in a com m unity where turkeys 
are 40 cents a pound, and this includes 
the feet and the chin whiskers of all the 
ancient gobblers.

— A m ong the callers recently at Path- 
F inder home was M rs. John  F. Morgan, 
of Chicago. M rs. M organ  comes to Cal
ifornia to  spend the w inter, and if she 
likes the country  as well as does the 
editor o f th is m agazine, she will stay here 
perm anently. M r. M organ  is expected 
to follow in the n ear fu ture. P. S.— 
John  F . is already here.

—I spent Thanksgiving at the charm
ing home of Judge and Mrs. Charles 0 . 
Morgan, in 30th Place. A delicious un
cooked luncheon of fruits, nuts, etc., in 
the company of other invited friends, a 
delightful musical program in the even
ing, in which several of the guests par
ticipated, made the editor’s Thanksgiv
ing outing one long to be remembered.

—The next issue of this magazine 
will begin the fourth volume. We arc 
psychic enough to see that the year 1905 
will bring greater advancement along 
all our lines of work than there has been 
during the entire three years merged into 
the past. We are growing constantly 
stronger, and are better equipped in every 
way to interest every person who is seek
ing a higher state of growth.

—One day recently, while I was out 
•for a few hours, some one left a 20-pound 
box of raisins on my door step. No card 
was attached, so I have no absolue means 
of knowing whence the box came. How
ever, I suspect it came from mv friend, 
J. Newton Ross. Anyway, they are most 
delicious, and I am enjoying them at 
every luncheon. I am looking for the 
bill, friend Ross. Don’t forget this.

—This is the season of the year when 
the average publication indulges in a 
Christmas narrative, but we have neither 
the space nor the inclination to do this. 
It is all right that Christian civilization
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should set apart a day for recalling to 
our memory the deeds of great and good 
men, but not for the purpose of making 
it a stuffing season for gorging the body 
with foods, especially with foods which 
the Christ warned all his disciples 
against. “Thou shalt not k ill/ ' said the 
Nazarene. How any so-called Christian 
civilization can celebrate the birthday of 
the Christ on a stomach filled with an
imal food, passeth all comprehension. Let 
us all celebrate Christmas-tide, but not 
with stains of blood upon our hands.

—Our old friend, Alzamon Ira Lucus, 
of Denver, Colorado, the noted lecturer 
along higher lines of growth, dropped 
in to see us recently. Mr. Lucus was 
born in Santa Barbara and remained 
there up to sixteen years ago. This is 
his first visit during that time to his old 
home, and the local papers of Santa Bar
bara have been saying all kinds of nice 
things about him. Mr. Lucas attended 
the New Thought National Convention 
at St. Louis. A fter a couple of months 
of recreation in Southern California, he 
will make a two years’ lecturing tour of 
the United States. No one can hear this 
gifted and earnest speaker without rec

ognizing the fact that he is just overflow
ing with truths that must eventually find 
lodgment in the minds of every thinking 
man and woman.

—I bought a cord of wood the oth.-r 
day. The sticks are about eight inches 
long, and some of them a little larger 
than your forearm. I paid $10.00 for 
the cord. I was told that no fires were 
needed here in California any part of the 
year, but this is a mistake. One needs 
a fire here almost every night and morn
ing for fully six months of every year. 
There is a chilliness in the atmosphere 
here at times that goes through a person 
quicker than a Minnesota blizzard. Still, 
it is an improvement on Arkansas in this 
respect: I burned thirty-five cords of big 
cord wood in my home last winter. This 
would cost me here three hundred and 
fifty dollars. Down there it cost me a 
dollar and a half a cord, all ready for 
the stove. But there is one redeeming 
feature about this wood. It is spruce 
direct from the mountain slopes, and 
when burning sends out a most delirious 
odor. I suspect it is this odor that they 
charge for, same as they sell you climate 
here when you think you are buying land.

The Turkey's Thanksgiving
BY MAUD JOHXSON.

A n d  now is here the season o f the year 
W hen all the world is praying,

Returning thanks— most humble thanks—  
A nd to the Lord is saying:

“ W e  thank Thee, Lord, for our table board, 
F or turkey and pie and dressing;

W e  thank Thee for this with heartfelt bliss, 
And now do we crave Thy blessing.”

M y  heart would ache, my nerves would quake, 
M y whole being be filled with fear;

B u t friends I know who’ll give us a show.
F or all life to them is dear.

A n d  they know that to eat without using meat 
W ill lift their souls on high;

A n d  so I await with calmness my fate.
For I see that help draweth nigh.

A n d  now on this day I  sincerely pray, 
“ Blessed may all Vegetarians be.

A n d God bless the man who stands in the van, 
M y good friend. E. W . C .”



Dead yesterdays
( T H E  A U T O B I O G R A P H Y  O F  A  SOLDIER OF FORTU NE) 

By E k r a n t e

CHAPTER XIII. >
"T h a t  which ye sow ye reap. See yonder 

fields!
The sesamum was sesamum; the com
Was com. The Silence and the Darkness 

k n e w !
So is a man's fate bom.”

— The Light o f Asia.

“TIC-TAC, tic-tac, tic-tac.” It was a 
clock, I felt certain. I was also positive 
it was not my mothei’s great brass-bound 
hall clock that looked like a wardrobe, 
for that old time piece had a different 
voice. It went “cluck-duck, cluck-cluck” 
and never hurried.

“Boom, boom, boomety-boom.” Con
found that fly! If he would only let my 
nose alone I could sleep. “Boom-boom! 
r-r-r-r—crash! bang!” What are they 
shooting off fireworks for ? Curse them! 
Why don’t they quit poking me in the 
stomach and let me sleep? Oh! how my 
bones and head ache! Hello, here! 
What’s all this about? What’s the mat
ter?

“Not a thing, my boy; not a thing,” 
cheerily answered the young doctor at 
my bedside with his assistants, and 
sponge and scissors in hand.” Half a 
dozen stitches and you will be ready for 
duty. Only loss of blood and a bad fall.
No bones broken. You will be sound as 
a dollar in ten days. Patience now, while 
I stitch you up,” and deftly he cut away 
the hair from a scalp wound, drew the 
gap together with a few stitches of wire 
and court-plaster; a few more stitches 
on the under wrist three inches above the 
right hand, a stitch or two on back of 
same hand, court-plaster on left elbow 
and bandages, and he washed his hands, 
exclaiming, “Finished.”

“Doctor, I feel sore all over. Are there 
any bullets concealed about my physical 
economy ?”

“Not a bullet, my boy; only one grazed 
your left elbow. That and the scalp 
wound cause the numbness of the left 
side. No, no! You are all right. You 
are black and blue all over and your leg 
is swelling badly, but that’s from vour 
horse falling on you. You will be out 
in a week.”

“And my horse?”

“Killed under you at the bridge. 
Mighty close shave. Don’t you remem
ber it?”

“No. And my sword ?”
“That will turn up : but you might as 

well order a new uniform. This is done 
for.” and he held up mv blood-soaked 
war togs for the admiration of the as
sistants.

The next day, assisted by crutches, mv 
gambler friend and his wife, I changed 
my quarters to the popular Emporium ol 
Chance, where Kopetzkv was already in
stalled, practicing polyglot profanity, 
with a big navy revolver under his pil
low to keep the medicos from chopping 
off his leg above the knee, and I was 
soon in my civilian attire and my unifonn 
in the hands of the tailor.

How had the battle gone? It was a 
complete triumph for the Empire. The 
enemy was cut to pieces, and had our 
victory been energetically followed up, 
as Salm-Salm, Meja and others ad
vised, the North would have been then 
and there pacified (ujntil Billy Seward 
got another move on him), but other 
opinions prevailed in the councils of the 
high, and practical results were nil.

At the bridge, after I left with Salm- 
Salm’s message in search of Mejia, the 
assault continued with ever increasing 
fierceness, and at mid-day it was evident 
the enemy had decided to force our lines 
at that point, at all hazards, for he as
sembled in force at and about the chapel 
of the hill, planting a couple of rifled 
Parrotts to rake the bridge and street, 
but Salm-Salm, reinforced by a regi
ment each of cavalry and native infantry, 
ordered a bayonet charge, leading it in 
person, and, capturing the guns, turned 
them on the fleeing foe.

That was our chance to drive them 
off the earth, but Colonel Lopez, com
manding the cavalry, refused to com
plete the victory with a charge, and 
should have been shot on the spot, in
stead of being decorated as he was two 
days before the surrender.

Wherever the fight was thickest, the 
name of Maximilian was cheered to the
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ho for it was known along the line 
VT’jJ  through the sulphurous day he 
was under fire at the Plaza of the Cross, 
or wherever the shells fell thickest, or
dering or consoling with the coolness of 
a veteran, and that the staff had several 
times seriously contemplated forcing him, 
bodily, to a place of safety, as many citi
zens had been killed on the streets, and 
in the evening when he rode along the 
lines, surrounded by his staff, his eyes 
alight with the joys of triumph, the 
troops went mad with enthusiasm. His 
timely presence at our center turned the 
tide of battle in our favor at that point 
and gave the stroke of grace to the day’s 
successes. Escobeda, pulverized by Me
jia’s cavalry on the south, and beaten 
time and again at the fords and bridge 
by the terrible fire; Salm-Salm concen
trated his force in mass at the cemetary 
and rushed our defenses just as the Em
peror appeared upon the scene of action. 
No order was given either regiment of 
defenders. Instantly, as if by common 
accord, the troops fixed bayonets, and, 
springing out of the trenches, met the 
stormers with cold steel and drove them 
like panic-stricken sheep. It was the 
closing performance, and we had all day 
long been superlatively triumphant.

For ten days the strengthening of our 
defenses was continued with feverish 
anxiety, only occasional bombardments 
and skirmishes interrupting the steady 
work; and, although I was anxious and 
perfectly able to return to duty, the hos
pital administration kept me in its grip, 
and I enjoyed myself wandering from 
position to position, or following the 
Cazadores, who were always on the 
jump, reinforcing menaced defenses, and 
I learned that I had become quite a large 
hero.

On the second day after the battle a 
dapper young native aide presented him
self at my quarters and, saluting as if 
in the presence of a field marshal, in
formed me, with General Mejia’s com
pliments, that my presence at that lively 
chief’s office was desired as soon as 1 
was able to be about, and, curious to 
learn the cause of so unusual a summons, 
I accompanied him at once, being intro
duced into a crowded room where that 
past master of horsemanship sat at a 
table busily signing papers as they were 
presented him.

On seeing me enter with his aide, he 
hastily arose, pushing aside a pile of doc

uments, and advanced with outstretched 
hands, exclaiming, “Gla, Lieutenant! 
On crutches, eh! I am sorry I disturbed 
you. I meant you to come at 
your pleasure. You are very pale. 
Rough work this, eh, my boy? I saw 
your brave deportment during the charge 
and fully informed His Majesty about 
you. You shall see him. You shall be 
promoted, never fear. You are a true 
soldier and only lack instruction to be
come a great lancer.

“But, General,” I hastily interrupted, 
my ears hot with his effusive praises in 
the presence of so many curious strang
ers, "it was not L It was my horse 
made the charge. He became ungovern
able and carried me with you against 
mv will.”

“Ho! ha! That’s too good,” he an
swered. pulling himself up and pulling 
down the under eyelid of his right eye 
with his index finger. “This eye saw 
it all. Your horse, eh! Well, I declare! 
There's an example for you, gentlemen," 
he continued, turning to the group of 
voung officers about him. “There’s the 
making of a soldier after my own heart.
He fights like the devil and is too modest 
to own to it. He gives his honors to 
his horse! You expect a promotion on 
the opposite side of every ditch you 
j u m p a n d  again addressing me, con
tinued: “Salm-Salm shall give you to
me when you are well. I will teach you 
the lance. I will teach you the sabre. 
Oh, Tomasito Mejia was once young like 
vourself, and good looking,” he added 
with a horrible grin, his parchment fea
tures working into contortions with the 
effort, “and he can teach you young 
bloods a lot of things about war.”

“But my horse. General,” I interrupted 
again, now thoroughly ashamed of what 
I knew  to be undeserved honor. “My 
horse—”

“Yes, yes; I know all about it. He 
was killed at the bridge. Tomasito 
didn't give you a fair chance at the 
‘Chinacos,’ so you charge again with 
Salm-Salm and his Cazadores. He told 
me all about it. You shall have another 
horse. You shall have the pick of the 
‘remount.’ I will choose one for you. 
You are a splendid rider, but Tomasito 
Mejia can teach you a thing or two yet, 
and will as soon as we have finished Es
cobeda. Look!” he exclaimed, bringing 
a big lance from a comer of the room 
and pointing to a notch on the pole.
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"The sabre that did that slashed your 
head at the same stroke. That stick of 
‘MaquihV saved your life, Lieutenant," 
and so he went on with increasing enthu
siasm until he bowed me out, happy and 
proud, telling me to call at any time and 
enjoy myself until fit for duty.

When I told the story to O’Reilly, 
that worthy philosophically summed up: 
"It's the way av the worreld, Liftenint. 
Manny’s the middle shining on the brist 
av the officers at the convint beyant that 
belongs be right on the brist av some 
poor divvil that’s schlapin under the sod, 
and as it’s only an ould divvil av a Mex
ican horse, an’ him dead—bad luck to 
him, he narely tore the coat off me back 
—that ye’ve chated out av honors, yez 
may rist aisy in yer mind; for there’s 
wan varchoo in yer sthory, Liftenint— 
the more ye tell it, the less they will be- 
lave yez; so keep at it and it’s a joolc 
they’ll be aftlier makin’ yez. Shure, 
didn't I see yez go down mesilf wid me 
own two eyes, and it’s kilt entirely 1 
thot ye wes.”

I could see that even he didn’t believe 
me, and when Kopetsky angrily told me 
I was making an ass of myself by telling 
such nonsense, I gave it up and took 
what credit came to me without protest; 
but inside I felt as if I were robbing 
someone unable to defend himself, and 
the ghost of that “old Mexican plug” 
would loom up every time the subject 
of mv mad charge was broached.

On the 16th the Liberals were reor
ganized and in line, again opening with 
their batteries bursting shell all over the 
city and completely closing business; and 
as Escobeda was continually receiving re
inforcements, our ammunition and food 
ever growing scarcer (we were then 
chopping the iron window balconies and 
park railings into slugs for canister, had 
nearly finished our lead, and run most ot 
Queretaro’s church bells into shot), it 
was decided to send Marquez to Mexico 
for reinforcements and supplies, and on 
the night of the 23rd he got away safely 
with our two best cavalry regiments, 
weakening our already weakened garri
son to the tune of fifteen hundred men, 
promising to be back, with or without 
supplies, bv the 10th of May, or sooner, 
but—ambitious traitor that he was—he 
never returned, and shortly after his de
parture it became current that we were 
less than nine thuosand men facing an 
enemy of fifty thousand and a hundred

pieces of artillery; but even this dispro- 
portioned state of affairs failed to disturb 
the equanimity of the veterans, and they 
laughed at the idea of our being unable 
to break through our besiegers wherever 
and whenever we saw fit.

The morning after the departure of 
Marquez, our signal corps reported the 
enemy moving in . force on our left flank, 
shortly reporting the movement general, 
and the familiar sight of the four-gun 
battery of the Cazadores dashing through 
the streets at a gallop toward the south 
indicated the direction in which the 
heaviest fighting was expected, for it 
was Salm-Salm to the rescue, here, there 
and everywhere. He was Escobado’s 
nightmare and the omnipresent guardian 
angel of every menaced position of our 
line. It was reported that the com
mander of the Liberals had exclaimed in 
a fit of anger at a repulse: “D—n that
General Salm-Salm 1 How many infer
nal Cazadores has he in his command? 
Is there no point of the city we can 
strike without running into that mutton- 
headed German and his infernal French 
murderers ?”

Shortly after 10 o’clock the batteries 
on the southern hills opened fiercely, and 
under a protecting storm of shell the 
enemy’s columns, that had been mov
ing from the road to the capital toward 
our left center, about faced and started 
on the run for us, evidently intending 
to strike us between the Alameda and 
the cemetery, but Salm-Salm was on 
hand as usual, and swung his infantry 
into the open to meet their charge; and 
as the artillery, with canister at close 
range, cut swaths through their mass, 
flung a deadly sheet of musketry flame 
in their ‘faces that sent them reeling back 
on top of each other—a disorganized 
mob that was instantly struck by a 
thundering charge of our terrible Mexi
can horse under Colonel Gonzalez, 
sweeping the field like a blizzard and 
driving everything before them to the 
hills.

Desultory charges of little importance 
continued spasmodically until 2 p. m., 
when again the enemy’s columns began 
descending toward our trenches, with 
the evident intention of carrying them 
by storm at or about the stone house, 
but the omnipresent Salm-Salm was 
again on hand to' give them the bay
onet and sabre, when they were stag
gering under a withering artillery cross-
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fire from three different positions. This, 
though not the heaviest as regards num
bers, was probably the fiercest of the 
enemy’s many assaults during the siege, 
fifteen of his officers, among them a Colo
nel, being found dead within ten paces 
of our breastworks. Two thousand were 
killed during the day, fifteen hundred 
of which fell fighting for a Republic.

The Emperor, after this battle, while 
the opposing artillery was still thunder
ing, rode along the line complimenting 
officers and men for their gallantry, and 
among those most highly complimented 
on that occasion by His Majesty, in the 
presence of the troops and general staff, 
was his confidential favorite; the infa
mous Colonel Lopez (who, if there has 
been no serious disarrangement of the 
itinerary, must long since have become 
a denizen of the bottomless pit), that 
two days after His Majesty had pinned 
a cross of honor on his breast for bravery, 
sold the cause and its defenders to Esco- 
beda for a hat-full of adobe dollars.

Sometimes I think that if there is no 
hell, somebody ought to rig up one, with 
all modern improvements, for such 
scoundrels as Lopez.

On the 1st of April, before dawn, 
Salm-Salm, with the Cazadores sup
ported by two native regiments, carried 
the little chapel of San Pablo, cap
turing the enemy’s batteries, but, as 
■usual, the high and mighty failed to re
inforce him, and overwhelmed by masses 
of the enemy hurled against him, he was 
forced to cut his way through San Luis 
to the bridge, abandoning all but two of 
the captured guns, and the tedious siege 
went on with mutual exchange of shells 
and occasional sallies lead by Salm-Salm 
and his Cazadores, who, on the night of 
the 18th, after an unsuccessful attempt 
to cut his way out in search of the 
traitor Marquez, was hurled back into 
the city cut to pieces.

On the 27th we had another pitched 
battle in the open, the Imperialists being 
the aggressors, that continued from day
light, with victory perching on our ban
ners from start to finish at sunset, cap
turing twenty guns, six stands of colors, 
arms and ammunition galore, and a thou
sand prisoners, many of the panic-strick
en enemy fleeing to re-form four leagues 
away; but instead of their going out, as 
we could and should have done, leaving 
starving Quertaro to its fate, we returned 
to our positions, and the badly rattled

and scattered republicans gradually re
turned to theirs.

Only once during the day did we suf
fer a reverse. Late in the afternoon we 
attempted to carry the range of hills 
to the south, supposing them weakly de
fended, but we were met by overwhelm
ing numbers of fresh troops, and after 
a crushing defeat were driven to our 
trenches, where we sank back into our 
dogged defense after, a series of tri
umphs that, had they been properly 
pushed, would have given us complete 
liberty of action.

No sign of Marquez on the 10th, and 
it became generally noised about that the 
decision to abandon the defense had final
ly been taken, and that we would make 
the attempt at the moment least expected, 
nobody seeming to know in what direc
tion, nor caring, for that matter, for any 
move was better than being cooped up 
and was hailed with delight.

On the night of the 14th everything 
and everybody was ready for the road, 
fully supplied with ammunition, horses 
saddled and foddered as well as possi
ble in a city where the inhabitants were 
starving, and where a month previous 
troops and animals had been put on half 
rations or less; but Mejia, who had kept 
his promise and furnished me a splendid 
mount, demanded forty-eight hours’ 
grace to get the artillery in readiness for 
the road, and at midnight we were or
dered to unsaddle and turn in.

At the Emporium of Chance, Kopetz- 
ky, now out of danger, but unable to 
move, had become reconciled to the in
evitable of being left behind, charged me 
with letters to his friends, and as I left 
him to go to mv room, told me good- 
bve, as he believed we might be ordered 
to march at any moment, and my gam
bler friend reassuring me that he had 
sufficient important friends in the liberal 
camp to assure my friend’s safety, I 
threw myself fully dressed on my cot and 
was soon in the land of dreams.

How long I had been asleep I do not 
know, when I was roughly shaken by 
the proprietor of the establishment, who 
in an excited voice said, “Up, O’Neill! 
The enemy have broken through the lines 
and are swarming into the city. Go to 
your duty like a soldier! Quick, boy; 
allow no man to doubt your valor,” and 
he shoved me, dazed, into the street and 
into the arms of Corporal O’Reilly.

“Howly mother av Moses, Liftinint,

*3
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it's jist in time yez are. It’s to wake ye 
I've kim. Run fer yer life, bye; it’s sould 
out intirely vve are, be the powers! Run, 
lad ; run fer yer life 1 To the Campana! 
To the Campana.”

Myriads of stars swung glistening in 
a cloudless sky above. Dispersed shots 
rang out behind us and down the streets 
to our left and right. Mounted officers, 
unrecognizable in the darkness, galloped 
hither and thither shouting, “Soldiers 
of the Empire to the Campana!” and 
“Long live the Emperor!” to be answered 
bv distant shouts of “Down with Max
imilian 1” “Death to the foreigners!” 
and with trailing arms white lines of 
loping republicans crossed our line of 
march, once firing on our party, that had 
grown to a dozen.

At the “Cerro de las Campanas” we 
found His Majesty, Salm-Salm, Mejia, 
a dozen other corps commanders, the 
staff and the majority of the Cazadores. 
O’Reilly had left them to awaken me, 
and a few detachments of Mexican 
troops that remained faithful to the last. 
Miramon, the indefatigable hero who 
never flinched in his faith in our ultimate 
triumph, was still in the city, trying to 
organize his rattled forces into a fighting 
unit, and it was rumored that he had 
been killed.

As pink day, beautiful and bright, 
peeped over the hills at our forlorn hope, 
the batteries opened on us with infernal 
ifury, and the combat became general at 
once, small groups of stragglers coming 
to our aid at every opportunity; but 
suddenly the bells of the Convent of the 
Cross rang out merrily, answered by the 
triumphant "dianas” of the hundreds of 
bugles about us, and we knew that posi
tion had fallen.

Immediately great masses of cavalry 
deployed on the plain to the west; end
less rivers of mud-colored humanity 
started down the hills, and from out be
tween them, toward us, and we knew the 
assault was at hand, and at this moment 
Maximili.in on the crest of the hill above 
us, seeing his troops deserting to the 
enemy in squads, turned to those sud- 
rounding him and said: “Fellow sol
diers, all is lost. I thank you all. Raise 
the white flag.”

The surrender was received by Col
onel Echegaray, hat in hand, who took 
him to Escobeda, to whom he delivered 
his sword, and by whom he was made a

prisoner of war with Miramon, Meja, 
Salm-Salm and others in the Convent ot 
the Cross, where twenty-four hours 
previously he had commanded as Em
peror.

Myself and about fifty brother officers 
who had been culled from the rank and 
file by the liberals, had stood for nearly 
two hours between two lines of dirty, 
fierce-looking cavalrymen who seemed 
impatient at the delay, and had just 
started for the plain to the west when 
my gambler friend, forcing his way be
tween the horses, shouted to the officer 
in command, who answered, “All right,’' 
and dragged me out of the bunch that 
was never again heard from.

As we started toward the city he 
shoved an official document into my 
hand, saying, “Guard that as you would 
your life.” It read : “Headquarters,
Northern Division of Liberating Army, 
Celaya, May ist, 1867.—To the civil and 
military authorities of Oueretaro: The 
bearer, Lieutenant O ’Neill, of the Im
perial forces, is"at liberty to come and 
go at will, and you are charged not to 
molest him in any manner whatsoever, 
Escobedo.” At our quarters Kopetzky, 
grinding Hungarian oaths through his 
clenched teeth in impotent rage, showed 
me a similar document of equal date 
that had been issued in his favor.

Little remains to be told. The farce 
of a trial was gone through with at the 
Iturbide Theater, the . accused being de
fended by four of Mexico’s most promi
nent lawyers, who made superhuman ef
forts in their behalf. Queen Victoria, 
the government of the United States 
(with the exception of Seward, who 
could have saved the Emperor by a sin
gle word to Juarez), the diplomatic 
corps, and last, but by no means least, 
beautiful Princess Salm-Salm, interceded 
in their behalf, but Maximilian, Mira
mon and Mejia were condemned to be 
shot on the 16th, a reprieve of three 
days being granted at the last moment.

On the morning of the 19th three car
riages, guarded right and left by files of 
soldiers, slowly forced their way through 
the throng gathered between the city and 
the “Cerro de las Campanas,” the first 
bearing the Emperor and a priest, the 
others with Miramon and Mejia as pas
sengers.

Maximilian sprang lightly from his 
carriage, followed by the priest, and 
shook hands with his Hungarian body
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servant, Tudos, the  only person he 
seemed to recognize in  the throng, and 
walked rapidly, followed by Miramon 
and Mejia tow ard  an  adobe wall that 
had been erected to  stop the flight of the 
firing squad’s bullets, where he unsuc
cessfully tried to  fo rce  the faithful M ir
amon into the central position of honor. 
A squad of seven soldiers sw ung into 
line, facing them , lines of soldiers form 
ing an open square facing the hill.

Maximilian stepped tow ard the firing 
party, handed each soldier a coin as he 
shook his hand, requesting  him to aim 
at his heart, and then returning to his 
position between M iram on and Mejia, 
in a clear, steady voice vindicated his 
presence in M exico as Emperor, and 
with the best w ishes fo r the peace and 
prosperity of his adopted country, ended 
saying: “And if in the future it be
comes necessary th a t Mexican blood 
must be shed for the welfare of Mexico, 
may it never again be shed through 
treason.”

The soldiers raised their rifles to aim ;

the officer’s sword flashed in the sun
light ; there was a crash, and through it 
rang loudly from the throats of Mejia 
and Miramon a defiant “Viva el Emper- 
ad o r!”

The shadowy hosts of heroes gone be
fore them could not have done less than 
“present arms,’’ as these three great and 
brave men strode by them to report at 
the diaphanous headquarters of the Be
yond.

Far away at Washington a great “war 
secretary” was grinding out “It’s neces
sary, it’s necessary,” between his clench
ed teeth, while waiting with pallid fea
tures for the click of the instrument that 
was to carry him the echo of that vol
ley, and through the latticed windows of 
the Castle of Miramar a heart-broken, 
mad, young Empress, surounded by her 
weeping attendants, watched the golden 
sunlight dance from wave to wave on the 
beautiful blue Mediterranean, mechani
cally repeating, “ Non possim us; non Pos- 
s im u s!  non p o ssim u s!’’ The Emperor 
was dead.

T o  Cure Disease bv Suggestion
( B y  D. H . S n o k e , M . D.)

(The following paper was read by Dr. 
D. H. Snoke, of Indianapolis, Ind., at 
the recent annual m eeting of the State 
Medical Society. I t  is so full of splen
did things that the editor requested the 
author to send it to  him as copy for one 
of his. regular contributions to these 
columns. W e would tha t a copy of this 
magazine could find its way into the of
fices of 10,000 doctors, to be read and 
re-read again and again.—Ed.)

T O H IM  who is in the habit of ob
serving phenomena, there is ever 

something beyond or behind the manifes
tation which appeals to  him to investi
gate, and, if possible, ascertain its cause. 
The seeming intangibility of mental pro
cesses, the apparent impalpability of 
psychic m anifestations have been a bar to 
investigation by practicians in general 
of the causes operative in healing through 
the agency of subjective forces.

As a profession physicians, ever since 
the practice began, have confined them
selves mainly to objective means in their

endeavors to heal the sick and that they 
have believed in it the multiplied prod
ucts of the chemical and pharmacal lab
oratories of the world will bear witness.

The long line of agents in the materia 
medica of the various schools of practice 
is ample evidence that doctors have not 
been an idle set in the pursuit of their 
profession, but rather that they have la
boriously sought and assiduously class
ified these evidences of effort at the amel
ioration of the ills of the race.

Nor have their labors in the objective 
realm ended here. They have, with un
remitting care, dissected the physical 
structure of man. and with equal pre
cision, named and classified its material 
parts. They have given objective anal
yses of physiological processes, and the 
lay world stands aghast at the wonders 
of digestion, circulation, elimination and 
assimilation which these researches re
veal.

They have formulated codes of practice 
in the use of foods, in the exercise of the
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muscles, in the breathing of the air and 
the use of water and earth, for the safe 
sustenance of health and the prevention 
of disease.

They have invented devices for the re
lief of malformations and structural 
lesions, and have harnessed electrical 
forces to mechanical apparatus in their 
efforts at minimizing the physical woes 
of their fellow men.

What they have not done in a material 
way to advance the cause of health would 
be difficult to enumerate. What they 
have done thus merits the approbation, 
the respect and love of all mankind be
cause it was done in a spirit of altruism 
which symbolizes the love which stands 
for the universal brotherhood of the 
race.

But there is another side to consider 
in the practice of the healing art, both 
as to the cause and manifestation of ef
fect in disease, and of other than mater
ial methods for healing or curing the 
same.

I wish to premise here that as a causa
tive factor in producing conditions, 
whether of physiological normal func
tioning, or of pathological states adverse 
to this, the mind exerts more power than 
does any other element within man or in 
his environment.

Facts, statistics and data are not wholly 
wanting in these particulars, and while 
our brethren of material methods have 
been busy turning their microscopes upon 
microbes and bacilli essential to a state 
of health, with intent to fasten upon them 
the causes of physical disaster, our men
tal scientists have been proving the power 
of mind to mar and mend the corporeal 
structure.

There has always been a continuous 
effort upon the part of physiologists to 
surprise Nature in her work of trans
mutation within the human laboratory.

They have lifted veil after veil, they 
have pierced their way to secret recesses 
where seemingly the finger of an infinite 
power traced its designs upon trestle 
boards of human souls; but in the last 
analysis Nature jealously covered her 
constructive process within the infinitesi
mal yet sacred precincts of the cell, leav
ing man to sigh without, until such time 
as he shall recognize the value and power 
of thought, the radiant and most puissant 
messenger of the soul.

This line of demarcation between the 
visible and invisible, between the object

ive and subjective in man, is clearly de
fined, yet not always susceptible of being 
crossed; but even this is attainable to an 
extent by those who care to proceed upon 
methods conducive to right conditions 
therein.

There are certain phenomena attendant 
upon these processes which appeal to the 
earnest investigator, and which are sig
nificant of that side of being so pregnant 
with power in the manifestation and per
petuation of vital operations.

We need to study the stupendous les
son of self, and, by observation of the 
workings of mind in our own individual 
cases, approximate conditions in those 
with whom we have to do in a profes
sional sense.

It is true that this study is still in its 
infancy, but it is a healthy child and the 
possibilities attendant upon its right cul
tivation border upon the marvelous and 
the miraculous.

But let us take a brief survey of sub
jective processes within ourselves and 
make this an incipient step in the direc
tion of further acquaintance with so vital 
a matter.

Our food is digested, our blood circu
lates, our respirations continue, our pores 
excrete, and our capillaries, those mystic 
gateways between the light and shadow 
of us, contract and relax, and sensation 
and motion all proceed without aid from 
our objective consciousness, and yet these 
functions are intelligently supervised 
every minute of every hour and day.

Seated upon the throne of the solar 
(why not soular?) plexis is that invisible 
yet potent factor, at whose beck and call 
respond the forces which are forever 
building, destroying and rebuilding the 
temples wherein we dwell; and he who 
forms the acquaintance of this mighty 
potentate grasps the lever of a force 
whose capacity for execution, whose 
power for healing, is as great as it is un
guessed.

This it is which in the capacity of re
cording angel inscribes all over our bodies 
the moods which have obtained in our 
hearts all the days of our lives, and ac
cording to the inspired pen of a profes
sional friend in the sunny South I in
scribe here one of the most telling para
graphs which ever flowed from mortal 
pen.

It is as follows:
“When the central power is at par the 

invasion is powerless. How long will it
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be ere vve realize that the central power, 
whose organ is the solar plexus, is the 
beginning of life, the architect and 
builder of every tissue, line and feature; 
that the heart and brain and vital organs 
are its work, as well as every cell in the 
body? That it is in fact the dwelling 
place of the soul? That it bears the 
same relation to the community of cells 
that the king bears to his nation? No 
one will dispute its importance, neither 
will any deny the heathen abuse it has 
received from its prime minister, the 
brain, and its treasurer, the stomach, and 
its devil, the spermatic plexus. Clad in 
the fashion without regard to comfort, 
crushed by corsets, poisoned and intoxi
cated by narcotics, driven like a jaded 
horse by stimulants and lust, what is 
par? Wake up to see that the measu'e 
of life and stability enjoyed by the sym
pathetic center is the measure of strength 
and personality and power of the man.” 

In that man is thus a mentally con
structed being, it necessarily follows that 
he is a being of intelligence, and even 
materialistic research has proved that this 
intelligence is manifested by so small a 
portion of the corporal structure as is ex
pressed by the individual cell. It is well 
known that the cell accepts or rejects 
pabulum in so far as it harmonizes with, 
or is inimical to. vital processes.

And why, indeed, should this not be 
so, when every atom of food wTe eat, 
every molecule of air we inhale, every 
drop of water we drink, bears upon each 
of them the scrutiny of that eye within 
which never sleeps, and go to their places 
in the physical structure, stamped with 
an inerrant precision by an intelligence 
second only to that which fashioned the 
greater universe.

A little thought upon this point will 
enable us to see why the several parts of 
the body which are subject to our volition 
respond to the demands made upon them 
by our wills, and why they do not ans
wer to such call when in the condition of 
pseudo death caused by paralysis.

While there is undeniably a great value 
attached to suggestion—a power never 
to be overlooked by the physician, there 
is as certainly a difference between the 
intelligent application of the principle 
and its unstudied use as there is between 
the automatic operator of an elecrnc en
gine and the practical engineer who in
vented and intelligently supervised its 
construction.

There are facts and principles em
bodied in the science of suggestion which 
impinge closely upon the very essence of 
being and which are well calculated to 
arouse interest in metaphysical study and 
investigation.

The idea of duality which obtains from 
a materialistic conception of the vital 
forces, under the light of metaphysical 
inspection, loses this aspect of separate
ness, and we have instead a bi-unity out 
of which arises a thought of power im
possible to the former.

It is the union of the objective and 
subjective faculties which renders men
tal processes effective in any operation, 
be it the pursuit of business in a commer
cial sense, the exercise of the inventive 
powers, or the arrangement of a musical 
composition.

It is harmony between the objective 
and subjective functioning of the in
dividual which constitutes a truly normal 
condition of health, and the utter futility 
of producing such a condition by means 
of medicines and mechanical appliances 
alone is at once apparent to the intelli
gent observer.

As it is somewhat apropos, I cannot 
forbear remarking in passing that the 
surgical interference with, or the removal 
of essential parts of the organism, is a 
violation of this law of harmony, a dis
turbance of the rhythm that forever flows 
from the heart of bring.

Man is operative from two sides of his 
being, and it is by virtue of this condi
tion that he stands at the head of creation, 
a bi-une concept and product of that in
finite principle which men call God, and 
which must, to be consistent, be also bi- 
une—the true bi-sexual head of creation, 
the Father-Mother God of the universe.

We have the five senses—sight, hear
ing, touch, taste and smell—which relate 
to our objective environment And the 
functioning of these as to preception in 
number, form, color, odor, sapidity, har
mony. discord, roughness, smoothness, 
weight, etc., constitute the operations of 
the objective mind and culminate in what 
we term reason, and are. in the main, 
purely voluntary upon the part of the in
dividual, or may be rendered so by cul
tivation.

He who lives exclusively upon tins 
plane is materialistic in the extreme, 
gross and sensual in his nature, and cruel 
and vindictive when aroused or disturbed, 
and quite unbalanced thereby.
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Corresponding' to the objective senses 
which may be termed active or positive, 
we have those which may be termed pas
sive, subjective or receptive, the latter 
term being perhaps most expressive, and 
in these lie the emotions—those psychic 
manifestations which render the human 
unique as the highest manifest order of 
creation.

It is this apparently passive side of be
ing, that results seem to obtain from sug
gestion, and it is also, perhaps, the rea
son that so little is generally known con
cerning its therapeutic value. Suffice it 
to say here that it is effective in a large 
percentage of cases where it is intelli
gently used.

How does suggestion act? In what 
way is it effective in producing curative 
results ? And a hundred more whys and 
wherefores spring up as one contem
plates its benefits.

I give one phase of its operation only 
at this juncture.

You wish to rise at 3 o’clock in the 
morning instead of at 6, your accus
tomed hour of rising. You suggest to 
your SELF (note the emphasis on self) 
that the earlier hour is essential, and 
promptly at the time you open your eyes 
—are wide awake, roused by the faithful 
subjective monitor which, duly charged 
therewith, never forgets and always per
forms its duty.

Now, herein is a point worthy of a due- 
consideration. A good time to practice 
suggestion is just before your patient 
goes to sleep, so that he shall carry with 
him into the realms of somnolence that 
which will work to curative ends while 
he sleeps.

While we have excellent agents to act 
upon the various 'parts of the organism, 
their efficacy is often greatly enhanced 
by suggesting to the patient receiving 
them the modus of their action, and this 
is particularly true of those who are not 
readily susceptible to the action of medi
cine.

Sometimes it is judicious to have the 
nurse make suggestions to the patient 
when the latter is sleeping. I had a case 
of typhoid, in which the patient refused 
all medicines except such as were surrep
titiously administered in drinking water.
I told the nurse to say to.the patient after 
she slept, “You will take your medicine 
when you awake,” and to keep on repeat
ing it for a time after each nap, with the

result that the patient took her medicine 
without any trouble.

To return to the matter of value in 
suggestion, I wish to repeat that its thera
peutic worth is beyond computation, since 
it enlists what may be termed the whole 
man as a factor in his cure when he is 
ill, and renders operative functions and 
powers not to be reached by either drugs 
or mechanical appliances alone. As to 
what this power is, is a subject for fur
ther investigation and scientific research.

The needs of expression will, in time, 
find a nomenclature which will approxi
mate its meanings and enable all to arrive 
at more or less accurate understanding 
of its scope, uses and effects.

It would seem that the investigation of 
psychic faculties and forces in man is 
productive of new aspirations in those in
dulging this most fascinating pursuit, 
since it reveals possibilities in the indi
vidual which border upon the marvelous 
and render his hitherto highest ideals the 
actualities of existence.

It furthermore shows that there may 
be much less of discrepancy between an
ticipation and realization once man fully 
realizes what the effect of suggestion is 
upon his faculties, capacities and powers.

Not only is suggestion curative, but it 
may be made available in warding off dis
eased conditions, and, used in the form 
of auto-suggestion, the individual may 
accomplish his own immunity from many 
maladies and effect the healing of other 
ailments already in evidence.

Objective aids are of value in enforc
ing the operation of auto-suggestion. 
Particularly is this true of printed texts 
which revert to a change to better condi
tions, if hung where the eyes may con
tinuously encounter them.

While suggestion is curative, it is also 
destructive if adverse conditions are re
verted to by the suggestor, and no one 
is perhaps better aware of this than the 
unscrupulous doctor who secures fees by 
trading upon the fears of his patients. 
But the physician who takes advantage of 
the confidence of his client by making his 
case appear graver than it actually is, 
whether by look, word or action, is un
worthy of the vocation he pursues and 
merits the contempt of the honorable 
practician and layman as well.

This power so potent in action, so 
marked in its results, challenges the close 
attention of every' thinker; and to him
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who gives it honest scrutiny there can be 
but one result, and that is the awaken
ing to the fact that there are resident in 
man powers which, though unseen to 
material sight and impalpable to objec
tive touch, do yet transcend these in their 
power for good to the race and to the 
individual.

Those who, by patient study and pains
taking research have become even in a 
small degree acquainted with the ener
gies or potencies which exist, though lat
ent, in our interior Deing, have also be
come aware that our ordinary conscious
ness does not embrace the entire man, 
but only a small portion thereof; and that,

hidden beneath the rough exterior of all, 
there lies the gem of a transcendent 
power, which, duly sought and polished, 
will place man where evolution, omnis- 
ciently directed, shall crown him with the 
glory of a due self-completion.

This vivid picture of the force set in 
operation by suggestion will appeal to 
all, and I close this with the suggestion 
to each that you begin to study your
selves; that in the silence of otherwise 
unoccupied moments you delve deep into 
the mines of your own being, and find 
there treasures beside which the con
stantly used and jaded senses of the ob
jective, are as night compared to day.

The Body Beautiful
By N a .x.v e t t e  M agruder Pratt

RATIONAL HYGIENE

HORSEBACK riding is one of the 
most invigorating things in the 

world—consequently, a splendid exer
cise. I cannot think of any muscle that 
is not brought into play, and especially 
if one rides a spirited horse. Every 
child should be taught to ride a horse— 
especially little girls. Boys and men get 
more exercise than girls and women, so 
the latter must be forced into all kinds 
of out-door sports, until they begin to 
take to it naturally, and, in time, learn 
to love every kind of exercise that is go
ing to keep the muscles in fine condition 
—keep them a live , so to speak.

Every girl or woman who rides horse
back should ride astride. That is right, 
from a hygienic standpoint, and, from a 
humane standpoint, it is better for the 
horse.

There are still many people who object 
to seeing a women ride horseback astride. 
They' think it detracts from her womanli
ness. I cannot agree with them. A real 
woman will keep her womanliness in a 
divided skirt, bathing costume, gymnas
ium suit, short walking skirt or ball 
gown. It depends upon the woman.

Riding astride is the best way to ride, 
for it gives the rider a better purchase 
on a horse. I f  the animal shies or starts 
off at a bound, bucks or stumbles, the 
woman astride can keep a firm seat, and 
she can sit so much straighter, and more 
gracefully, too.

I am sure that side-saddle riding is 
not good for a woman, from an anatom
ical standpoint. For a short ride, per
haps, no ill effects would follow, but it 
is trying if one goes any distance at a 
rapid pace. And, if the horse is a bit 
skittish, it is hard to keep one's seat 
in the awkward side position.

The divided skirt is not in itself un
graceful, but it should be made by a 
tailor, or someone who thoroughly under
stands the art. I have seen home-made 
divided skirts which would try the soul 
of a woman accustomed to having things 
made right.

Time and custom will change the prud
ish ideas now held by many. The ath
letic woman will be looked up to as a 
specimen of true womanhood, and what 
she wears to facilitate her out-door ex
ercising will be considered quite the right 
thing.

The cross-saddle mount makes a wo
man independent—she can mount and 
dismount without assistance, and she is 
absolutely independent on mountain 
trails, where a speedy dismount may be 
necessary to save her life.

In selecting a saddle-horse, a woman 
will try to get an animal rather suited to 
her figure. A small woman, or one of 
moderate dimensions, should select a 
medium-sized horse—a large woman 
should ride a large horse.

Many women spend more cm clothes 
and foolish things in a month than would
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cover the cost of a horse and the keeping 
of it for a year.

Walking is a splendid exercise, but it 
is hard to get a good many women to do 
it, and horseback is more attractive in 
many ways. An early morning ride is 
more of a complexion beautifier than all 
the cosmetics in the world.

If you cannot buy a horse, or have no 
place to keep one, rent one for two or 
three hours several times a week. The 
cost will be small compared to what you 
spend for gowns, hats, matinee tickets, 
etc., and one day of perfect health is 
worth more than all the gowns in the 
world. I believe in looking well, but 1 
think it is a heap better to wear plain 
clothes and put the rest of the money in 
taking beautiful care of the body. Think 
of the fearful caricatures of the human 
body hidden under expensive finery— un
developed chests, protruding abdomens, 
prominent hip bones, great layers of 
diseased tissue, scrawny necks and other 
unsightly bumps and hollows.

It is never too late to make a great 
improvement in one’s body. I had a 
pupil who developed wonderful muscles, 
a splendid chest and obtained perfect 
health at sixty-five years of age. Chests 
can be developed easily; hips can be 
.taken off, or put on; prominent abdo
mens can be whisked off in a few weeks 
— a month’s time— limbs can be made 
muscular; necks can be plumped out, or 
double chins removed, but it takes hard 
work, determination, strong will-power, 
small sacrifices, etc. There are gymnas
iums, natatoriums, physical culture 
teachers, books and magazines galore, 
who can change a sickly, ill-formed per
son into a strong, splendidly developed 
specimen of humanity in a few months’ 
time, and it is a person’s duty today to 
begin to develop a beautiful temple for 
the God-given soul to abide in.

Would you put a beautiful jewel in 
an old battered cigar box? No, you 
would want a fitting casket for it— noth
ing could be too beautiful to hold it.

Many women expect results in a few 
days, or at most a few weeks. They have 
been getting out of order for 5, 10, 20, 
30 or 40 years, and then expect a physi
cal culture teacher to put them on a 
beauty platform in a few weeks. That is 
not fair. If you haven’t sense enough 
to go ahead and do a lot of things for 
yourself, have some one instruct you,

but give them time— a year if necessary, 
to get you into shape.

Your whole system must be changed. 
You are full of impurities. You do not 
eat clean food, and your lungs are not 
developed sufficiently to inhale enough 
oxygen to purify the blood which goes 
to them for that purpose. The pores of 
your skin and your bowels do not do 
their work of elimination properly, and 
you stand a good target for disease.

Disease does not attack people with a 
clean, healthy body.

Begin today to exercise. If you can
not afford to ride horseback, walk. Learn 
to breathe deeply, and take up some ex
ercises that will develop your chest. If 
you are so situated that your time is not 
your own, eat a light breakfast, light, 
nourishing luncheon, and one hearty 
meal during the twenty-four hours. 1 
used to think that noon was the best 
time for the heaviest meal, but I have 
changed my mind, and my heaviest meal 
is in the early evening. I am so situated 
that I can have two meals a day— break
fast at 9 130 and dinner at 5 :3c)— and 
that just suits me, 'but I know that that 
is almost impossible in the average house
hold. But, anyway, eat clean food, and 
not too much of it— and exercise and 
bathe and get plenty of sleep in a well 
ventilated room; and, women look after 
your complexions and just see how at
tractive you can make yourselves. Keep 
young! Keep well so as to be a good com
panion for your husband, and a good 
mother to your children. Don’t let your
self g o ; don’t get sloppy at the waist line; 
don’t neglect your hands and feet; don’t 
neglect your hair. Brace up! Take all 
the out-door exercise you can g e t; spend 
as much money as you can on your body. 
Take massage treatments if you can, and 
a cabinet bath occasionally; have your 
nails manicured and your feet pedicured; 
your hair taken care of, and take exer
cises that will make your body conform 
to Nature’s lines as much as possible—  
and if you do this you will be a greater 
power than you know— at home, among 
your friends, in your religious life— any
where where health and good spirits are 
needed— and we all know that health is 
needed everywhere. On the principle 
that an ounce of prevention is better than 
a pound of cure, start in today to build 
up your health, and don’t wait until the 
machinery breaks down. Oil it up and 
clean it today, and repair it, and do not
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leave it until you are satisfied with your 
work.

Hold sweet, helpful thoughts; stay out 
in the sunshine until you are so full of 
it that you have a lot on hand to give 
away. Don’t let any one discourage you. 
Form an ideal and w ork up to it.

And there she stood,
A woman nobly built.
God drew the plan,
And she, by carefu l living,

Filled in the lines.
'T is beauty m ade of health and strength; 
Clean food; clean thoughts;
Much rest—and power 
To shed health thoughts abroad.
The love of self—
The constant striving to improve—
Lofty ideals of perfest womanhood.
It would be strange indeed 
W ith all her care,
To see the lines less perfect,
The face less calm—
For health and peace are hers.

A m an d a ’s Cold Water Cure
( B y  M a u d  J o h n s o n . )

A M A N D A  was a Physical Culture 
crank. T h is accounts for the 

style of house she lived in. T o  live in 
a conventional house, where every effort 
is made to exclude light and air; where 
one is surrounded by a maze of knick- 
knacks and tidies, gave her a feeling of 
suffocation and a longing to be out in 
the free m oving air. Fortunately for 
Amanda, her fam ily had a country home, 
and, though they lived in the conventional 
air-tight house, she found a twenty-acre 
ranch quite agreeable to her gypsy 
nature. However, it soon became un
bearable to even sleep in the house, for 
the room which she occupied had win
dows only to the south, which made it 
impossible for her to get any kind of 
a draught.

Finally, driven to despair, Amanda 
had determined to take matters in her 
own hands, and had used her little in
come to build a house for herself. This 
house consisted o f one large room, about 
eighteen feet square, with windows on 
three sides and a door on the fourth. It 
was neither weather-boarded nor plas
tered, hence the cracks in the walls af
forded considerable ventilation of them
selves. From the center of the ceiling 
hung a pair of rings. A t one side stood 
a reclining table. O n the other, parallel 
bars, while, in the huge closet at the 
south end of the room, were dumb-bells, 
foils, clubs, wands,' tennis rackets,, 
quoits, balls, and many other implements 
which indicated Am anda’s particular 
brand of insanity.

The best part o f Am anda’s den, how
ever, I have not yet described. The win
dow shades, instead of being fastened at 
the top of the windows, were placed at

the lower edge, so that Amanda could 
shade the lower part of the window while 
leaving the upper half open to admit 
light and air. In this way she was 
enabled to take light and air baths while 
enjoying her exercise. At one end of 
the room a rustic stairway was con
structed, which led to the roof, where 
she had fitted up a sun bath enclosure. 
The walls of the house had been extended 
to the height of five feet, while posts 
rose from the four corners to support a 
framework over which an awning could 
be drawn at will. Amanda, however, 
loved the sunshine too much to make fre
quent use of the awning, so it usually lay 
rolled up at one end.

After having slept in this house a week 
or two, Amanda found that even this did 
not satisfy her wild nature, so, upon the 
particular night with which our story is 
concerned, she rolled herself in a huge 
blanket—Indian-fashion—and slept on 
the roof.

Amanda always “went to bed with the 
chickens,” consequently, when she was 
awakened about two in the morning, by 
an unusual noise, she was immediately 
wide awake, with all senses alert. Lis
tening intently, she distinctly heard two 
voices holding a whispered conversation 
just outside her door. Fortunately, be
cause of her intention to sleep on the 
roof, she had closed and locked all the 
windows which, on other nights, were 
allowed to remain wide open. Snail-like 
she crawled out of her big blanket and 
moved slowly and carefully toward that 
end of the roof beneath which the men 
were standing. Raising herself cau
tiously to a standing position, she could 
not only hear every whispered word, but,
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by standing oil a little box which chanced 
to be conveniently near, she could sec the 
two men as well, without any danger of 
being detected herself.

"I wonder if we have made a mistake,” 
said a voice.

"No, I am pretty sure this is the place,” 
answered the other. "I know there is a 
pigeon ranch out this way somewhere, 
and this must be the place. W hat else 
would a fellow build such a house for, 
anyway ?”

“ Well, some people build such roofs 
to dry clothes on,” replied number I.

“ You blockhead,” retorted number 2, 
"w e’re not in New York. Do you sup
pose people with fifty acres to put clothes 
lines up on would hang 'em on a roof?” 

Amanda'noticed that one of the men 
was trying to pick the lock.

"I would be more apt to believe that 
this was a fruit-drying house,” continued 
number 2.

Amanda chuckled. "Their benighted 
minds never could think of the word so
larium,” she soliloquized.

“ Well, anyway, now that we’re here, 
we might as well find out what it is,” 
continued the voice. "The main house 
is so far away that we’re safe enough, 
and I’m not sure yet but that there are

some pigeons Up there. W e’ll have a 
good haul. H aven’t you got that door 
open yet, you idiot ?”

Am anda turned and softly glided to 
the other side o f the roof, where stood a 
large pail o f water, which she had 
brought up the previous evening in an
ticipation o f a m orning bath in the open 
air. It was a larger pail than most wo
men would1 care to handle, but she lifted 
it easily and carried it back to where she 
had been standing.

“ Y ou  will hear from your pigeon in a 
minute,”  Am anda thought, and, lifting 
the pail, she set it on the edge of the wall; 
then, quick as a flash, she turned it over, 
em ptying the contents full on the heads 
o f the men below. Q uickly stepping 
back out o f sight, she awaited results. 
There was a momentary spluttering and 
gasping, a few  muttered oaths, and then 
two pairs of legs did their best to cover 
ground. Am anda listened till she no 
longer heard the sound o f flying feet; 
then, returning to her blanket in glee, 
she con gratu lated , herself that she had 
introduced tw o erring men to the re
formatory power o f cold water.

The tw o scamps have organized a de
bating society. O bject— to decide what 
kind o f a house that was.

Horse Talk
(By Maud Johnson.)

T H E horse stood in his narrow stall, 
lodking longingly out over the 

green fields and over to the mountains 
beyond. “ W ish 1 could go over there,” 
he thought. “ Those green fields do look 
so good, and I believe a tramp up those 
mountains would do me a heap of good. 
Oh, for a chance to kick up my heels and 
have a good romp. I have heard my 
master say that if he has to stay home 
all dav he gets dreadfully nervous. He 
says, if he can’t work or go down to the 
city, he just doesn’t know what to do 
with himself. I f  he has to stay indoors 
on account of the rain, he tries to read, 
but he gets fidgety and begins to walk 
up and down the room and sometimes 
he gets real cross. Rut, I have to stand 
here day after day, and when I ’m ner
vous I get scared easily, and then when 
I get scared, my master whips me. It 
doesn't seem quite fair. I heard my

master say that he believed he was part 
gypsy because he loved the hills so and 
liked to take long tramps and pick 
flowers and be out doors all day. Guess 
T. must be gypsy, too. I would love to 
get out there and roll in the sand and 
take a long walk through the. woods— 
maybe find something good to eat and 
have a jolly good time. I believe a day 
like that would make me feel better and 
maybe I wouldn’t be so skittish, as my 
master calls it. I want to behave better, 
but it’s awful to have such high strung 
nerves.

“ The other day I broke loose from my 
stall and got into tnat sack o f wheat sit
ting over there. I didn’t know that was 
w ro n g ; anyway I don’t think my master 
ought to put it right where I can see it 
all the time. Once, when we were com
ing home from meeting, he was talking 
about the sermon. The preacher had
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said, “ Y ou  m ustn’t put the cup to your 
neighbor’s lips,”  and it seems to me he 
oughtn’t put that grain  right there if he 
doesn’t w ant me to eat it. I suppose it 
isn’t good for me, but it tastes awfully 
good.

“ The other day he scolded me because 
I whinnied on the street. H e told the 
mistress that there m ust be something 
wrong, because I  never did that before, 
but he scolded me ju st the same and even 
slapped me on the back with the reins. 
If he had only stopped to look, he could 
have found out w hat w as the matter. My 
little master had throw n sand in the hubs 
of the w agon and the wheels would 
hardly go ’round. It  made me so tired, 
and I could hardly breathe. Master 
knew I w as com plaining about some
thing and I think he might have looked.

“ W ell, I am only a horse, and maybe 
if I  find fault, m aster will sell me to 
somebody that is real mean to his horses. 
A nyw ay, I wish people would all hurry 
and get autom obiles; what a jolly good 
time we would have 1”

INFLUENCE OF T H E  MIND 
P rof. E lm er Gates, a psychologist of 

wide repute, claims to have recently made 
the discovery that unpleasant emotions 
create harm ful chemical products in the 
body which are physically injurious. 
Good, benevolent, cheerful feelings are 
said to create beneficial chemical products 
which are physically healthful. These 
products, it is declared, may be detected 
by chemical analysis in the perspiration 
o f the individual. Professor Gates says 
he found more than forty of the bad 
products and as many' of the good. 
Everyone knows that grief will poison 
a m other’s m ilk ; in fact, it generates an' 
injurious quality so intense in character 
as to sicken an infant.

O f  all the chemical products of emo
tion that of guilt is said to be the worst. 
If a small quantity of the perspiration of 
a person suffering from an emotion of 
this kind be placed in a glass tube and 
exposed to contact with scientific acid it 
will turn pink. None of the other poi
sons similarly generated exhibit the same 
phenomenon.

Pink would appear to be the peculiar 
color of wrongdoing. It is found that for 
each bad emotion there is a correspond
ing chemical change in the tissue of the 
body which is life-pressing, exhausing 
and poisonous. On the other hand,

every good emotion makes a life-promot
ing change.— Chicago Chronicle.

RESOURCES OF THE PAPACY
Prior to the loss of the temporal pow

ers of the popedom, the papal states had 
an independent budget. The pope, be
sides other revenues, enjoyed a civil list 
of $800,000. When Victor Emmanuel, 
however, took possession of Rome in 
1870, and the states of the church were 
abolished, a perpetual allowance— repre
sented by the interest on a capital 
amounting to $16,000,000— was appropri
ated for the papacy and was added to 
Italy’s national debt.

The Vatican, as it is known, has never 
recognized the abolition of the pope’s 
temporal power, and therefore has never 
accepted the allowance. Its annual ex
penditure of about $1,750,000 has to be 
defraved from other sources. It is in 
teresting to note the various items of the 
expenditure. About $125,000 is re
quired for the cardinals and the diplo
matic agencies abroad; $625,000 for the 
up-keep of the Vatican and its annex, li
braries and museums; $37fi,°°° for char
itable purposes and subsidies to Catholic 
schools in R o m e; $375,000 for bounties 
and presents, and $250,000 for sundry 
objects. T o  these expenses must be 
added the maintenance of the small papal 
army, which is 600 men strong.

As to the revenues of the Vatican, they 
are mainlv derived from the “ Patrimon- 
ium Petri’’ and the “ Peter’s Pence”— two 
sources different from one another. The 
former is constituted by the yields of 
gilt-edged investments and properties be
longing to the Vatican, besides the dues 
for dispensations, notably in connection 
with marriages. “ Peter’s Pence” is a 
voluntarv tribute to Catholic Christen
dom. In the ’70s and ’80s the “ Peter's 
Pence” enriched the papal treasury every 
vear bv $2,500,000, two-third of which 
came from France. Since then, how
ever, the • tribute has considerably de
creased. Nevertheless, under the reign of 
Leo X III. the coffers were fully replen
ished on the occasion of his numerous 
jubilees in 1888. 1893. 10°° and finally in 
1003. The presents given to Leo X III  at 
each of these jubilees amounted to from 
$5,000,000 to $15.000,000. While these 
presents are looked upon as the pope’s 
personal property, they are used to main
tain the papacy. The “ Peter’s Pence”  is 
at the entire disposal of the pope.
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FROM NEW  ZEALAND  
i >U.vr F e i .i .o w  S i n n e r :— I sec by a 

late Path-Finder that you have g ra v i
tated down to the city o f the “ A n g e ls .'’ 
Well. I am living in a cottage dubbed 
"A n gel’s R est,’’ so there must be a sort 
of fellow-feeling between us. Rut I am 
surprised to read words o f this im port on 
the first page o f Conable’s m agazine—  
"more than a thousand subscribers are 
behind on their subscriptions from  one 
to two years. H ow  is this? W h ere are 
your powers o f concentration and persu 
asion gone. Brother Conable? A re  not 
all things possible to those w ho believe, 
now as heretofore?

T thought at first T would discontinue 
my subscription to the Path-Finder, but 
you are such a cheerful sinner that some
how it is quite refreshing to read your 
optimism, and after all what is a dollar 
a year, so here goes another tw elve 
months, as T know I am only paid up to 
the end of 1004: besides. I want to see 
how “ Dead Yesterdays” will pan out. T 
like “ Krrante’s”  style fine;( but really. 
Brother Conable, it was great fun to read 
Sydney Flower's “ N ew  Thought”  and 
your magazine at the same time, for some 
enemy sent me a copy o f Sydney’s eulogy 
on milk and “ m arfa”  in the same mail as 
vour criticisms on Flow er’s “ panaceas.”  
Here's a go. says I— two people falling 
out over their pet theories. There’s some 
hope for humanity after all. I ’ll risk an
other dollar and see Conable through, 
and that's how T am sending you another 
subscription.

Continuously Y ours.
T. A . 'Roberts.

CITY BUSINESS OFFICE 
The citv  bnsiness office o f Conable's 

Patk-Finder is now located at 232 N ew  
H igh Street. Los A ngeles.

The advertising and subscription de
partments are in charge o f M r. Jam es 
Kermode who for m any years has been 
connected w ith leading periodicals o f  
both Europe and the United States.

4 nONTHS FOR 
10 CENTS

TH E  N A UTILUS
Is a  u n iq u e  m o n th ly  m a g a zin e , stan d a rd  size, (now in its 
sev e n th  y e a r  * d ev o ted  to th o  rea liza tio n  o f health. happiness 
am i s u c c e s s  th ro u g h  sp ir itu a l, m en tal an d  physical self- 
developm ent.. A rtic le s  up on  d e e p  b rea th in g , rational diet, 
c to ., nro fr e q u e n tly  p rin ted  in  T h e N a u tilu s  I t  gives 
p n i c t i c a l  h elp  ivi th e  e v er y d a y  p r o b le m s  o f  life. I t  is dis
t in c t ly  a  u m guziuo o f  o p tim is m .  I t  w ill cheer and strength
en  yo u  to  re a d  it- I t  is  crisp , fresh , o rig in a l and inspiring 
ea ch  m o n th . T h o u sa n d s  o f  its  rea d ers  te s tify  to  the wonder
fu l u p lift  a n d  h e lp  th e y  h a v e  rece ived  from  reading The 
N a u ti lu s .

K i l n  V I' l i e e l e r  W i l c o x  is  a  r e g u la r  contributor to 
T h e N a u t i lu s . S h e  w rite s  o n e  o f  h er gra n d  new thought 
ptx'ius fo r  e a c h  issue.

W 1 1 1 1 a  i n  K .  T o  x v  ■ » e  w r ites  r eg u  la r lij f o r  Nautilus. 
H is  “ lu d iv id u a lis m s "  a n d  “ B r ie fs ”  a re  a n  im portant and 
h ig h ly  p rized  fe a tu re  o f  e v e r y  n u m b e r .

K l i / a l » e i l i  T o w u e  is  e d ito r  a n d  publisher, and now 
w rite s  e x c lu s iv e ly  fo r  h e r  o w n  m ag a zin e .

N e w  a n d  h e lp fu l fe a tu re s  a r e  b e in g  pla n n ed  for the maga
z in e  d u r in g  th e  co m in g  y e a r . T h e  N a u t i lu s  is already styled 
b y  m a n y  j>eople th e  fo r e m o s t  p u b lic a t io n  o f  its k in a  in the 
w tw ld

D o  n o t m is s  th is  f e a s t  o f  goo d th in g s  f o r  1905. Send 50 
c e n ts  n o w  a n d  th o 'm a g a z in e  w ill b e  sen t yo u  u n til the end 
o f  1905. T h is  w tll g iv e  y o u  14 m o n th s  f o r  o n ly  50 cents, 
p r o v id in g  y o u r  s u b st 't 'ip tio n  i s  receiv ed  th is  m on th .

O r% s e n d  10 c e n ts .  fo r  a  4 m o n th s ' tr ia l subscription. 
S u r e ly  y o u  c a n n o t a ffo rd  to  le t  th e s e  lib e r a l offers pass.

A d d re s s  a ll  o rd ers  fo r  T h e  N a u t i lu s  to  th e  editor and 
p u b lish e r ,

E liza b e th  T o w n e , D e p t . 6 . H o ly o k e , M a s s .

How to Live Forever
J U S T  F R O M  T H E  F R E S S

A  r e m a r k a b l e  b o o k  b y  t h e  n o t e d  a u t h o r  a n d  le c
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S t a r t l i n g ?  Y e s .  B u t  n o t  h a l f  a s  s t a r t l i n g  a s  th e  
E V I D E N C E  o f  a c t u a l  c a s e s  c i t e d  b> t h e  a u t h o r .

“ M r. G a z e ’ s  w o rk  c o n ta in s  m u c h  t h a t  is  th o u g h tfu l, prac
t ic a l a n d  r e a s o n a b le .” —  T h e  A r e n a .

“ I t s  p re m is e s  a r e  in c o n tr o v e r t ib le  fa c ts ,  a n d  th e  deduc
tio n s  c a n n o t  b e  d is p ro v e d -'*— L o u is v i l le  C o u r ie r  J o u r n a l.

“ A t  o n c e  s a n e , in te l l ig e n t  a n d  w o r th y  o f  seriou s atten
t io n . ” — H e a lth  C u l t u r e .  -V.

“ M r. G a z e ’ s  b o o k  w ill  b e  r e a d . ” — C h ic a g o  T r ib u n e.

T h e  w o r k  g i v e s  p r a c t i c a l  i n s t r u c t i o n s  lo r  r e ta in -  
■ i u g  t h e  b e a u t y  a n d  b u o y a n c y  o f  t h e  b o d y .

A t  a l l  b o o k  s t o r e s .  O v e r  t w o  h u n d r e d  p a g e s . 
S  v o .  C l o t h  $ 1 .2 5 .
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H Y G I E N E
Are You In T r o u b le
Mentally ? P h ysica lly  ? F inancially  ? 
W rite me. enclosing 5 cts. in stam ps 
to cover cost of correspondence. I
CAX HELP YOU.

L E N A  a  F U L L E R . 
Electric Springs Sanatorium,

R o g e r s , B r k .

Advice given by mail upon matters relating 
to the preservation of health and the cure of 
disease without the nse of drugs. Full instruc
tions in pen-written letters directly from my 
own hand. Success assured. Terms $1.00 per 
letter. Address

D. H. Sacks, X .D .. 921 Indiana Ave., Indianapolis. lad
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