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By T H E

An Ideal Spot

IT  is not n ecessary  for one to live 
lon g in C aliforn ia  to  discover that 

it is the ideal spot for the fruitarian, 
the nutarian, th e  vegetarian, etc. But 
for the natural scen ery  and an abund- 
ant/supply o f delicious water, I have 
yet to see a n y th in g  th at compared with 
the O zarks. T h e  d rin kin g water of 
California, so fa r  as I have yet tested 
it, is bad. M o st of it is over-stocked 
with lim e or a lkali or both, and it is 
not pleasant - to  the taste. One can 
readily understand w h y  the water still 
should be a household necessity in this 
country.- -A t the present time I am 
overcom in g the bad w a ter  by eating 
loads-of oran ges. T h e  orange is both 
food and drink and it is so delicious 
in its n ative la ir  th a t I feel I shall 
never tire o f it. I d on ’t know how it 
is every season,, fo r I h ave learned that 
one can accep t n o th in g  b u t the results 
of personal exp erien ce in the matter of 
soil products in a n y  country, but cer- 

; tairily the oran ge crop . in California 
this yea r is am ple to  su p p ly  the world.

' H undreds o f th ousan ds o f bushels are 
; going to w a ste— ro ttin g  on the ground, 
r The fre igh t rates, I am told, make it 

practically  im possible fo r  the grower to 
t ship his prod u ct at a profit when the 

crop is abundant. W h e n  the local mar- 
i ket is. supplied, then the fruit must go 
| to w aste. I k n o w  o f several orange 
grow ers near L o s  A n g e le s , who are cut
ting do.wn their, oran ge trees, in order 

[to. utilize the grou n d  fo r something 
[that m ay b e  g ro w n  at a profit. -This 
[seems terrible to m e— w icked, almost, 
but the g ro w e r  m ust live  and if the 
'orange crops can not b e handled at a 
^profit, so m eth in g m ust take its place 
Shat w ill y ie ld  a profit.

E D I T O R

The attractions of an orange grove 
to the Eastern tenderfoot is great, so 
the real estate man loads him u p : and. 
by the w ay, the Eastern tenderfoot 
swarms here like ants in a cactus des
ert. H e invests his money in land and 
plants his trees. In four or five years 
they com m ence to bear. The fruit and 
the fragrant blossom s on the trees de
light both the heart and the palate. In 
a few  years more the trees bear what 
is termed a profitable crop, a point that 
the grow er has been fondly looking 
forward to. H e has watched the ship
ping returns o f the railroad companies 
for years and has noted that thousands 
upon thousands of carloads of oranges 
have been shipped to the eastern mar
kets annually. T here are visions of 
wealth and a b ig  bank account so that 
more land m ay be purchased to grow  
more oranges, but alas, what is the re
sult when the product is ready for the 
m arket? H e m akes a shipment of a 
carload or more. W hen sold in the 
E ast he discovers that there is not 
sufficient m oney com ing to him to pay 
the freight on the shipment.Then he 
is told that “ this is an unheard of sea
son; that such a thing was never 
known before.” so the grower takes 
courage and starts in again afresh, ex
pecting profitable results the next sea
son, but the next season of profit never 
comes and the grow er, who has paid a 
thousand dollars or tw o an acre for his 
land— half cash— finds himself penni
less, heavily in debt and discouraged.

T he above is not an exceptional case, 
but an every day occurrence. Then 
w hy does not every  one quit the orange 
industry, you ask? I will tell you. 
Southern C alifornia swarms with rich 
invalids— men and women who have 
all they desire o f material things— and
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they are here looking for health. They cents here. W hat we pay 50 and 60 
do not care to make a profit out of any- cents a dozen for in the East are 15 
thing— health is what they are after, and 20 cents here. N ow  if a first-class 
An orange grove and a little outside rvranee could be laid down in the Easi 
labor and exercise in coming in con- to the consumer for 30 cents a dozen, 
tact with it, is an attraction. So beau- which can easily be done with a fine 
tiful homes are built and big tracts of profit to the railroad companies, all 
land planted to oranges. A  few China- the California orange growers would 
men do the drudgery. These people make a fair profit on their labor and 
are not looking for profit, still if it investment and there would be an 
comes their way it is a rare thing that equitable distribution all around, and 
it is turned down. The wealthy man thousands and thousands of acres more 
has not become opulent by ever turn- of suitable lands for oranges in Call
ing down a profit. At least I am not fornia would be utilized, 
familiar with any. But these wealthy There is com paratively little land in 
health-seekers in California are harder the United States suitable for orange 
after health than they are after profit grow ing and there are millions of peo- 
just at this time; so when the orange pie hungering for this most delicious 
crop is ready to harvest the Chinamen and healthful of all fruits. In the face 
pick the fruit and what is not desired of this demand, thousands of car-loads 
for home consumption is shipped, and of oranges are allowed to rot for the 
the wealthy grower takes what the rail- simple reason that the grower can not 
road companies are willing to allow dispose of them in any profitable way. 
him and says nothing. But he has not I trust that some time the rich fruit 
made a profit on the cost of production, growers of California w ill combine and 
He is invariably behind, but he has had build a railroad of their own. The 
a lot of amusement and he is spending best judgm ent o f the m ost enlightened, 
his declining days in more desirable disinterested minds is that such a move 
and attractive surroundings than ever would be productive of immense 
before and he enters no protest. profits. T h e grow er w ould then thrive,

What is the result? The market is the stockholders in the railroad would 
overstocked nearly every year and the get rich and the Eastern consumer’s 
man with the orange grove, with a palate w ould be pleased, 
mortgage on it, or the one with no But notw ithstanding all of this, Cali- 
mortgage, but who is dependent on his fornia is the ideal spot for a colony 
labors for a livelihood, is left and he w orking along fruitarian lines. There 
is either obliged to sacrifice everything are other crops that w ill bring in a 
or change the character of his crop reasonable profit on the investment 
which has cost him five or ten years of and labor output. T h e soil is wonder- 
hard labor to bring to the point where fully fertile. On one acre of ground a 
he discovers that he has nothing that fam ily of tw o or three can live superb- 
will bring him in a profit. ly. One or several varieties of fruit

And these are the suckers that are follow  in quick succession nearly the 
being netted every day— in this Angel entire year round. Several crops of 
City by the sea. vegetables are raised: almonds, ;wal-

I know one man a few miles from the nuts, pecans and peanuts are plenti- 
city who is digging up half his bearing fu l ; olives and olive oil in abundance—  
orange orchard and planting the ground everything that a fastidious appetite 
to red peppers. He can make a profit could wish.
out of the latter; the former is a con- I am fairly  flooded w ith  land propo
stant losing proposition. sitions from  all parts of the State—

Now, there is a remedy for all this, not alone in this State, but in Mexico 
but the solution of the problem lies and clear in the South Sea Islands. But 
with the railroad companies. The I am not in a hurry. T h e land will 
East would consume ten times as many keep. Some of the real estate agents 
nnnges as it does could the fruit be seem to think that it w ill run aw ay if 
laid down there at reasonable prices. I do not chain it down at once, but my 
The oranges we pay 25 cents a dozen experience has been that there is no 
for in the East are 5 cents a dozen here, immediate danger on this score. I 
and they are b etters W hat we pay in shall look the State over and when I 
the East 40 cents a dozen for are 10 get good and ready the interested read-



Conable’s  ff>atb=jfinfcer.
3

ers of' this m agazine will know all 
about it.

O ur Methodist Brethren

O U R  M ethodist brethren, from all 
quarters of the globe, have been 

holding their general conference in Los 
Angeles during the past month. Los 
Angeles appears to be the head center 
for conferences, conventions and gath
erings of all sorts, representing all 
phases of religious, political, industrial . 
and social life. It is the head center 
of man in the highest type of physical, 
mental and spiritual unfoldment, and 
it is the head center of the fake and the 
fakess in all his and her picturesque 
strife after the alm ighty dollar and the 
dollars that are not -particularly al
m ighty.

But it is easy to sift the good from 
the b a d ; to distinguish between fakerv 
and the r e a lity ; between the unholy, 
conglom erate assem blages that come 
here to exploit the different phases of 
religious creeds and at the same 
time see how  fast a heat they can 
trot when out of sight of the “ sanctu
ary of the M ost H ig h ,” where their 
particular doctrine is being revised, re
vamped and expounded for the benefit 
of the m ultitudes of “ sinners” of the 
world.

Y es, our brethren of the Methodist 
persuasion have been the “real thing” 
of the tow n durin g the past few weeks, 
and the proceedings of this conference 
have been w atched closely by the in
terested and the disinterested in all 
portions of the country. And then 
there have been numerous side shows 
in the shape of a u xiliary  outputs from 
the main body. P articular ones of the 
clergy— particular beacon lights— have 
been selected to do missionary work on 
the side, as it were. Some have been 
delegated to “ roast”  the metaphysi
cians, the T h eosop hists, the Christian 
Scientists, the O ccu ltists  and other 
kindred “ denom inations.” This has 
been a part and parcel of the great “ re
form atory”  w ork  our good Methodist 
brethren have undertaken here in Los 
Angeles.

T h e w riter w as endowed in his in
fancy w ith more or less of a percepti
ble streak of c u rio s ity ; that is, he al
w ays found it m ore satisfactory to lis
ten and hear for him self rather than 
accept the im pressions on the senses of

others. Still armed with this streak 
of curiosity, and always in search of a 
text for Path-Finder sermonettes, the 
Rev. Editor of the Path-Finder Church 
of Every-Day' Christians, has improved 
all the opportunities since coming to 
Los Angeles to come in touch with all 
the apostles of all the other creeds that 
came in his w ay, and it has all been 
just like attending a four-ring circus 
twice a day for a week with a few dog 
shows thrown in by way of matinees. 
The supreme quietude of our gloriously 
picturesque hom e in the Ozarks, just 
surrendered, had fitted us for a brief 
period of superlative enjoyment in such 
a cosmopolitan city  as Los Angeles, so 
we have been “ on the go” every mo
ment possible. One can get anything 
here in Los Angeles from an orthodox 
conference where they row and wran
gle over their “ articles of incorpora
tion," to a Sunday cock fight where 
members of the humane society com
mit murder in order to school the youth 
along the lines of humanitarian prac
tices. So. you see, if one is looking for 
amusement and recreation— the sort 
that really recreates— there is a steady 
drought of anything the heart craves in 
this direction to be found in this City 
of A ngels and things, close by the pas
sive Pacific. B u t like the passive Paci
fic, there are occasions when even the 
surface of this Angel City is ruffled. 
But, speaking of ruffles, there is one 
thing that I have discovered in Cali
fornia that never gets ruffled and that 
is, the real estate agent. He is the 
serenest, m ost confident, superbly self- 
poised bunco steerer that it has ever 
been m y delight to shake hands with. 
He is double-armored from the water 
line up and it is doubtful if a subma
rine torpedo destroyer could phase him. 
M ay he live long to reap the full har
vest of his magnificent powers of at
traction.

But I was ta lkin g about our M etho
dist brethrep in conference assembled. 
This . conference promulgated many 
strange things— some very good and 
some most ridiculous.

Am ong the commendable acts of this 
gathering w as the adoption of a resolu
tion, couched in plainest terms, depre
cating and denouncing any and all 
efforts on the part of another religious 
organization to undermine and destroy 
the public school system of this coun
try. A n y  and every step in this direc-
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tion should be looked upon as high 
treason and be dealt with accordingly. 
It is unnecessary to enter into any 
argument in defense of our public 
school system. Its results tell the 
story of its glorious accomplishments 
in every walk of life. Let every thing 
else fall, but never the public school 
of this American Republic. It is more 
sacred than all else. Let every creed 
bite the dust and wallow in its own 
negative and deadening creations, but 
hands off our public schools and the 
treasury that fosters and nurtures 
them. If any one wants war, it can be 
instituted in a flash by assailing and 
assaulting the free school system of 
this country. Such acts will not 
be countenanced or tolerated. The 
time has passed when this race 
can be again forced into ignorance and 
made to bend its knee to any except 
the real God of Eternal Life. This 
God has no cold-storage warehouses 
where he keeps middle men on tap 
to misrepresent Him. But the public 
school is one of His institutions. Any 
institution that has for its object the 
free, untrammeled purpose of building 
up the race into an intelligent compre
hension of the powers vested within the 
individual, is in touch with the Divine 
process of growth and unfoldment and 
must never be abridged or circum
scribed. He who attempts it will sure
ly fall.

And so I stand here ready to grasp 
the hand of the brother who introduced 
this resolution concerning our public 
schools and lay a boquet at the feet 
of every woman delegate who voted for 
its adoption.

The many inconsistent and humorous 
feats of this conference I shall not at
tempt to pass upon at this time. Only 
one point will I here touch. This is 
the action of the conference in bury
ing the old wheel-horses that are re
sponsible, in great measure, for what 
success and standing the M. E. Church 
enjoys today. This conference, like 
the railroad companies that wish to 
infuse new and younger life into their 
service, voted to retire permanently, 
on six months’ pay, five of the leading 
bishops of the church. No such dras
tic measure as this has ever before in
vaded the sanctuary of a religious de
nomination. This is the first step ever 
taken by which the public is favored 
with an open and high-handed confes

sion that this church is operated on 
purely commercial principles. Of 
course the public at large has always 
been in possession of this fact, but not 
until this late hour in this late day has 
this or any other church been willing 
to throw • off the mask and tell the 
people in so many words that, whereas 
our plan of operation differs somewhat 
from that dominating the bulls and 
bears on W all Street, still its object is, 
nevertheless, the same— to accept small 
and large sums of money for worthless 
watered religious stock in a company 
the certificates of which bear neither 
the name of the Lord or that of the 
Nazarene as either President, Secre
tary or Treasurer. A n y  such company 
attempting to do business on these lines 
is a fraud and a fake on the face of it. 
W all Street makes no pretenses to be
ing anything but just what it is— a 
colossal rat hole for the convenience 
of the gullable and easily buncoed. So 
it is not a fake. A  fake is something 
that pretends to be what the facts will 
not bear out. Our church friends are 
operating the gigantic fake of the cen
tury, still I recognize the fact that the 
heads of the organization are not en
tirely to blame. There is a large class 
of people that demand to be faked and 
buncoed before they can become pos
sessed of any sense, and in this regard 
I look upon the church as an educator 
and an absolute necessity. However, 
with the injection of proper intelligence 
and enlightenment, the: church will dis
appear as quickly as the mushroom 
thrusts its porous head above the sur
face.

And so I was delighted to clasp the 
hands of so many of m y Methodist 
brethren here in Los Angeles. I knew 
they were here for a good purpose and 
would disseminate much that was valu
able to those operating on the same 
plane of physical unfoldment. Of 
course the Path-Finder never expects 
to become an organ of this church, but 
nevertheless it will, from time to time, 
keep the world posted as to the growth 
and progress of these people in their 
backward movements down the path
w ay to complete disintegration.

To Destroy the Beef Trust
N D E R  the above heading we find 

the following paragraph ad
dressed to the editor of the “ Care of the
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Body” department of the Sunday 
Tim es M a ga zin e:

“ Y o u r suggestion for everyone 
that wanted to put a nail in the 
coffin of the beef trust to cut down 
their meat rations b y  one-half or 
one-third was a good one. It would 
bring them to time quicker than 
any other method. Besides, it 
would teach a great many people 
that they could do w ith less meat 
and have som ething that would be 
more beneficial. A  friend of mine, 
on a small salary, w as complain
ing that after he paid his bills he 
had nothing left for the theater 
and other pleasures. ‘How many 
in your fam ily?’ ‘T w o ,’ said he. 
‘W h at is your meat bill?’ ‘Be
tween three and five dollars’ ‘There 
are tw o in m y fam ily,’ said I, ‘and 
our meat bill is from  $i to $1.50. 
Cut yours down and you can go to 
the theater occasionally.’ ”

Now, that is all very  nice, but what 
is the use in stopping half way? Cut 
the meat out entirely and you can not 
only go to the theater occasionally 
yourself, but you can also take your 
wife. If cutting off m eat partially is a 
good thing, w h y isn’t is still better to 
leave it out of the dietary entirely?

Since this m agazine was established 
two and a half years ago, close on to 
twelve hundred fam ilies— readers of 
this m agazine— have discontinued en
tirely the use of meat;* Now, when 
you stop eating meat entirely there is 
some reasonable hope of breaking the 
meat trust. It cannot be done in any 
other w ay. If you w ant to close up a 
saloon bar, stop drinking whiskey. That 
will do it quicker than by any other 
method. And if you want to stop 
drinking w hisky just discontinue the 
meat habit and the appetite for liquor 
will soon disappear.

Meat consumption is the basis of all 
forms of disease and dissipation. If 
you wish to get rid of an evil go to the 
fountain head.

Our W om en’s Christian Temperance 
organizations are spending a world of 
time and millions of money in an effort 
to break up the saloon traffic, yet they 
do the very thing themselves that 
makes drunkards and saloon patrons. 
The great m ajority eat meat. This is 
where the great crime lies— in filling 
the body with the food elements which

incite abnormal appetites for stimu
lants and feed the lustful nature of the 
individual.

You must be consistent, you temper
ance workers. There will never be 
universal sobriety until the thing which 
causes intemperance is gotten rid of. 
And the penitentiaries and houses of 
prostitution w ill never be emptied until 
the deadening meat habit is entirely 
gotten rid of.

And, too, we see alleged ministers of 
the gospel, filled with meat, trying to 
teach people how to live. Laying 
aside entirely the moral side of the 
proposition, what a travesty on the 
gospel of the Christ to see a man trying 
to induce men and women to be tem
perate and moral when they themselves 
set the example which has ever led the 
world into lustful dissipation.

The non-meat consumer never cares 
for either tobacco or alcohol. The 
non-meat consumer never makes a 
saloon-keeper. The non-meat consumer 
is never found in the penitentiary. The 
non-meat consumer never clamors for 
war or the blood of his fellow-men or 
anything else. The non-meat con
sumer is always a peaceful, law-abiding 
citizen, and the only time he “ kicks” 
or enters a protest is when the deaden
ing and disgusting fumes emitted with 
the respirations of the meat-eater come 
in contact with his olfactory nerves. 
Then he enters a protest and begins 
to look around for a filter.

But I am glad to note that some peo
ple are making even a start in the right 
direction. It demonstrates the fact 
that they are beginning to think. When 
a man begins to think there is always 
hope for him. When a man begins 
to think it is certain that he will soon 
unyoke himself and cast off the nega
tive burdens which are holding him 
down. To think is to be free. To 
think is to live. T o  think is to grow. 
To think is to attain to the highest 
physical, moral and spiritual eminence. 
And you can’t think if you are filled up 
on meat— on the disintegrating flesh 
of a fellow-creature.

Here is another incentive not to eat 
meat, and, perhaps, one of the most 
important in all the long list of the sins 
of the race:

The man who does not eat meat will 
never make a preacher or a priest, for 
he is a real humanitarian and the real 
humanitarian could never successfully
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fill a pulpit. All of the great wars of 
the world have had their inception 
among the religious creeds. The man 
who does not feast upon the blood of 
a murdered fellow-creature of God’s 
creating, will never incite war. He is 
a peaceful citizen and is willing his 
neighbor should live and enjoy himself 
in the fulness of his own possessions. 
He will neither rob a man of his mater
ial possessions nor abridge his mental 
aspirations.

But I am not fighting the meat trust.
I am simply showing the world how 
it may live aright—in the fulness of its 
greatest hopes and aspirations. The 
meat trust, like slavery, will die of its 
own stench when the decaying under
pinning collapses.

Make the crusade against the 
CAUSE, and the moral, temperate and 
humanitarian side of the proposition 
will blossom forth as do the dew-kissed 
petals of the flowers of the fertile 
slopes of the Pacific.

Buried Alive

UNDER the above heading I find 
the following timely remarks 

on this most important subject of be
ing buried alive, from the pen of the 
editor of the “Care of the Body” de
partment of the Los Angeles Sunday 
Times Magazine. By the way, the Sun
day Times Magazine is one of the most 
instructive and interesting publications 
on the Pacific Coast, and this particu
lar department, edited by Harry 
Brook, Esq., one of the oldest and most 
capable editorial writers of the coast, 
I especially commend to all Path- 
Finder readers. Much of this depart
ment is along the lines of the teach
ings of the editor of this magazine and 
of course it has his hearty endorse
ment. Anything to be found in the 
secular press that tends to the higher 
development of the race, physical and 
mental, evidences the tendency of mod
ern thought in the right direction. I 
regard Mr. Brook’s writings as being 
among the very best, and being found 
in a newspaper of wide circulation, 
largely among a class of people that 
read little along hygienic and other 
lines that, if followed out, would bring 
to the individual much more satisfac
tory health conditions, the reading con
stituency of the Times is to be con
gratulated on the opportunity afford

ed to “post up” on the better ways of 
living.

After noting the horrifying circum
stance, Mr. Brook’s comments follow: 
<< A M OTH ER ghastly story of 

premature burial comes 
from Austria. The daughter of a 
wealthy farmer had been buried 
with her rings and jewelry. Two 
men opened the grave, broke open 
the coffin, and, finding it difficult 
to remove the rings, chopped off 
three of her fingers. This revived 
her, and she came to, knocking at 
the window of the horrified sexton. 
Yet some of the doctors assure us 
that such a thing as this is impos
sible. Again the editor would 
ask, how long are we to wait for 
some simple test that will remove 
from mankind the fear of this most 
awful of all deaths that it is pos
sible to conceive— burial alive. Is 
it not, as the editor h'as said, a 
strong reflection on modern sci
ence that no such test has appar
ently yet been discovered, except 
mortification, and in this country 
we rush people with such indecent 
haste into the grave that usually 
mortification has not time to set 
in. . •

“Physicians may talk until they 
are blue in the face, but such facts 
as that above quoted, which are all 
too common, cannot be gainsaid, 
and must necessarily instill anx
iety into the minds of the living. 
For think of this: How often is
there an opportunity to ascertain 
what has happened to a person, af
ter he has ' been buried under
ground? Yet, scarcely a month 
passes that we do not read of some 
case of premature burial. There
fore, it would seem as if we must 
multiply these discovered cases by 
hundreds, if not by thousands, to 
arrive at the true number of those 
who are buried before they are 
dead. The idea is appalling, and 
must certainly do much to increase 
the popularity of cremation.

“W e know, as yet, comparative
ly little about the exit of the soul 
from the body, or the connection 
between what we call the soul and 
the casket in which it is impris
oned. For this reason, special care 
should be exercised to see that be
fore burying a person it should be
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ascertained to a certainty that it 
is not a tem porary trance, but that 
the spirit has really departed. It is 
now generally admitted that Bish
op, the mind reader, was not dead, 
but in a trance, when the inquisi
tive surgeons cut him up, with 
such indecent haste, and so killed 
him, sure enough.

“ T houghtful persons will insist, 
before they die, either that they 
shall be cremated, their bodies 
kept until m ortification sets in, or 
that their hearts shall be pierced 
with a dagger, or som e other cer
tain means of insuring certain 
death be adopted. T.he editor re
iterates that it is a reflection upon 
the m edical profession that this 
vital, though sim ple question, 
should be allow ed to rest in an 
uncertain state.”
T he w riter has often discoursed upon 

this same subject. N o human inani
mate body should ever be buried, cre
mated or disposed of in any manner 
until there are present evidences of 
m ortification. O th erw ise the risk of 
disposing of the b ody before the ani
mated life w ith in , called the Soul by 
many, but w hich is, technically speak
ing, the E go, has left its  physical hab
itation— before the ligam ents of life 
which hold the E g o  to the body are 
severed. O ften  this attachm ent remains 
secure for several days after the doc
tors pronounce the body “ dead.” 
Burial speedily  fo llow s, and even 
though the b ody should not again be
come anim ate, the E g o  suffers untold 
agonies because of the premature dis
position of the b o d y ; and to cremate 
a body before this severance takes 
place is even m ore dreadful.

T h e p sych ic-vision ed  individual is 
the on ly one w ho can determine when 
the E g o  leaves the b o d y  and the life 
connection is severed. A n  Ego may 
leave the b ody tem porarily  and often 
does, w ith ou t sev erin g  the connecting 
thread of life w hich  anim ates the phys
ical s tr u c tu re ; b u t none save the so- 
called p sych ic  can te ll when this sev
erance takes place and the Ego has 
left the b od y  to return  no more.

T h e average doctor know s no more 
about E g o s  and p sych o lo g y  than he 
does about his ow n  medicines, which 
is nothing, hence he cannot be relied 
upon in a n y  sense. A  patient under 
a doctor’s care is ju s t as likely to be

buried alive as anything else. In the 
absence of the psychic, the only pos
sible means of determining when life 
is extinct is to w ait until mortification 
sets in. It is known then positively 
that the spirit life has severed its con
nection. Then when this severance 
takes place the body should always be 
cremated; not only because of sanitary 
reasons, but because of reasons in
volved in the evolutionary processes 
which are to follow.

O f course the demand forces the sup
ply. W ere there no sick people swel
tering in ignorance respecting the 
causes and proper remedies, there 
would be no doctors. In the absence 
of doctors there would be no licensed 
murders and no premature burials.

It is the duty of every individual to 
enlighten himself respecting his own 
bodily requirements. So long as we de
pend on others to help us just so long 
will we remain physical and mental 
failures; just so long will we be made 
the victim s of the ignorance of the 
modern schools of physics and theol
ogy. T o  be dependent on others is to 
decay and retrogade. In this unde
veloped state— where we look up to 
others to protect and save us and 
bring us out of our negative environ
ments— we build for ourselves only 
such a h igh w ay as will lead us more 
deeply into negative and uncertain 
surroundings. T h e dependent indi
vidual is alw ays the slave— never the 
master. T h e self-centered man— the 
man who has made a study of himself 
— is never found on the street corners 
or public rostrums crying out to the 
multitudes against his own govern
ment and the faults and shortcomings 
of others. T h e man who understands 
himself knows w ell that each individu
al suffers only in the measure that he 
has builded for himself and that he 
alone can change these conditions. 
The calam ity how lers are only w ast
ing their breath and stirring up con
tentions. T h ey  negative all the posi
tive forces that are trying to assert 
themselves for m an’s betterment. The 
man who does not school himself is 
a fo o l; and the fool only listens to 
those who would farther enslave him.

W ake up, men and women of every 
class; become independent in your
selves. Show the door to the doctor, 
the creedist, the politician and the rev
olutionist. M ake yourself strong and
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independent by studying yourself. L ive 
right and you will think right. W hen 
you think right, the narcotic vender, 
whether he be allied to drugs, the pul
pit or to an y other professional com
mercial gam e, will cease to thrive off 
your energies and you will become a 
creative force yourself and dependent 
no longer on others.

W hat a grand, enobling condition 
in life, to be self-supporting, self-cre
ating— dependent on no one or no force 
save that w hich the great Creative E n 
ergy vouchsafes to you, and which is 
your natural source of supply, and 
which is abundant and inexhaustible.

It is not difficult to become a self- 
creative pow er. It does not require 
exhaustive en ergy to reach this point 
in the stage o f growth. It is a great 
deal easier to do this than it is to ex
haust y o u r energies finding fault w ith 
the govern m ental and social conditions 
surrounding us. W e make our own 
conditions and establish our own en
vironm ents. It  is a mistake to think 
that conditions make and control us.

B ut w e are all looking for excuses. 
W e are too cowardly to place the 
blam e for our misfortunes where it 
belongs— on ourselves, so we pose as 
calam ity h ow lers and “ w alking dele
gates” and stifle the energy w ithin 
ourselves b y  attending to other peo
ples’ business and creating disturb
ances and dissatisfaction among those 
more den sely  ignorant than ourselves.

H ere is a paragraph that I w rote a 
couple o f y ea rs  ago. Some times I 
think I w ill h ave it framed and present 
a copy o f it to  every labor organiza
tion in the country, where every w ork
ingm an can read it every time he at- 
temps to so lve  the social problem by 
other than n atural methods.

T h e paragraph alluded to appeared 
under the heading of “ Turn-U ps.”  
H ere it is :

“ W h ile  w a itin g  for som ething to 
turn up, ju st turn up som ething yo u r
self. It w ill take less time to turn up 
som eth in g yourself than it w ill to 
w a it for som ething to turn up. B e
sides, there are very few things w a it
in g  to be turned up for the man w ho 
refuses to turn up som ething for him 
self. If you  don’t quite grasp the phi
losop h y of this paragraph at first 
glance, don’t spend any more tim e try 
in g  to  cipher it out, iust go  ahead and

turn up a few  thin gs for yourself and 
you w ill need no philosophy.”

I f  the social agitator would paste 
this paragraph in his hat and draw 
it on h im self every tim e he felt inclined 
to attend to anyon e’s business except 
his ow n, and then go  ahead and de
velop his ow n faculties as it is possi
ble, the problem  of life w ould be solved 
and the w hole w orld w ould be at 
peace.

It  is possible for every  man and wo
man in the w orld to be opulent and 
self-sustain ing. T h o se  of us who are 
not s im p ly  have ourselves to blame. 
T h e  p o w er that show s us the w ay to 
opulence lurks w ithin  the individual. 
It is n ever found w ith ou t ourselves. 
W e  exh au st our energies trying to 
solve the problem  of life in the wrong 
w ay. W e  think others are to blame 
for our m isfortunes and conditions of 
p o verty . T h is  is not true and never 
has been true. W e  attract or repel. 
W e  are either n egative or positive. 
T h ere  is no d ivid in g line between the 
tw o forces. B ut are w e at fault for 
b ein g n egative— repellant— you ask? 
W e  certa in ly  are. W e  are surrounded 
b y  o n ly  such conditions and circum
stan ces as w e have forced upon our
selves th rou gh  the medium  of the re
pellant, n egative  lives w e have lived 
and are livin g.

“ T h e  sins of the parents are visited 
upon th e children unto the third and 
fourth gen eration .”  T h e  sins of lust
ful flesh m ust be dissipated some way. 
Y o u  can not show  m e a single man or 
w om an in all the w orld  of human 
b reed in g w h o  is fit to b rin g a physical 
body into the w orld. T h e y  are all de
crepit in either b od y  or mind, hence 
the im p erfectly  constructed  offspring 
— a liv in g  exem plification of the vis
itation o f the sins of the parents.

M y  heart sw ells up w ith  grief when
ever I see a little n ew  babe in a moth
er’s arm s. I know  w h at is before the 
little  one unless good fortune removes 
the p h ysica l body before babyhood is 
passed. It  w ere w ell, in this day and 
generation, if everv babe cam e into the 
w orld “ still born.”  T h e  one “ unpar
donable sin ”  is the flesh-lustin g of this 
age. W e  m ust get a w a y  from it or 
perish.

B ut I have sw itched a w a y  from my 
sub ject o f “ burials a liv e .”  There will 
be no dim inution o f such occurrences 
so lon g as w e put our faith in doctors.
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It is sim ply appalling to note the 
number of doctor graft shops in Los 
A n ge le s; still if they were not in de
mand they w ould not exist any more 
than would the saloons and the 
churches. It is the public patronage 
that keeps them all going— that lubri
cates the m achinery that continues to 
veil over man’s reasoning faculties and 
conscience.

Man m ay trace the origin of his 
downfall to the m eat habit. The babe 
is first taught to eat meat. A ll the 
other lusts of life follow  easy enough. 
Saloon keepers, doctors and ministers 
are all made out of meat eaters. A  
genuine frutarian w as never known to 
disgrace him self b y  asking for a diplo
ma as a graduate of either of these 
“ professions.”  T h is  being a fact, there 
is no danger that a frutarian will ever 
be buried alive, for he will not attract 
to him the density of ignorance that 
makes such horrors possible.

“ Humane”  Murder

TH E  operations of some of the H u
mane Societies of the Pacific 

Coast differ som ew hat from those I 
have been accustom ed to farther East. 
Here is an exam ple, the incident tak
ing place the first Sunday after my 
arrival in L o s A n g e le s :

A  num ber of the sporting fraternity 
were in the habit of holding cocking 
mains on Sundays ju st outside the city 
limits. T h e local H um ane Society be
came cogn izan t of this fact and decided 
to put a Stop to such inhuman practices 
and punish the perpetrators.

On this particular occasion the H u
mane officers descended on the crowd 
w itnessing the main. Pickets had been 
posted to g iv e  the alarm  by shooting 
off revolvers on the appearance of any
thing resem bling a peace officer. The 
head officer w as recognized and the 
pickets fired their guns. There was 
a general break and the officers grabbed 
as m any of the participants as possi
ble. One man broke aw ay from the 
officer w ho had arrested him, jumped 
into his b u g g y  and started to drive 
aw ay, w hereupon the officer fired after 
him, shooting the m an through the 
back and through the heart, from the 
effects of w hich the victim  died in 
tw enty m inutes.

A nd thus w as th is cocking main 
business b rought to a sudden stop—  
by m urdering one of the on-lookers—

a business man of the city, whose 
tastes ran in this direction.

No one in the world deplores a state 
of moral decreptitude which makes it 
possible for alleged human beings to 
find sport in such brutal practices more 
than the writer, and every reader of 
this magazine knows that I would 
never countenance for a moment any 
sort of brutality practiced on the dumb 
and help less; but think of a society, 
under the guise of a humanitarian or
ganization, takin g active steps to de
fend and ju stify  one of its officers, as 
this Los A ngeles Society is doing, a 
man who deliberately murdered an
other fellow human being by shooting 
him in the back simply because an at
tempt was being made to escape the 
notoriety of an arrest for being present 
to witness the proceedings of a cock
ing main. Just think of it!

The tastes and desires of the one are, 
of course, of a low , brutal nature and 
should be checked and restrained in 
the interest of public morals and as a 
protection to the innocent, the dumb 
and the helpless. But must the blood
stained hand of the murderer be em
ployed to assist in such reformatory 
work? If so, then it were well that 
we open the doors of the penitentiaries 
to find our teachers along humanitarian 
lines.

Instead of defending the murderer, 
if the L os A n geles so-called Humane 
Society had at once tendered its ser
vices to the State to assist in the prose
cution, its in tegrity  would have been 
preserved. A s  it is this Society be
comes particeps criminas and should be 
made co-defendant in an indictment 
alleging the commission of the crime 
of murder in the first degree.

T h e  Pendicitis Craze

W H E N  our doctor friends reach the 
point w here they destroy one 

another by the use of the surgeon’s 
knife, the rest of the race has occasion 
to rejoice in the knowledge that jus
tice is on the high road to the consum
mation of its highest purposes.

R ecently several doctors have been 
killed by subm itting to operations for 
alleged pendicitis. These same doctors 
— the ones experimented on— had many 
similar deaths to their own credit, so 
they were also compelled to expiate 
their crimes on a horizontal slab. T his 
is well. T h is is where the law of retri-
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bution gets in its deadly work. The 
man who kills is forced to pay the pen
alty of his crime. Nature issues 
no licenses to any of her chil
dren to take life, and she does not 
recognize the parchment fakes issued 
by either medical colleges or State leg
islatures. A doctor may go a long 
time before being compelled to expiate 
his crimes, but the time will come and 
never fails, when justice will take care 
of its own.

The tendency among doctors to slash 
into the body of every patient that 
complains of a severe pain in the stom
ach is growing rapidly. Hundreds of 
victims of alleged pendicitis are re
corded every day of the year. This 
is most unfortunate. Few understand 
that the appendix is a spiritual func
tion and with its removal it is impos
sible to attain to the heights of spirit
ual unfoldment which would be 
possible were this function left intact.

The removal of the appendix and 
the unsexing of women are the two 
blighting crimes of the century that 
the medical profession in its inexcus
able stupidity, must answer for.

So, when we hear of a doctor “going 
over the road” by the same process he 
has employed to destroy others, we 
know that the natural law governing 
all life is still intact on the statute 
books of the Universe and we uncover 
our head in the presence of the Judge 
pronouncing the sentence.

Of course the thousands of doctors 
throughout the country who have dis
covered that there are perfectly natural 
processes by which all the afflicted may 
be made whole, are well aware that the 
above strictures do not apply to them; 
and it is certainly most encouraging 
to note the steady growth among in
telligent physicians and surgeons in 
the direction of natural ways and 
means.

But what is most hopeful in this 
present day is the discernment of the 
great wave of enlightenment which is 
sweeping the world. A new race will 
soon be born to take the place of the 
old. We will neither carve or be 
carved. Each individual will be his 
own doctor, his own preacher and his 
own physical and spiritual saviour.

We are certainly sorry to read the 
record of the premature evacuation of 
an Ego, but if such things must be in 
this present state of sublime ignorance,

let the escapes be among the inner 
lives which inhabit the most corrupt
ing physical structures.

Physic and Psychic.

TO TH E casual observer and to the 
uninitiate, the two principal 

words composing the above heading 
may look very similar, but I can assure 
all those who are likely to make this 
error that there is a wide difference in ' 
their significance, as I shall proceed 
to show.

This particular dissertation on the 
words physic and psychic in this num
ber of Conable’s Path-Finder is in
tended solely for the benefit of some of 
the Los Angeles printers and proof
readers and no one else is expected to 
read it.

In coming to illuminous California, 
and especially to Los Angeles, where 
the psychic is quite as much in evidence 
in public life as physic is on the drug 
store shelves, we had looked for the 
local printers and proof-readers to be 
“up” on all the occult phraseology of 
the day and be able to recognize a real 
psychic at sight as readily as they 
would a box of Sidletz powders, or a 
bottle of Syrup of Figs. Having been 
a printer myself for twenty years, of 
course I know that the average mem
ber of the craft lives the sort of life 
which brings him in closer touch with 
cathartics and other drugs than with 
things of a psychic order, hence, he 
should be excused for confounding the 
two; but, as I say, here in Los Angeles, 
where one is as common as the other,
I can find no excuse for either the 
printer who “linotyped” the word 
physic for psychic in the May number 
of this magazine any more than I can 
the proof-reader who allowed the error 
to escape his notice.

There is a vast difference between 
the individual who is forced to go 
through life with his body constantly 
filled with such deadening foods as re
quire physics to assist in the dissipa
tion of the disintegrating effects of such 
foods and the individual who has so 
cleansed his body as to be able to dis
cern, through the medium of psycholo
gical vision, the purposes for which 
Nature has wrought the great physical 
structure of man. The one furnishes 
an example of the deadening effects of 
wrong methods of living, while the 
other furnishes an example of the liv-
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in g  e ffe cts  o f  r ig h t  methods. In  o th e r  
w o rd s, o u r  fr ie n d , the cath artic  c o n 
sum er, n e v e r  g e t s  a w a y  from the p la n e 
o f p u re ly  p h y s ic a l  and m aterial d is
ord ers ; w h ile  th e  psychic lives in an 
e n tire ly  d iffe r e n t w o rld — in close to u ch  
w ith  a ll N a tu r e  and the h a n d iw o rk  
of th e g r e a t  C r e a t iv e  E nergy. T h e  la t
te r  w o u ld  n o t e x c h a n g e  places w ith  the 
fo rm er fo r  a ll th e  m aterial th in g s  o f 
earth . N o t  th a t  th e y  are en tirely  a w a y  
from  m a te ria l requirem ents. T h e y  are 
s im p ly  a w a y  fro m  such of the p h y sic a l 
in d u lg e n c e s  a s d e s tro y  the b od y, w a rp  
the m e n ta lity  a n d  bring untold g r ie f  
to  th e S o u l.

W e  tr u s t  th a t  n ever again, b y  a n y  
p o ssib le  m ish a p , w ill  the w ord p h y s ic  
be m ade to  ta k e  th e  place of p sych ic  in 
th ese co lu m n s.

Dead Yesterdays
(T H E  AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE) 

B y  E k r a n t e  

C H A P T E R  V I I .

[The first installment of “ Dead Yesterdays” 
appeared in the January, 1904,'issue of Cona
ble’s Path-Finder. Back.numbers may be had 
on receipt of ten cents in silver per copy, or 
new subscribers may begin with the January 
issue if desired.]

Love! What is love? Go ask the murmuring 
rill

■ As it meanders to the verdant plain;
The feathered warblers of the leaf-mailed hill;

The sobbing sea-shore or the hurricane.
Go ask the grey-robed night, as o’er the lake 

She stalks in silence, in her mist canoe;' 
The south wind whispering in the tangled 

brake;
The violets bathine in the morning’s dew.

If these don’t answer you, then how may I? 
Perhaps by analyzing vour next sigh!

— E rrante.

S u d d en ly , g a s p in g , sw elterin g  P an a
ma ta k es  on an a ir  o f  unusual anim a
tion. D u c k  - a p p a re lle d  m erchants, 
m on ey  ch a n g e rs , g in -slin g ers  and clerks 
m u ster su ffic ien t e n e r g y  to stroll into 
the b la z in g  s tre e ts  from  their shady 
lairs, and y a w n  w h ile  tensin g and re
la x in g  th e ir  c le n ch ed  hands above their 
h a m m o ck-to u selled  h ead s. A  detail of 
shoeless w a rr io rs  s w in g  sm artly into 
the p la za  from  a sid e  street, and face 
sta tio n -w ard  in “ go -as-you -p lease”  or 
der, fo llo w e d  b y  a m ob of negroes,

lo n g sh o rem e n , lab orers, fruit, lem o n 
ade, c u rio  an d  c ig a r  ven d ors; w h ile  
s lo v en  fem in ity ' s lo w ly  appears on b a l
conies, to  la n g u id ly  chat across th e co n 
g lo m e ra te  stre a m  o f  m oving h u m a n ity  
b eneath .

A t  th e ra ilro a d  station a sea  o f 
w h ite  co tto n  u m b rella s; on the w h a rf  
the u su al c o n tin g e n t of dapper d udes 
fleck c ig a re tte  a sh es from th eir s p o t
less linen, re to u c h  their c ra v a ts  and 
m u stach es, an d  com b their g r e a s y  
lo cks w ith  m o u rn in g  fingernails, pre- 
paratoryr to  m a k in g  a solid im pression  
on the e x p e c te d  tenderfeet from  
abroad.

T h e  Roybal M a il is in, and the s te a m 
er’s E u ro p ea n  passengers a lrea d y  on 
th eir w a y  to  th e Pacific.

O u t from  th e m atted fo liage lan d 
w ard  com es a lo n g , lingering, ech o in g  
w ail. T h e  v o ic e  o f  civilization  in the 
ju n g le , fo llo w e d  b y  the sharp “ too t- 
to o t,” and o v e r  th e  divide, flau n tin g  its 
tra ilin g  b an n er o f smoke in . the su n 
ligh t, sw in g s , sta gg erin g , the “ Iron - 
M o n ster” on to  th e down grade, b ea r
in g  som e to th e peace and quiet and 
rest o f hom e, s w e e t home, and o th ers 
from  it, to w h e r e v e r  destiny m a y point.
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Slowly the thundering train pulls 
up with a tired sigh from the semi-sen
tient engine, and vomits its excited 
cargo of Parisian-apparelled wander
ers, who mix, lose, and refind hand 
baggage, boxes, bundles and bird 
cages; and in their anxiety fill the 
air with French, English, German, 
Spanish and Italian nervousness. Cas
taneda disappears in the hubbub to 
excitedly return in a few moments to 
drag me on to the wharf and present 
nie to a corpulent old dowager, Madam 
Alguera, his m other’s intimate friend, 
and to her daughter, .Miss Julia, return
ing to Lima from the schools of Eng
land and France.

Mrs. Alguera, with her flaring crino
line, was a delightfully pleasant, moth
erly old lady, who, viewed isometric- 
ally a t long range, reminded one of a 
farm-house dinner bell, with the handle 
sawed off half way down to the metal; 
but her daughter, who was suffering 
from a severe attack of “Grecian bend,” 
at the time of that epidemic in the 
world of fashion, was not only delight
fully pleasant, good-natured, unassum
ing and jolly, but a beauty in every 
sense of the word, and whatever men
tal vacillations affected me regarding 
my trip southw ard, were swept away 
in an instant bv her smile. I would 
have followed her to the end of the 
earth, or hades; or would have gone to 
either destination, merrily, had she so 
commanded.

I took her to be anywhere from five 
to ten years older than myself, but that 
discrepancy made no particular differ
ence to m e : nor would it have made 
any, had she been as old as Rider H ag
gard’s “She.” I was simply head over 
heels in love w ith her at sight, and, 
as she spoke excellent English, I told 
her so before we were fairly aboard 
the ship, a declaration that seemed to 
please her immensely.

She was a wonder-eyed, petite bru
nette, dressed to beat the band in dove 
drab, with a sash of five-inch ribbon 
about her waist, knotted in a great bow 
behind, the loose ends of which trailed 
almost to her high-heeled French 
shoes: and her hat! Well, there is no 
use trying to describe it, for I don’t 
even know the technical names of the 
different girders, string-pieces, cross
beams and braces of the artistic 
combination of store truck the 
ladies usually designate as “a perfect

d r e a m b u t  it created the impression 
tha t the ow ner m ight have crossed 
through the isthm us jungle on foot, 
arriv ing w ith all the wild flowers of the 
route entangled in her p retty  hair.

I began the foregoing paragraph 
with the idea that I would have no 
difficulty in describing Miss Alguera; 
but I give it up. T here is no use in 
a m an’s try in g  to describe a woman 
he thinks is beautiful. I t  cannot be 
done, for feminine beauty consists of 
neither face, nor figure. Back of these 
there m ust be tha t indescribable some
thing th a t w ords fail to express. The 
most beautiful woman I ever had the 
pleasure of m eeting w as,' from an 
artistic  point of view, uglier than a 
barbed w ire fence; but she used to 
round us up, all the same, with auto
matic regularity , and keep us tagging 
after her like a lot of school boys after 
a farm w agon loaded w ith peaches. 
Miss A lguera’s style of beauty pos
sessed th a t intangible charm , and every 
man on the ship, from captain to 
lam p-trim m er, was m adly in. love with 
her before we reached Callao; but I 
was happy in the conviction tha t I was 
the favorite  by odds of a hundred to 
one, for, to  the chagrin of her bearded 
pretenders, she seemed never happy un
less I w as by her side, so on our arrival 
at Callao, w hen she gave me a press
ing inv ita tion  to her approaching wed
ding w ith a lank dude who came off 
to  the ship to  meet her, I, parodizing 
B y ro n :

“Cursed the sea, the land, mankind, 
the skies—

And then I  though t of D onna Julia’s 
eyes.”

But I took it ou t of th a t lantern- 
jawed dude of hers in g rea t shape; 
m entally I inveigled him down into 
the sh ip’s engine-rom , h it him over 
the head w ith a tw enty-four inch 
m onkey-wrench, threw  him in among 
the connecting rods and shaft cranks 
and started  the engine “full speed 
ahead,” reversing them  occasionally to 
grind him up good and fin e ; bu t I was 
at their wedding, had a g rand  time, and 
left it, engaged to half a dozen young 
ladies. I w as getting  corns on my 
heart very early in life, and from then 
on rarely kept track of them .

Again pandem onium  on the wharf 
and in the lighters, w ith the ill-natured 
perspiring passengers and their mis-
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cellaneous baggage, and away over the 
placid w aters of the bay to where great 
columns of smoke were rolling skyward 
from the funnels of the Pacific Steam 
Navigation Company’s steamer, “Val
divia”, and aboard.

I am not a regular first-class passen
ger this trip, bu t am to all intents and 
purposes to be treated as such, for I 
have paid quarter fare, not to the “P.
S. N. C.” by any means, for I am 
learning how to tra v e l; but to Billy 
W ilson, the ship’s chief steward, add
ing in the same direction another ten 
dollar gold piece to Castaneda’s 
through steerage ticket; all of which 
his majesty, the pursuer, over a round 
of soft drinks on shore, assured us 
would be good for first-class fare to 
our destination, w ith a state-room at 
least to Guayaquil, and all the way to 
Callao, providing an extraordinary 
number of passengers did not join the 
ship at the first mentioned port.

W hat would the Consul think of my 
stealthy departure? Well, it was none 
of his business anyhow. I left a note 
for him w ith the hotel-keeper, to be de
livered after the ship sailed; but I felt 
mean for not having frankly told the 
kindly gentlem an good-bye, fearing 
tha t he would try  • to  stop me, which 
would not have been the case, as he 
afterw ards assured me.

W ith  scarcely a ripple on the glisten
ing surface of the bay, we glided away 
with the Island on our larboard, to 
my surprise. W hy, I know not, but I 
have never left the bay of Panama for 
either north or south without feeling 
like telling the skipper that the land 
was on the w rong side of us, and that 
we were off the track. Panama is the 
only port I ever visited that has made 
this kind of a mess of my geography, 
and I have often wondered if others 
have suffered from the same delusion 
at tha t place.

Soon we have passed the three miles 
limit. Down from the foretop lazily 
floats the red, blue and yellow of 
C olum bia; the cross of Saint George 
flutters to the deck at the stern, and 
we are off for the land where scientific 
common sense sun worship, with all its 
stored garnerings of the ages, and a 
civilization outclassing in glory and 
splendor the vaunted civilization of its 
conquerors, fell, crushed and bleeding 
under the blows of the cross—that ter
rible ham m er of T h o r—torn from the

hill of sorrows to serve as an emblem 
of rapine, treachery, murder and lust 
in the hands of the blody Pizzarro, and 
his pious steel-clad followers, who 
killed for the welfare of their victims’ 
souls.

Steadily the stately vessel sweeps 
ahead over the mercury-like surface of 
the gulf, gently rising and falling on 
the long, scarcely perceptible swell 
coming in from the breathless ocean, 
her passengers massed at the rail, ad
miring an occasional island, flung, prob
ably, from the hand of some angry, pre
historic earthquake, into the seething 
sea ; or here and there a palm-crowned, 
rugged bluff held oceanward on the ex
tended paw of a mighty continent, only 
the discontented grumblings of the tire
less iron giants, frantically twisting the 
polished propeller shaft in the greasy 
depths of the hold, breaking the sol
emn, wonderous stillness, and away in 
the west, on our starboard bow, an 
angry blood-red sun sliding down the 
roof of the sky in a riot of blinding 
colors and tangled clouds—undream- 
able out of the tropics—pallid lights 
materializing in unexpected corners 
about the sh ip ; the star of the evening 
flashing her first silvery signal through 
the upfloating hair of departing day, 
and a bell (on an American ship, it’s 
an infernal Chinese gong), calls us to 
stewed prunes. That’s to say—to 
—well, I mean dinner.

At the time the Americans had much 
to learn from their English cousins re
garding urbanity at sea and marine en
gineering; but, to their credit be it 
said, I have never traveled on an Amer
ican boat that served stewed prunes five 
times a day, year in and year out, nor 
bread baked on a cake of ice in a thun
der storm. Some twenty years later 
I went from New York to Liverpool 
on a famous Cunarder, and the humble 
plate dealers were enthusiastically jug
gling with the same old brand of 
stewed prunes I first met, in force, on 
the “Valdivia,” and expecting “ ’af 
crowns” at every shuffle.

Singing and dancing on deck even
ings, under a cloudless sky, the genial 
skipper, and n a tty  ship’s “hofficers, 
haiding hand habetting hall” kinds of 
fun and entertainm ent; quoit pitching, 
reading, reciting, lounging, promenad
ing and an occasional musical enter
tainment with piano and guitar, dur
ing the day, breaking the monotony of
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eating  stewed prunes, went into the 
makeup of our ship routine under the 
southern cross. At times only low 
white fog banks, resembling a boarding 
house wash hung out to dry, indicating 
the land line on our port bow, and at 
other times showing protruding capes 
so near by that the fierce white fangs 
of the sea, gnawing at the skirts of 
foliage-capped cliffs, were plainly dis- 
cernable; while higher back an almost 
imperceptible blue mountain line, 
washed on the lighter azure of the 
cloudless sky, in ever increasing height, 
until suddenly, away off beyond the 
reaches of lowlands and foothills, in 
mighty graceful curves, piercing layer 
after layer of fleecy clouds, one after 
another appear in the dim distance the 
volcanoes of Pichincha, Atisana and 
Cotopaxi, and higher still, but seeming
ly near enough to reach out and touch 
with one’s hand crowned with the win
ters of a billion years, King of the 
empyrean, silent sentinel of the ages, 
majestic Chimbrazo looks patroniz
ingly down from his cloud-fanned 
throne, twenty-two thousand feet 
above the ship’s deck, and smiles at our 
microbian insignificance.

Nightly, Castaneda and myself, with 
a pillow each from our state-room, slept 
on deck near the wheel house, to catch 
the benefit of the soft breeze created 
by the ship’s speed, and be handy for 
a glorious salt-water bath at the nozzle 
of the deck-washers’ hose, in the “wee 
sma’ hours”, I generally dropping off 
into forgetfulness, wondering what 
“those boys” were doing at home, or 
why God had paid so little attention 
to the symmetrical arrangement of the 
varied assortment of brass tacks that 
decorated the cloudless overhead arch; 
and at midnight of the fourth day from 
Panama, as if in a cloudless dream, I 
heard above me from the bridge, and 
from the wheel house:

“Hard a port!”
“Hard a port, sir.”
“Steady!”
“Steady, sir.”
“Starboard!”
"Starboard, sir.”
“Steady!”
“Steady, sir.”

and then I sprang to my feet, yelling 
for Castaneda, and rubbing my eyes 
to assure myself I was not dreaming, 
for the ship was rushing like a race
horse through a night-shadowed wil

derness; great, dim, vine-laden arms of 
trees reaching toward us, as if bent on 
snatching us from the deck as we 
glided by them. Port, starboard ; star
board and port, all through the long 
morning watches, startled flocks of 
wild birds flying screaming landward 
in the dank, clammy darkness, and the 
shadow of Chimbrazo, limned through 
the mists, seemingly perpendicular 
above, and w atching for an opportunity 
to fall on u s ; and at dawn, shaving a 
fog-wrapped hill on our right, where 
the sweet tones of a bugle sounds the 
revielle, as we drop anchor in the 
stream, off narrow, level streets stretch
ing back from the w ater between rows 
of one and two-story ramshackle 
houses, painted in all the colors of the 
spectrum ; and, I have missed, as I 
have always missed, a daylight view of 
the gulf and beautiful river of Guaya
quil.

A nother steam er at anchor material
izes on our port, a cable’s length up 
stream, and from our bridge our Cap
tain y e lls :

“Hello, Bloomfield! T ha t you?” 
“Hello, Jo n e s! Gimme some ice and 

I ’ll let you have a case of the best 
old Scotch you ever sampled.”

“I t’s a go! W hat’s the news South?” 
“Hell to pay, and no pitch h o t; 

Pareja and M endez-Nunnez on the way 
out w ith the Spanish fleet, bent on 
blowing the whole coast into the middle 
of Kingdom come. All hands in Val
paraiso digging trenches and sharpen
ing axes; a gang of confederate Yanks 
in Callao m ounting the big Blakely’s, 
and everything else in the shape of 
water, or steam  pipe th a t will stand 
a charge of powder. Send me a ton of 
ice, and come to breakfast w ith me.” 

“Be over in half an hour. Do you 
think they will fight for sure?”

“Sure pop, if the Spaniard keeps the 
appointment. Everybody, from Payta 
to P unta  Arenas, women included, is 
on the war-path. The Castilian means 
business, as near as I can gather. The 
‘Numancia” is floating P are ja ’s flag. 
Yanks may do something w ith the big, 
smooth bores, but I doubt it. The 
‘Numancia’ carries eight two-hundred 
pounder rifles. Come o v e r! I t  makes 
a fellow hoarse yelling through this 
fog.”

The blazing equatorial sun climbing 
a copper sky gradually drives the drift
ing mists sea and landw ard ; great scat-
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tered banks of them slowly retreating 
to make a last stand, like desperate, de
feated details in the shaded hill-side 
ravines; and across the broad, sluggish 
Stream, a low, green, swamp-like shore 
appears, backed by tier after tier of 
verdant hills, that rise one over the 
other, footstools of mottled green for 
the stupendous volcano.

Alligators resembling drifting logs, 
float by almost within rifle shot from 
the ship, and on the opposite shore sun 
themselves in groups of twos and 
threes, as far above and below as the 
glasses reach. Townward the omni
present white cotton umbrellas, bob
bing about in the hands of “Gringos”* 
over a sweltering sea of ham-colored 
humanity, and about the ship, bum- 
boats loaded with a howling mob of 
female parrot, fruit, curio and cigar 
vendors; shouting their wares; fran
tically gesticulating with fingers and 
expressive smiles and shoulder shrugs, 
to the passengers who spoke no Span
ish ; boatmen fighting like cab-drivers 
for fares between ship and shore; and 
the ceaseless clatter of the brain-rack
ing hoisting winches, punctuated by 
the monotonous “H oist!” and “Lower 
away!*’, of the “Bo’sens” at the hatches 
in care of the incoming and outgoing 
cargo, make up a general ceaseless 
pandemonium.

H ere we load up to the smokestacks 
with coast traders and cattle; the for
mer principally women of the lower 
classes, each the owner of cartloads of 
fruit, chickens, eggs, green vegetables 
and so-forth, for the Peruvian markets, 
being allotted space on deck for them
selves apd wares in every conceivable 
corner, until it was almost impossible 
to get about the ship it was so crowded, 
and the latter, the cattle, being brought 
alongside in lighters, a sling looped 
about their horns, and then by this 
lifted to the gangways of the lower 
decks th a t were fitted with knock-down 
stalls for the trade.

The barbaric splendor of the jewelry 
worn by these m arket women was 
astonishing; and more so when one

*A  nickname apnlied to foreigners in gen
eral throughout Snanish America by the na
tives, much as we aonly “Greaser” to the 
Spanish Americans. It is not Spanish, and 
was derived from the singing of “Green grows 
the rushes O !” by drunken American man- 
o’-wars men on “ shore leave” at Valparaiso 
at the beginning of the last century, the na
tives changing “Green grows” to “Grhigos.”
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was assured that the handsful of flash
ing stones dangling about them were 
all genuine and of the first water. I 
learned it was customary with these 
traders to put all their spare cash into 
diamonds instead of in the savings 
banks (of which there were none at the 
time), and that all a merchant had to 
do was to take a good look at possible 
customers to size them up financially. 
Dun and Bradstreets were not in it. 
Eight Point insert.

This trade seemed to be the prin
cipal business of the steamship com
pany and by the time Old Sol had 
reached the zenith, the stench of the 
crowds became almost unbearable; 
but all shillings smell alike to stock
holders, and soon the little space sup
posed to be sacred to first-class pas
sengers was invaded by bird cages, 
monkeys and itinerant merchants; but 
myself and Castaneda had no kick com
ing, for we felt certain—if our estimate 

. of Billy Wilson and the purser was cor
rect—the P. S. S. Co. would divide very 
little of our coin.

Why an American line of steamers 
never made a bid for the enormous 
trade of this coast is beyond my com
prehension. An American sea cap
tain—if I am not mistaken it was Cap
tain Bloomfield himself—sometime pre
viously, bought out an old tub of a 
side-wheeler and started in opposition 
to the great P. S. N. Co., so successful
ly that they bought him off at his own 
price, making him an admiral of their 
fleet for life. I was told that his ship 
became so popular along the coast that 
he would stop in at more than half the 
ports, just to inform travelers that they 
would have to wait until trip after 
next if they wanted to go with him, 
and that, as a rule, they waited to 
avoid the treatment dispensed to deck 
passengers on the English boats. To
day there are four lines, one English, 
one Chileno and two German on the 
coast, and an opposition would be apt 
to be uphill work; but I believe an 
American line could win out.
' Again on the open sea and south

ward bound, the coast ever increas
ing in barren and fearful ruggedness, 
with the great, bleak, bald Andean 
range looking down at the sea through 
a haze of azure. Hour after hour and 
day after day a bare, brown, verdure
less line of beetling shore cliffs, with 
the ceaseless swell of the ocean batter-
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ing  and th u n d erin g  at their grizzled 
w alls; cut at intervals by emerald val
leys h id ing from  the glisten of the 
sands in the great friendly seams, 
reaching back into the fortress-like 
mountains; and occasionally white vil
lages or isolated houses stuck like toys 
among the palms, or on sun-burnt, 
wind-swept bluffs.

The farther south we go the more 
plentiful become the diminutive “mut
ton leg” sails, dodging in and out of 
coves, or from behind bald islands be
tween us and the shore, and seaward 
an occasional "full rigger" with belly
ing sails appears motionless on the

horizon like a pensive white vested 
senator pondering on the future possi
bilities of humbugging his fellow citi
zens.

Morning, morning, morning, and 
again morning, with the green island of 
San Lorenzo on our starboard, and 
ahead, in the fog on both bows, a for
est of ghost-like masts and spars, rap
idly materializing, and then ker-chug 
goes the great anchor dragging its 
angry, protesting chain after it into the 
boiling water. The reversed propeller 
churns the foam about us; ladders are 
let down and we are at Callao.

(To be continued.)

Socialism and Life
BY J. STITT WILSON, A. M.

Mail all questions or criticisms directly to  Mr. W ilson a t H ighland Home, 
Berkeley, California

THEY say that the first man who 
walked down street on a rainy 

day with an umbrella was arrested for 
blasphemy. The idea of sticking up 
such an obstruction in the face 
of God! If God wanted to rain, let 
Him rain! Take a good wetting and 
be thankful! Don’t have the arrogance 
to "interrupt Nature's divine laws!” 

But after a while people took the 
hint from the blasphemer. They saw 
he had struck a good thing. To be 
able to go out in the wet and yet 
know enough to get in out of the wet 
under an artificial, portable canopy or 
roof—why, that was immense, to be 
sure.

Perhaps the saint who prosecuted the 
umbrella blasphemer was the first to 
take the other fellow’s umbrella—thus 
establishing a precedent for a petty 
crime that remains unpunished to this 
day. At any rate if the “goody- 
goodie” did not take the blasphemer’s 
umbrella they stole his patent and im
proved on it until now you may see 
any day and Sunday, too, the saints all 
equipped with this blasphemous im
provement in interruption or obstruc
tion on God’s ways of just pouring 
water right down on top of you.

We are a funny old race anyway. 
We are in some respects a mob of 
fools. And that is not the worst of it. 
We pride ourselves on our folly and 
boast of it as wisdom. Every advance 
of science, every penetration of spir

itual vision, every insight into a bet
ter social order tha t would add to a 
world’s freedom and happiness, has 
had to run the gauntlet of the wise and 
good, who formerly arrested the man 
with the first umbrella.

One does not know w hether to get 
mad, or to split the sides w ith laugh
ter, or to sit down and weep at these 
recurring exhibitions of m an’s pure 
idiocy, s tru ttin g  about as if it were 
wisdom. Bruno, Galileo, Copernicus 
must suffer the scorn of these con
temptible w izards of folly. Darwin 
must be sneered at, and w ait a half cen
tury  before his genius is recognized. 
Edison is “looney” to the shopm ates of 
his earlier days. Inventions, reform
ers, the advance guard of the race, 
m ust go alone and then return  to a 
hooting, ignorant mob of respectable, 
religious, conservative wiseacres. Lord 
Brougham said he would eat the first 
steamship th a t would cross the A t
lantic. H ad lie had a stom ach to cor
respond w ith his ignorance and stupid 
conservatism, he could certainly have 
accommodated one. Stenhenson’s en
gine was sport for the members of 
Lords and Commons.

W ho has not heard of Darius 
Green’s flying machine, a standing 
joke already prepared for the man who 
even dared to suggest th a t aerial navi
gation m ight be possible. And now 
comes Brisben W alker in the March 
“Cosmopolitan,” talking boldly about
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“T he C onquest of th e  A ir,” and daring 
tw o prophecies ( i )  th a t  within twelve 
m onths (of th is  W o r ld ’s Fair year) 
there w ill be a practicab le  flying ma
chine ; and  (2) th a t  w ith in  twenty-five 
years th e  aerop lane  w ill be the safest 
m eans of tra n sp o rta tio n .

T h e  b lasp h em y ! D id  not God make 
the a ir for b re a th in g  and  cyclones? An 
aeroplane can on ly  be the work of the 
devil! W isd o m  w alks— and grovels— 
it w ould no t dare  th e  air. Leave tha t 
to  fools and  fa n a tic s !

B ut we shall y e t fly. The writer of 
th is artic le , h av in g  a little  of this foo! 
type of m ind  th a t  believes in prog
ress, advancem en t, and triumph of 
mind over m ud, expects one fine day to 
have a “ fly,” say, fo r instance, from 
the B erkeley  H ills  to  the Conable re
trea t. A nd th e re  are others. And lat
er the good and  th e  “wise” will come 
and steal— n o t ou r um brella—but the 
p a ten t on ou r aeroplane. They will 
get on to  the  “p rin c ip le” of the thing— 
and aw ay  th e y ’ll go.

All of w hich is a long preamble, 
which I hope is n o t bad reading, to a 
fu rther suggestion .

T o w alk  ab o u t in the wet without 
an um brella— ! Y ou have heard of the 
man w ho “ d id n ’t  know  enough to 
come in o u t of the  w e t.” Well, they 
are no t all dead yet. T he phrase put 
into m ore classic E nglish  means that 
said m an did n o t know  enough to take 
advantages th a t w ere perfectly appar
ent in order to  im prove his condition 
and c ircum stance and the satisfac
tions of h is Life.

Now, like John  B risben Walker, I 
take to  prophecy.

F i r s t : Before th is  presidential cam
paign year is over thousands upon 
thousands of m en in th is  country will 
question w hether th is  old competitive, 
capitalistic, tru st-cu rsed , strike-ridden 
social o rder is no t a fool thing that 
ought to  be th row n  to  the  rubbish heap 
of history.

S econd : W ith in  twenty-five years
the C o-operative Commonwealth will 
be established in A m erica, and in the 
whole of a sane W este rn  civilization.

Tw o weeks ago in the City of San 
Francisco, a distinguished preacher, 
pastor of one of the largest Presbyte
rian Churches on the coast, attacked 
this proposition of the  Co-operative 
Com m onwealth in the name of God, 
and Jesus, the H oly  Bible', and the

Church—and th e  clergy—especially. 
H e laughed at, tee-hee’d, threatened it, 
belittled i t ;  declared its advocates to 
be “incom peten ts,” who had not pluck 
enough to  face th e  present struggle for 
bread, or w ho having faced it, were 
beaten, and now  wanted the game 
stopped. H e is out in the name of 
Jesus to cap tu re  the man who dares 
to suggest an umbrella, an aeroplane, 
or a co-operative commonwealth. He 
is typical of thousands and tens of 
thousands.

Readers of the  Path-Finder, let me 
tell you to “come in out of the wet.” 
The present competitive capitalistic 
tru s t system  under which you m ust 
make your liv ing is a relic of barbar
ism. I t is asininity . It is economic 
folly. I t  is commercial pendemonium. 
It is industrial hell. It is disorder and 
chaos. I t  is the only considerable an 
archy th a t we have left in the uni
verse so far as we know it. Order— 
system, arrangem ent, organization—is 
heaven’s first law. The seasons do not 
come and go in riotous disorder. W hat 
we call “law ” in the study of science 
is sim ply our discovery that the uni
verse is to  be trusted , that it will not 
fail us, th a t it is not Wall Street, or 
the modern chance to get a living.

The present competitive system is 
w aste incarnate. I t is in some cases 
tom-foolery and imbecility not yet cap
tured or else escaped from some in
sane asylum. H ere comes the laundry 
wagon, ten o thers have passed this 
forenoon. Five have stopped at the 
same flats for five bundles not as big 
as one good bundle all together. And 
since three o’clock this morning sev
enteen different milk men to be tired 
out, and seventeen different wagons to 
rumble on the pavement, and seven
teen faithful anim als to be overworked 
have been try ing  to  deliver seventeen 
quarts of milk to seventeen families in 
one-half block. If this is not idiocy, I 
don’t know it. Butchers, bakers, gro
cers, fruiterers—there they come, five 
of one, eight of another and so on, up 
that little street, delivery wagons al
most colliding, and delivery men meet
ing in every back yard, in laughable 
disorder. A t the other end of the line 
a score of grocers, bakers, butchers, 
competing, so nobly, cutting prices so 
religiously, boasting of their goods and 
prices so hum bly and modestly, ani
mated by such a brotherly, Christlike
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spirit .in diverting trade each from his 
competitor.

And then comes the strike of the 
workers. They want some larger 
share in the profits of this show, if they 
must work under the big tent. And 
then there is the lock-out, and Citi
zens’ Alliances and Employers’ Asso
ciations, mostly made up of very re
ligious and philanthropic people; peo
ple who pray to God, and want to be 
like Jesu s (on Sundays)—like Rocke
feller and Morgan otherwise. These 
collide with the organized working
men in deadly conflict. I am not now 
taking sides. I am simply pointing out 
the folly, the social nonsense, and pain 
of the whole situation. Labor and cap
ital must clash; there is no alternative. 
They are competitors. They are the 
climax of competition. They consti
tute the last term of a struggle every
where present. Their deadly clash all 
over the country is the ultimate of 
a century • of free competition. And 
nothing in the present social system 
can solve or dissolve this inevitable 
conflict.

If we now look over the whole field 
of our competitive nonsense and tragic 
collision of social forces we shall find 
one great “principle” at work, one 
saving aspect. It is the principle of 
co-operation expressed in organized 
form. Capital cannot exist as a power 
except through co-operation of cap
italists. Labor would be a helpless 
creature, a mass of weak and impotent 
victims, if it were not for Union Labor. 
Blatant tyranny of the power of wealth 
over the helpless people would be ram
pant. Co-operation among the labor
ers in an organic form is the mighty 
weapon in their hands to date.

And so it shall be to end this brute 
and idiotic struggle of man against 
man, capitalists and laborers. The 
mightiest discovery of the centuries is 
the power and significance of associa
tion. T)ie discovery of this principle 
needs to be pushed out to the whole 
industrial field, and when this is done 
the world will be launched on a new 
era. The time has come to run our 
great bread-getting, living-getting 
equipment on a CO-OPERATIVE 
basis instead of the present COM
P E T IT IV E  and monopolistic basis. 
Let us put up our umbrella. I t  will 
not hurt God. It will help men as 
nothing has done in human history.

It is a singular thing that in the 
number of the Cosmopolitan to whicii 
I have referred, in which the editor 
prophesies so enthusiastically concern
ing the airship, that the very next ar
ticle should be a critic’s article on So
cialism. The writer, Max Nordan, 
seeks to make w hat seems to him a 
case against the Socialists as dream
ers and theorists. But at the opening 
he makes the confession that “this in
definable theory has had practical ef
fects which cannot be denied by even 
the b itterest enemies of Socialism, ef
fects which am ount to a revolution in 
the economic conditions, in the politi
cal and social life and in the views of 
mankind, and all w ithin a compara
tively short time.” F urther on he de
clares with us Socialists that ^an  im
provem ent of the economic condition 
of the poor is only possible by a COL
L E C T IV E  effort.” And his last sen
tence he consents to our hope and 
boasts as we seldom would attem pt to 
do. H e w rite s : ^“Socialism will alSB 
as* an impulse and force, and bring 
about be tter conditions of life among 
mankind. This, we can safely proph
esy, for in spite of its theoretical ab
surdity  it has already in th irty  years 
w rought greater am eliorations than all 
the wisdom of statesm en and philos-B 
ophers of thousands of years.” That 
makes me think of th a t umbrella 
again. The um brella man is a blas
phemer, and a theorist bu t his inven-, 
tion keeps off the ra in ! If  any one has 
any theory  which in th irty  years can 
work greater am elioration than the' 
work of the w isest men for 1000 y e a rs ^  
I move th a t they be fully adopted. •

B ut Socialism is not a fact any
where today. And if the advocacy of 
its principles, its presence as a propo
sition am ong its opponents, its inspir
ing and hope-giving result among the 
people has such an effect, who can im
agine w hat the social and economic 
results would be to all the people if 
this trem endous power of the princi
ple of Co-operation found expression 
in the organization of the whole peo
ple. •

Co-operation and organization are 
the m ightiest of social forces.' They 
can do little bu t h u rt us, and enslave 
us if used by the few for the few. We 
cannot oerm it such untold power to 
be used by private individuals for their 
own private ends. W e, the people,
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must take the reins and drive such 
powers ourselves.

Don’t laugh at Socialism. Socialism 
is the hope of the world. Socialism is 
the principle of Co-operation organized 
by the whole people, and finding its ex
pression through the regularly organ
ized forms of government. Govern
ment is our committee to conduct our

social affairs. A t present a few com
mercial filibusters, and industrial buc
caneers are controlling our govern
ment for their own private ends. Let 
the people control instead and estab
lish the Co-operative Commonwealth.

Come in out of the wet!—if you 
know enough. Some people don’t. 
Socialism is the social umbrella.

Hoosier Paths
blazed by d. h . smoke, m. d.

A S P R IN G T ID E  VISION.

I T IS, then, full of suggestion, this 
beloved N a tu re ; thoughts stream 

from a leaf and memories from a violet, 
and sudden aspirations come with the 
flight of a bird.”—Stanton Kirkham 
Davis.

The magic of eternal renewal is 
again tugging a t the strings of human 
hearts and roseate pictures are limned 
upon the scrolls of souls attuned to the 
awakening beauty th a t sweeps in re
sistless waves around our zone.

It is as if the sp irit of Frostland and 
the angel of the tropics had joined 
hands to enact a dram a of beauty, the 
sunshine of the la tte r melting the frost 
of the form er, and out of the fairy 
m atrix of th is elfin stream  there troops 
the endless procession of a growing 
loveliness th a t th rils in exquisite meas
ure through the universal heart of the 
race.

Countless m illions of sunbeams— 
golden light-shafts let loose from the 
quiver of Infinite Love, awaken life in 
every nook and cranny, and equip the 
armies of the Spring  for their wonted 
campaign of beauty  in the world.

A t the w izard touch of these weap
ons of Love there springs the tender 
blade of grass and leaf-buds swell with 
promise of verdant, shadowy foliage; 
fruit-buds enlarge w ith growing prom
ise of color and perfume, and floral 
seeds and rootlets s tir  deep within their 
centers as the w arm th  of the season’s 
fire touches the heart of their being.

The brow n acorn nestling down into 
earth’s friendly bosom  dreams of 
looming high tow ard  the clouds, his 
w ide-spreading branches sheltering 
many a feathered w arbler, while on the 
grass beneath the ir shade there rests 
the w eary tra v e le r ; or, carrying her 
dream fu rther she feels her timbers sail

the briny deep while singing waves 
lap in rhythm ic music against this 
dream-ship’s fairy hull, and all because 
a golden shaft of light gave her a part
ing shot as she sunk beneath the soil 
on her tree-w ard journey.

The cheery robin, with breast aflame 
with ruddy, sun-fire hues, pipes early 
and late of the joy the season brings. 
The blue-bird, like a tiny bit of winged 
sky, tw itters a kindred note to red
breast’s song, completing a duet in 
color and in melody that has never 
grown old in a thousand centuries of 
springs.

This is resurrection time; the trump 
of whistling winds has blown the call, 
and hybernation’s realm is all agog 
from gnat to bat, from bat to bear the 
endless retinue joins the advancing 
armies of the year to make an annual 
march up the spiral of evolution.

Under the withered leaves of last 
year's low-lying crop the passing arbu
tus beckons w ith fragrant signal the 
oncoming violet, and everywhere with 
tint of sky the shy flowerets answer the 
season’s roll call.

The days lengthen one by one that 
more and more of this loveliness may 
be crowded into the shifting calendar. 
W iden, widen out. oh! fragrant, shin
ing hours, that all may catch the in
spiration of beau ty ’s call to sons of 
men.

An apple bough in bloom, a breath 
of lilac on the air. and the mind’s eye 
runs riot as imagination pictures the 
loves of m ating birds amid the leaves 
of these twin nesting places. Listen 
as they sing, their very souls afire w ith 
the ecstasy of the thought that haunts 
the hearts of even human lovers, and 
finds best expression in that best of 
lover’s words—together.

The soft clouds troop in fleecy flocks, 
while everywhere about there hangs a
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curtain of d ream y  haze, behind w hich 
the gods w ork  o u t the miracles of the  
passing tim e. H ere  are forged the 
deep, ru m b lin g  thunder-bolt and th e  
flashing sc im eta r of the ligh tn ing . 
Here, too, a re  w rought upon m agic 
trestle-board  designs for w ork of 
beauty  and of use, as one m ay easily  
see who feasts  h is eye upon the lan d 
scape around.

H ere are  p lan n ed  the econom ics of 
N atu re’s k ingdom  in this q uarter o f h er 
domain, even dow n to sm allest th ings. 
The dandelion  shall pay his annual 
tribu te  of go ld , and  the dew its daily  
tax  of d iam onds. The river and lake 
shall pay  t i th in g  of m oisture to  the  
goddess of sh o w e rs ’ and the tiny  b rook
let fu rn ish  tran sp o rta tio n  to flow er 
seeds d estined  to  travel afar.

W here  sha ll o u r  fancy ha lt in its  
jo u rn ey ?  W h e re  shall it re s t?  A  
thousand  th em es p resen t the ir g low in g  
insp irations. R ocks, m utely eloquent, 
appeal fo r n o tice , the  m ulti-varied  in 
sect w orld  h u m s an invitation  to  m y  
pen, b u t a  la rg e r  them e, echoing from  
hum an h ea rts , say s , “w rite of m e,” and 
so m y vision  m oves on to  the  w orld  of 
men.

" In  sp rin g  th e  you n g  m an’s fancy  
L ig h tly  tu rn s  to  though ts of love,”

S ang  th e  p o e t, w ho , ou t of sw eet ex 
perience, knew . Since ever th e  race  
began— since e v e r  its  capacity  to  g ive 
and receive h a v e  m anifested , th e  p a s
sion of love h a s  overpow ered everv  
o th e r em otion  a n d  filled the w orld  w ith  
beau ty  an d  h a rm o n y .

T o  th e  m an  a n d  w om an, to  th e  boy  
and  g irl, in  love  there  com es th a t  
nam eless so m e th in g  w hich confers 
g race  and  b e a u ty  upon ev e ry th in g  in 
n a tu re  in c lu d in g  th e  race itself. T h e  
skies g ro w  b lu e r, th e  s ta rs  b rig h te r , th e  
sun sh in e  m o re  effu lgent, th e  so n g s of 
th e  b ird s  m d re  m elodious, th e  m o tives 
of m en h ig h e r  a n d  purer, an d  ev ery  
w here  th is  e n la rg e d  vision of th e  good , 
u n til th e  w o rld  fa ir ly  teem s w ith  it.

T h u s  is th e  com m on tra n sm u te d  in to  
th e  sub lim e an d  th e  beau tifu l, an d  th e  
race  c lim bs to  n e w  v ictories, an d  new  
hopes a rise  as  th e  m agic finger o f th e  
sp rin g -tim e  to u c h e s  the h e a r ts  o f m en 
an d  th in g s. T h u s  shall th e  w o rld  m ove 
u p  th e  scale  o f e te rna l p ro g re ss  in 
sp ired  fo rev er b y  th e  siren  m u sic  of th e  
h a rp  of love, s t ru n g  to  h a rm o n y  an d  
b e a u ty  in h u m a n  hearts .
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AND OTHERS W HEN ALL 
OTHER METHODS HAD FAILED

A N A T U R A L  
U N C O O K E D  FO O D  

R E A D Y  T O  EA T .
Made F rom  WHOLE W HEAT B lended Witl 

FRUIT ar.d N U TS. ,

f N A T U R E 'S  I D E A L  FO O D .
r Cures m ost obstinate stom ach troubles by giving 

the  over-worked digestive organs a  complete and 
^'luxurious rest. Pleasant, palatable, satisfying and 

economical—a  food for every member of the family.
A  N A T U R A L  L A X A T I V E .

MASCERATED WHEAT never fails to  cure constipa^ _ 
ti »n. Cleanses the system. Sweetens and purifies the i 
breath. Brightens the eyes. Clears the complexion.

HARMONIZES THE HUMAN SYSTEM,
Restoring norm al health and norm al w eight, a  gain of j 
41 lbs. in  a  th in  person and loss o f  83 lb s .in  a fleshy per-  ̂
son is  vouched for. Increases grow th  of s tun ted  children. 1 

Testim onials w ithout num ber to  prove every claim u 
made. W rite fo • convincing proofs. MASCKRATED 1 
WHEAT is  guaran teed  to  benefit any a iling  person or I 
mon3y refunded. Refer to  any bank in  Kansas City. f 

P u ti ip in  6 lb. doable  cloth sacks, enough fo r 30 days. 1 
Price, express paid, 81 east Rocky M ountains, $1.50 west, f 
Directions fo r raw  food diet, etc., accom pany each sack.

BYRON TYLER. Mfr.,
7 0 7  R idge  Bu ild ing, K A N S A S  C ITY . M O . (

Tl)e menial Science College, Seattle, Wasii.
Prof. Knox, one of the most noted and suc

cessful teachers, lecturers and healers in the 
world today, will open the Fifth annual two- 
month’s term of his college July ist, 1904, 
instructing each student how to teach, lecture 
and heal. The demand for competent men and 
women to fill these positions is not greater tban 
the supply. Positions guaranteed to all who 
can demonstrate the principles of Mental 
Science. A diploma will be issued to each 
student taking the full course. It is easier to 
succeed than it is to fail. Only a limited num
ber can yet enter this class. Enroll now and 
printed lessons will De furnished you until July 
ist without extra charge. For further infor
mation address 773 Harrison St., Seattle, Wash.

H Y G I E N E
Advice given by mail upon m atters relating 

to the preservation of health and the cure of 
disease without the use of drugs. Full instruc
tions in pen-written letters directly from my 
own hand. Success assured. Terms $1.00  per 
letter. Address

D . H . S N O K E , M . D „
921 Indiana Avenue, Indianapolis, Ind.
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