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The Incentive

M il. C. NEWTON LOSS, of Eti- 
wanda, Cal., Ls a frequent caller 

at the home of the editor. Mr. Ross has 
been in this portion of California for 
about twenty-four years. He owns a 
forty-acre ranch upon which grow some 
of the finest oranges and almost all other 
kinds of fruits to be found in the State; 
still Mr. Ross has not acquired a bank 
account of the voluminous proportions 
that a man should attract to himself dur
ing nearly a quarter of a century of 
liard, intelligent, persevering labor. Mr. 
Ross is an exceptionally bright and 
progressive man. At one time he was a 
well-rounded-up pillar in the Presbyter
ian church, but somehow, unlike most of

our Prcsbyti-rian friends, he got to 
thinking a few thoughts for himself. 
This thinking proeess carried our deal- 
brother, for a time, to the other extreme, 
so he landed among the Atheists, but 
still inclined to think. To think con
stantly is to grow. To grow is to find 
some of the real truths which build for 
the betterment of the individual and of 
the race; so at this writing it is not sur
prising that, brother Ross should feel 
more or less of a friendly interest in 
some of the things that appear in the 
columns of this magazine, and we pre
dict. should Mr. Ross continue to think 
for himself, that the time is not far dis
tant when he will be a full-fledged Path 
Finder.

But all this is purely incidental to 
what I started out to say. Believing 
that Mr. Ross was competent to give me 
some information relative to some of the 
underlying (if there are any) reasons 
that would ordinarily induce a person to 
establish a colony in Southern Califor
nia, I recently asked him what incentive 
there was for me or any one else to un
dertake such a proposition. I had learn
ed that during the past few years, the 
fruit growers of Southern California 
had fallen far short of making expenses 
and that many of them were tearing up 
their orange groves and starting chicken 
ranches in order to make both ends meet. 
Hence the propounding of this query. 
I had also learned that the amount of 
water required to operate a ten-acre or
chard as given by the average real es
tate man, would not wet an ordinary tin 
whistle twice a week, so it is not at all 
strange if I should grow a little skepti
cal concerning colony resources in this 
particular latitude.

Mr. Ross’ reply is as follows:
Etiwanda, Cal., Jan. 11, 1905.

D e a r  C o n a b l e :—This in answer 
to your question, “ What incentive, 
aside from mere climatic conditions,
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Is there to hold a man in Califor
nia?”

“ Mere climatic conditions!” 
Lord bless your soul, man! Are you 
often afflicted with such spells? Or 
is this a mere lapse of sanity—a re
sult of your indisposition, soon to 
pass away ? Let us hope so.

Think of months of freeze and 
thaw, of blizzards, snow, hail, slush, 
mud; of being housed up and 
breathing foul air—or freeze—fol
lowed by months of sunstroke by 
day and swelter by night; cyclones 
hurling you into the next county or 
eternity any moment; thunder and 
lightning enough to scare you “ bug- 
house ; ”  no rest of body or peace of 
mind or conscience—“ frenzied” 
climate!

Compare this with California, 
where the sun always shines, and 
the birds always sing, and the flow
ers always bloom; where the starry 
heavens are the grandest sight mor
tal eyes ever vazed upon; where 
the most luscious fruits grow under 
the sun, or on the face of the earth, 
are in greatest abundance; with the 
ocean waves at your door; with 

. mountain scenes beyond compare 
before your eyes; with vine-clad cot
tages nestling among beautiful ever
green trees, shrubbery and flowers, 
and with pure air wafted in from 
sea by day and mountain by 
night, that you may breathe and 
enjoy life in its fulnass; with deep 
thinkers on every ist, ism or ology 
the earth has £ver known; with 

the handsomest men and the most 
beautiful women' in the world— 
loving souls around you everywhere.

“ What incentive aside from m ere  

clim a tic  conditions?” Great God. 
man, what do you want? Baked 
apple dumplings and pumpkin pies 
grown on bushes?

“ And there was silence in heaven 
for the space of half an hour.”

Very truly yours,
C. N e w t o n  R o s s .

Now, that is a beautiful picture, isn’t 
it, of Southern California? And it is 
all true, too.

'What more do I want? Not very 
much.

I might possibly contest Mr. Ross’

o
claims regarding the beautiful moun
tain scenery here, for I spent eight years 
in the shadow of Pike’s Peak and came 
directly here from the Ozarks, and the 
mountain - scenery of Southern Califor
nia is no more to be compared with 
either the Rocky Mountains or the 
Ozarks than are the prairie dog houses 
on the plains of Kansas to the Cumber
land range. Aside from this slight error 
I am willing to accept friend Ross’ state
ment as accurate in its entirety, even 
admitting that there is an occasional 
handsome man in the state, though im
ported. Of course the women are all 
beautiful and loving. They always are 
—everywhere—bless their hearts.

I am willing to admit that a man in 
his sane senses should want but little 
outside our friend’s menu for daily 
consumption; still I feel that I should 
provide for emergencies in case a family 
came to my colony that would insist on 

• having a drink of water occasionally. 
There are the trees, the flowers, the 
fruit, the vegetables, the ocean, the air, 
the sun, but what availeth all this if 
you have to take your crops to a China
man to be irrigated as he does his laun
dry, before you can raise sufficient fruit 
to keep the railroad companies out of 
the poor-house, saying nothing about 
yourself?

The water proposition in Southern 
California makes any sort of fruit or 
grain growing prohibitory if a man 
wants anything more than a bare sub
sistence. If he is satisfied with air and 
salt water and flowers and sunshine, 
then it is all right. All of. this suits me 
personally mighty well, though I must 
say that I do long for an occasional drink 
of water that is not heavily alkalied or 
all the life elements extracted through 
the process of distillation.

Right here I am going to say a word 
about distilled water. I have been do
ing some investigating and I find that 
there is not the slightest nutrition in dis
tilled water; and it is merely wet; that 
it will h ill all plant life that depends 
wholly upon it. Any one can prove this.
I was a distilled water advocate for some 
time. I even went so far as to induce 
a friend to invent a water still for me, 
but I have changed my mind since I have 
become familiar with the stuff after 
being analyzed and know what it will do
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to other kinds of life. The inside of my 
own body feels as though all the vital 
energy was extracted. 1  am convinced 
that it is because of the free and con
stant use of distilled water during the 
past six months. Not another drop of 
distilled water will come into my house.
If 1 can do no better I shall drink or
ange juice the rest of my days, though 
too much of this Is not altogether de
sirable. Distilled water will ruin both 
the stomach and kidneys if you stick to 
it long enough. I am willing to admit, 
however, that a little distilled water ae;s 
as a kidney purifier, but the line must In
drawn very sharply. It is better to do 
the purifying in some other way.

I am mighty glad the Patent Office of
ficials were of the opinion that some of 
the improvements on my proposed still 
might be an infringement on patents 
already granted.

With the present raid on railroad 
rates that is being engineered from the 
White House, it is possible that Cali
fornia fruit growers may yet be able to 
receive a fair profit on their investments 
and labor. It is certainly to be hoped 
that this will be the ultimate. Other
wise there is little prospect for the near 
future. Some growers have to pay from 
$40 to $75 per acre per year for the use 
of scarcely enough wafer to stir up a 
good mess, of hog feed.

Water (or lack of it) and freight 
rates are doing Southern California to a 
finish.

Still one has the odor of the orange 
blossom and seventeen different kinds of 
lectures and lessons on occult sciences 
with which to brace one up; a couple of 
vegetarian cafes and—The Path-Finder. 
What more can a sane man want or 
desire ? __________

Destroyed at the Dawn 
o f Promise

T HE above is the heading over an edi
torial article in a New York paper, 

a portion of which reads as follows:
“ It is estimated that between 400 

and 500 children were lost in the 
Slocum disaster, the equivalent of 
the total child population of a city 
of 2,000 or 2,500 inhabitants. While 
this number is small in comparison 
with the entire infant mortality for 
a year of a city like New York, it is 
great in a broader social sense.

“ Children that succumb to dis
eases represent, in a loose way, the 
elimination of the physically unlit., 
or less fit; but the principle of the 
survival of the fittest does not apply 
in a case like this. These young 
lives were not destroyed as a con
sequence of physical incapacity to 
survive iu the ordinary struggle for 
existence.

“ And who can estimate the po
tential loss to society of their de
struction? Who cau know bow 
many embryo leaders of men and of 
human thought were obliterated iu 
this catastrophe—a poet perhaps, an 
artist, a captain of industry, a sol- 

' dier, a financier, a philosopher, a 
scientist, a statesman, a scholar?”
Now, that all reads veiy nicely and 

looks very proper in newspaper type— 
to the person who never stops to think 
or analyze a proposition.

Of course we all deplore the occur
rence of such tragedies as befell the ex
cursion party on the steamer Slocum in 
New York harbor. At first glance the 
thing seems dreadful and we at once be
gin to look for the cause of such fatali
ties, and question whether or not the Al
mighty has not overstepped liis prerog
ative, and committed a mighty mean act 
in destroying so many apparently in
nocent and helpless children in so fright
ful a manner.

Most people charge up the “ crime” 
to the officers of the Slocum and the 
government ship inspectors who are al
leged to have failed to do their duty in 
the matter of properly investigating and 
condemning this particular boat.

Now, is any one foolish enough to 
suppose for a moment that any person 
ever lost Ids life in any way, through 
the negligence or carelessness of another, 
or that death ever comes to any one ex
cept that the Ego is ready to leave the 
body? If so, then there is a vast field 
of virgin soil that needs cultivating 
veiy badly.

Among the dead resulting from the 
Slocum disaster, taken from the water, 
was a little babe. No one gave a thought 
other than that life in this little form 
was extinct. But soon the little fellow 
set up a yell and to the amazement of 
every one here was a veiy live baby. 
How, and by what means its life was
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.aved no mortal could conceive. The 
simple fact was the Ego in this particu
lar little body was not ready to leave 
it and therefore life was preserved. And 
so it is always—death never comes ex
cept the time has arrived when the Ego 
—the Inner and Ever Living Life—is 
ready to withdraw. No power on earth 
could have destroyed this little babe, and 
no power on earth could have saved the 
lives of those destroyed. There were 
reasons why the Inner Life should with
draw, so death came to the physical 
bodies. The same in the case of the Iri- 
quois disaster; the same in all cases of 
death by so-called accident or otherwise.

Then you are a fatalist, Conable, are 
you? By no means. We only attract 
death to us when we fail to give the In
ner Life what it demands. In the case 
of these children that perished, the in
habiting Egos knew that the experiences 
they demanded could not be had in 
these bodies, hence these bodies were de
stroyed. Some other physical form 
might be led to drop itself in front of a 
swift-flying locomotive, thus causing 
death. Another form might be led to do 
the same thing and be saved in some 
“ miraculous” way. This would be for 
the purpose of a w a k en in g  the physical 
body to a realization of its responsibil
ity in life. Should the lesson of these 
awakenings not be heeded, then death 
would soon follow. But there is never 
a withdrawal on the part of the Inner 
Life from the physical body, when the 
latter is being made clean and perfect, 
and the presence of the Inner Life is be
ing fully recognized. Death comes only 
in the presence of physical failure. 
When death comes we demonstrate the 
fact that we are no longer fit to live. We 
have made the home of the Spirit unin
habitable by the grossness of our me
thods of living. This grossness may be 
hereditary or acquired, it matters not; 
we are made responsible just the same.

“ The sins of the parents are visited 
upon the children unto the third and 
fourth generation.” This is true, but it 
is possible for us to eliminate all pre
natal negative environments and so per
fect our bodies that the Spirit will stay 
with ns indefinitely. In other words, 
the Spirit can never be crowded out of 
a body against its will or desire, and 
death never occurs except it is planned

and pre-arranged by the inhabiting Ego 
oi Spirit.

So, let the Slocums come and the Slo
cums go; let earth-quakes rend the sfil 
beneath our feet; let there be ship
wrecks and tidal waves; let the holo
caust leap into our chamber windows-, 
let us drop from the roof of the twenty- 
story sky scraper—life will still be pre
served unless we have ceased to be fit to 
live.

It is optional with us whether we live 
or die—that is, we may preserve life 
just as long as we care to—by pcitect- 
ing the body and bringing it into har
monious relationship with the Inner 
Life—the Spirit—the Divine Self.

Man may feel the pressure of the 
hangman’s noose around his neck, and 
step on the very trap that is to launch 
him helhvard, but unless the Ego is 
ready to step out and has planned for it, 
there will be some sort of intervention to 
stay death. If not, then you may know 
that the man’s hour has arrived and all 
the powers in both heaven and hell can
not save him. A messenger from the 
Governor with a reprieve, saddled to the 
swiftest steed, may be sent flying to the 
doomed man, but unless the Ego wishes 
to stay the proceedings, there will be no 
delay. The messenger will arrive too 
late. The Ego will already have with
drawn].

We may prate all we have a mind to 
about “ what might have been” had it 
not been for these “ premature” dealhs, 
but there is no such thing as premature 
death except as we ourselves enforce it. 
We enforce death because of physical 
negligence, and in no other way. We 
attract death because of the imperfec
tion of our physical bodies.

The Slocum was not at fault. It was 
simply the medium utilized for the re
lease of a lot of weary Souls.

Dr. Newton Believes in Spirits
R. HEBER NEWTON, the noted 
New York Episcopal clergyman, has 

been saying something “ out of meet
ing,” according to New York dispatches. 
Dr. Newton has long been conspicuous 
before the public because of his so-called 
liberal views concerning modern religi
ous dogmas; still he has persistently 
clung to the church, for what particular 
reason the good Lord only knows. Dr.
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Newton recently attended the New 
Thought convention held in St. Louis, 
and was prominently mentioned in con
nection with the Presidency of this so
ciety, but wiser heads prevailed. Dr. 
Newton is a brainy, thinking man, but 
he must fully renounce the devil and all 
his works before he can be taken in
to full fellowship with a modern New 
Thought organization. New Thought 
and an Episcopalian do not hitch up 
well together. It is too much like put
ting a thoroughbred Kentucky brood 
mare alongside a Rocky Mountain burro.
I have never been a New Thoughter, but 
I have been an Episcopalian and I know 
just how little and insignificant I used 
to feel, and how I longed to be some
thing big and respectable. True, I was 
editing a newspaper at the time, and 
that was a step upward—away from the 
funny Apostles’ Creed, intoned through 
the catarrhal cavities of an ‘igh church 
disciple. I was doing baritone work in 
front of a big pipe organ and I thought 
I was a bigger man than the Bishop him
self. Years later I looked back and dis
covered for the first time how insignifi
cantly little both of ms were. But I re
formed as speedily as possible. The last 
I heard of the Rector he was still suck
ing the same old pipe in his study and 
telling his congregation the same old lot 
of stale jokes, without any h’s, twice on 
Sunday and once every Wednesday 
evening, year in and year out.

So, when I hear of an Episcopal 
clergyman who has really allowed him
self the privilege of thinking an original 
thought, like Heber Newton, I am ready 
to believe that the millenium is in close 
proximity.

According to the dispatches, Dr. New
ton thus discourses :

“ The belief in the existence of 
unseen spirits and of their power of 
communication with us in the flesh 
is one of the oldest, most wide
spread and most insistent beliefs of 
man, and it has been revived 
strangely in our day.

“ For the first time in the history 
of man, these powers have been 
scientifically investigated in our 
day. Already the result is that a con
siderable number of eminent men of 
science have had the courage to 
avow that, after allowing for illu

sion, fraud and even’ possible hypo
thesis of interpretation, they have 
been driven up to the ultimate solu
tion of the problem—belief in act
ual communication of the spirits of 
those whom we call ‘dead’ with the 
living.

“ The possibilities of mental 
medicines are only being opened. 
Philosophic idealism is receiving 
vindication such as it never had be
fore. Religious faith is finding its 
true foundations in the recognition 
of man as a spiritual being; as a be
ing who has had dominion over na
ture given to him; as a child of a 
vaster Spiritual Being, the Lord of 
All Life. One belief absolutely es
sential to ethics—immortality—is 
coming within the ken of scientific 
demonstration. This Is the potency 
and promise of psychic research.”

Now, this is all right, except that Dr. 
Newton makes the same mistake that 
thousands of other “ new converts” do 
who have suddenly awakened to a full 
realization that the plan of life and 
growth and unfoldment is based upon 
the simplest of processes, none of which 
are the handiwork of physical
man, and none of which have
ever been delegated to physical man for 
either their execution or carrying into 
effect.

Ever since the creation of animate 
life has the knowledge existed that there 
is life after death. Ever since man’s ad
vent into the evolutionary' processes of 
growth has the knowledge existed that 
the so-called Spirits of the dead could 
be brought within the scope of our 
vision. That is, the Spirits of some of 
the dead-̂ not all. Why not all? Be
cause the Spirits residing in bodies that 
have lived in exalted Spiritual con
sciousness on this earth are raised to 
such a high plane after the body is sur
rendered that not even the most acute 
occult vision can discern them. But any 
of us can see sufficient to possess oursel
ves of the knowledge that there is life 
after death, and it has not taken a mod
ern psychic research society to prove 
this fact either. As stated before, this 
knowledge is as old as the race of man 
itself, though it has been withheld from 
our slow-poking ministers of the gospel
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—a class that should have been in pos
session of this knowledge among the 
very first.

But none of the truths of life are 
withheld from any one who cares to see. 
The blind can see and the deaf can hear 
—provided they desire to, but the desire 
must be strong enough to insure the un- 
foldment of the sense faculties to the 
degree that makes seeing and hearing 
possible. This is neither difficult nor un
usual.

It is certainly gratifying to note the 
progress being made by certain portions 
of the “ religious” faith, but these new 
recruits to Nature’s processes must not 
get the idea that they are giving any
thing new to the world, for they are 
not. Simply because the awakening has 
just come to them does not signify that 
all the rest of the world has been liv
ing in ignorance and blindness all these 
years.

Dr. Newton is a valuable accession to 
the cause of truth, but he is in posses
sion of nothing new, and nothing that 
any individual cannot ascertain for him
self and prove beyond all question. But 
what Dr. Newton has ascertained is but 
the merest shadow of the great truths 
that await all those who will delve in 
the deeper channels of the so-called my
steries of life. Let him go into the sil- 
-ence of his own chamber and there seek 
the wisdom in the possession of the In
ner Self and he will discover something 
worth finding out.

The Beef Trust*
HE Los Angeles Examiner thus dis

courses editorially concerning the 
Beef Trust:

There was a great strike against 
the Beef Trust this summer. The 
men wanted higher wages. They 
said it was costing them more than 
ever to live. . The Beef Trust won 
the fight. But it lost a lot of money 
in the struggle. Twice, since the 
strike has been lost, the price of 
beef has been raised. And the butch
er must buy his beef from the 
Trust for the man who eats it. And 
the man who eats it must pay the 
advanced price, when the supply 
is no less than a year ago. The Trust 
is making the consumer pay for its 
negro strike breakers, its guards’

and lawyers’ fees in getting out in
junctions.

That is what the Trust is doing 
to the man who eats. The man 
that starves does not enter into the 
Trust’s economic scheme.
That the Beef Trust has dealt unfair

ly and unjustly with its employes no 
one questions, but to make such a great 
fuss over the fact that the price of meat 
has been put up, and its use is being 
made prohibitory in the families of the 
poor man, is practically on a par with 
the claim that might be made that the 
whisky trust treats its employes unfair
ly because the price of whisky is put to 
a prohibitory point—beyond the reach 
of the laboring man.

The constant use of meat is quite as 
harmful to the consumer as is the con
stant use of alcoholic beverages. Meat- 
eating is the basis of nearly every form 
of disease. The poison generated in the 
body of an animal by fright when the 
slaughtering takes place is more deadly 
in its effects than alcohol can possibly 
be. In addition to this, meat-eating 
creates a desire for stronger stimulants 
—for the indulgence of excesses of every 
kind of an abnormal character.

It were well if the Beef Trust continu
ed to put up the price of its products; 
make it so high that only the “ aristo
cracy” can indulge in the “ luxury.” 
Workingmen would be a thousand times 
better off if they never ate a single 
pound of meat. There would be happier 
homes, more prosperity, and the prob
lems of life affecting each individual 
would be more easily solved. The brain 
is made clearer, the mind becomes more 
active and it is much easier for the in
dividual to raise himself out of the bonr 
dage of oppression.

Inasmuch as the individual must find 
his own outlet to a higher state of 
growth and development, it were well 
that he let escape no resources that will 
aid him in the consummation of the work 
in hand.

There is nothing in the world that 
will keep a man and his family so per
sistently down in the dregs of ill health 
and poverty as the constant use of meat. 
Meat-eating is directly or indirectly the 
cause of ninety per cent, of the ills of 
life. If the race never saw another 
pound of meat, the second and third



generations would display marvelous 
physical and intellectual development, 
and a degree of spiritual attainment 
such as the world has never known.

■ W e must all start in at the root of the 
evil. The race cannot be emancipated 
through the medium of either the sword 
or the ballot. It is purely a matter of 
individual growth—helping one’s self. 
How can we do this? Simply by chang
ing our mode of living. By living clean, 
pure, wholesome lives; eating nothing 
that has died and smells badly; purify
ing the body, thus purifying and streng
thening the mind; recognizing always 
that we are a part of the great Universal 
Creative Energy, and that the Universe 
holds in its hand all that we need for our 
comforts and pleasures in life, and that 
it is ours to take and keep so long as we 
are capable of utilizing it properly.

It is a pitiable sight to see a man strug
gling to induce other people to assist 
him to stand upright on his feet. It is 
a pitiable sight to see a man stand on 
the street comers, haranguing a crowd 
of listeners and trying to make them 
believe that there are other causes ex
cept those vested in the individual that 
are resposible for their idleness and en
slaved conditions of life.

The meat-eating individual can be 
neither a man nor a Christian. This 
seems a hard thing to say, but it is true. 
Not that all non-meat-eaters are men 
and Christians—far from it; but the one 
method of living precludes every possi
bility of reaching the exalted stage of 
perfected manhood, while the other me
thod of living makes the ascent com
paratively easy.

The Path Finder lias made, up to 
date, in round numbers, two thousand 
non-meat-eaters. All these converts re
port themselves as being better men and 
women in every way; better physically, 
mentally and morally; capable of gen
erating a higher class of thoughts; cap
able of performing every duty in life 
with greater ease, with greater pleasure 
and with greater intelligence.

People who do not eat meat live in an 
entirely different world than do those 
who eat meat; same as the artist in mu
sic or painting lives in a higher, grand
er and more ennobling atmosphere than 
do those who have neither hereditary 
nor acquired tastes for the artistic. The
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same God dwelleth within each physical 
encasement, but the one has removed 
some of the obstructions between the 
physical and Divine self, while the other 
has not. This is the only difference there 
is between the two, but it is vast enough 
to cover centuries of time in the pro
cess of unfoldment.

Thus it transpires that the Meat Trust 
magnate is dwelling on a mighty low 
plane of physical existence. He may en
dow a few churches or schools, but this 
will not balance his account on the re
cord books kept by St. Peter, or St. Pat
rick, or even Mary Baker Eddy.

The hands that cut off coupons are no 
less crimson than the ones that rend the 
jugular vein of a poor helpless animal, 
and it is a notable fact that all the old 
slaughter morgue “ magnates” are fast 
passing in their checks. This is in con
formity with the natural law of compen
sation, which metes out exact justice to 
every human being who traffics in the 
blood of a fellow-creature.

A “Beautiful” Science

W E used to think that Christian 
Science was a step upward, lead

ing away from the fakery of religious 
orthodoxy, but recently, in the face of 
some of the evidences of inordinate clan- 
ishness that have been brought to our 
notice, we begin to doubt the correctness 
of our former estimate of this body of 
mythical followers—or the follower's of 
a mythical system of1 religious faith — 
as intangible and curious to the average 
religious disciple as is the mysterious 
appendix of an Alpine billy-goat to the 
sophomore student in a medical college.

The average Christian Scientist 
doesn’t expect any one else to live; in 
fact, does not see why the good Lord 
permits any one else to live. They have 
developed a degree of clanisliness that 
makes the average orthodox dogmatist 
turn green with envy. To the Blinking 
mind, however, the picturesque self- 
complacency of these people is so bald- 
headedly amusing as to fairly throw one 
into hysterics.

Here is a picture of a new Christian 
Science recruit, from the pen of the 
“ dearl.v-beloved’s” wife:

“ Dear Mr. Conable:—I am
forced to stop the Path Finder be
cause mv husband has joined the

atb^fflnber 7



Christian Scientists and therefore 
does not believe in your ideas of 
rifrht living and proper diet. He 
craves meat and all such deadening 
things; does not even cat vegetables 
while 1 crave fruits, nuts and veg
etables, but must forego the indulg
ence in all these things in order to 
keep peace in the family.

“ Oh, how I long for the day to 
come when there is complete eman
cipation for every individual, and 
when no one will be forced to bow 
down and worship at the shrine of 
siieh hypocrisy.

“ What a beautiful home I could 
make for my family were I per
mitted to do for them the things I 
know so well how to do.

“ Am I to keep on suffering for 
the sins of a long-decayed ancestry, 
or will the day come when I can 
liv e t* *

#  C onab le’s

Bless your dear, heart, yes,—soon as 
you kick your beloved lle&h-pot out of 
bed and shake, up the pillows. There 
must be a desire to live. When the de
sire is made strong enough then will the 
emancipation come, and not before.

1 sympathize deeply with every one 
who is situated as this dear woman is, 
but there is a remedy for all such cases. 
It lies in making the spine so perpendi
cular that the opposing side of the house 
will think he has struck a Kansas cy
clone.

Try it. dear sister. It’s lots more re
freshing and effective than a noon-dav 
prayer meeting.

Bald Heads

A BALD-HEADED man of Chicago 
writes the Path Finder as follows: 
“ Friend Conable:—While look

ing at your picture in one of your 
hooks we could not help wondering 
why. living the life you do. that you 
do not have a more abundant head 
of hair? Wish you would tell us 
some time in your Path Finder if 
proper living will not give one a 
good head of hair. Think nothing 
so fine or more desirable than a 
luxuriant head of hair. You know 
we always admire m ost what we 
have n o t.”  I

I am delighted to have the privilege

of answering this question. Right liv
ing will in due time, restore the normal 
growth of one’s hair. My hair was very 
light at the time the picture referred to 
was taken, but five years previous to the 
taking of that picture my head was ab
solutely bald all over the top, clear down 
a full inch below my hat at the back, 
and I had very little hair on any por
tion of my head. Now, how
ever, I have much more hair
than when the picture was taken 
and it is steadily growing thicker 
all over my head. I have never used 
any so-called hair restoratives or any
thing else to make my hair grow. Have 
simply rubbed the scalp vigorously oc
casionally with the ends of my fingers. I 
feel certain that had I given even three 
minutes each day to this rubbing I would 
now have a comparatively heavy head 
of hair, or about the normal g ro w th . It 
was never very heavy', being too fine to 
show up as conspicuously as coarser 
heads of hair naturally would. Some 
times I have let weeks pass by without 
paying the slightest attention to my 
hair, but now that this subject has come 
up for publication, I am going to show 
the “ natives’’ what can be done in the 
line of hair growing by right living and 
a little finger manipulation to assist in 
restoring activity to the functions of the 
scalp.

By eliminating diseased conditions, 
purifying the bodv and then living prop
erly. one may reconstruct the entire phy
sical anatomy. Since Nature is con
stantly providing new material for this 
purpose, the task is by no means a dif
ficult one: but when the nutritive prop
erties of this new material are constant
ly being neutralized by wrong methods 
of living, it is impossible that there 
should be any permanent upward 
growth.

We can all grow a n ew  body if we 
care to. Make the desire strong enough 
and Nature herself will pay all the 
freight on the new supply.

SHORT PATHS
Many new Path-Finder readers are 

pleased to hear a word from Helen Wil- 
mans. Mrs. D. G. Kidder, of Coulter- 
ville. Cal., writes: “ The honored name 
of Helen Wilmans in your paper should 
be sufficient to raise it to the top step of

patb*jH nber.
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the Ladder of Leaders. In stating my de
sire that she may air some of her live 
thoughts in your unfolding paper, is,
I am sure, but echoing the thoughts of 
many thousands of former readers of 
‘Freedom’ and her earnest friends.” 
And the editor of the Path-Finder says 
amen, and tenders unrestricted space to 
the pen of this gifted writer and pro
gressive woman.

For a short period we must forego 
the pleasure of reading the incomparable 
and highly entertaining auto-biographi- 
cal sketches by “ Errante.” The author 
of “ Dead Yesterdays” will be too busy 
for a short time with other duties to 
proceed with his life story. It will come 
in good time, however, and there will be 
no omissions.

One of the most beautiful poems 
we have ever read appears in this issue 

•of Conable’s Path-Finder. AVe are in
debted to Dr. Bracelin. of Toledo, Ohio, 
for it. The poem was found among the 
effects of the author after his death and 
now appears in print for the first time. 
Dr. Tympany was evidently a scholar 
and an advanced thinker along most 
progressive lines. As a rule we are not 
inclined to give space in this magazine 
to poetry, but the lines referred to are 
so exquisitely beautiful and the metre so 
enchantingly graceful that it affords us 
the greatest pleasure to give them pub
licity. If we ever made a practice of 
committing anything to memory, this 
poem would be found recorded on the 
imperishable tablets of our eternal con
sciousness.

Our esteemed friend, J. AVesley 
Brooks, of Chicago, has come to Los 
Angeles, in all probability to reside per
manently. He likes it here immensely. 
At the present rate of influx into the 
Golden State from the blizzard-swept 
plains of Fort Dearborn, in a brief pe
riod there will be little left of Chicago 
except City Aldermen and superintend
ents of street man-holes. It is said that 
they have on an average of four super
intendents of every man-hole in that 
city, whose duty it is to look after the

three foremen, whose duty it is to see 
that the one laborer who makes a 
monthly descent into each manhole is 
not left in the hole too long after be
coming asphyxiated. The special office 
of a Chicago Alderman is to see that his 
particular ward has a fair and impar
tial representation among the man-hole 
superintendents. But this isn't the rea
son Brother Brooks left Chic?go. He has 
long inclined toward the positive pole 
that is attracting a greater measure 
of the vital energy which admits of a 
man's loftier unfoldment here on earth, 
so he came AYest, feeling assured that he 
could live and thrive in any locality 
that would keep John F. Alorgan over 
night. The Path-Finder extends its 
hand to J. AVesley and his beloved help
meet. who is soon to follow.

The editor was almost tempted, this 
month, in the face of many other press
ing duties and with such an array of 
splendid contributions at hand, to give 
his readers an editorial rest. In other 
words, not to write a line of editorial. 
AVouldn’t that have been fine—for the 
editor—and perhaps a great relief to 
many of his readers. Then the question 
of “ earning our salary” arose, so we 
started in again, writing editorials just 
as we could get a few moments’ respite 
from taking care of the sick. Pretty 
nearly all of Las Angeles is in the throes 
of the grip at this writing, some of the 
victims being dear friends, so we pulled 
off our coat and have been both doctor 
and nurse a goodly portion of the entire 
month of January. AVe never apologize 
for anything that appears or does not 
appear in the columns of this magazine, 
but if we were to do such a thing, our 
apology would be that this month's num
ber of Conable's Path-Finder is a whole 
lot better than it has any business to be 
under the circumstances. The dense 
fogs of a sea-coast climate, where the 
altitude is but seven inches above tide 
water, appears to be somewhat trying on 
the voice-box of a whole lot of people, 
hence the unusual demand for the edi
tor’s time in the capacity of nurse.



When Y o u  Were a Tadpole and I Was a Fish
BY DR. TIMPANY

"When you were a Tadpole and I was a Fish 
In the Paleosoic time,

And side by side on the ebbing tide
We sprawled through the ooze and slime,

Or skittred with many a caudal flip,
Through the depths of the Cambrian fen,

My heart was rife with the joy of life,
For I loved you even then.

Mindless we lived and mindless we loved,
And mindless at last we died;

And deep in a rift of the Caradoc drift 
We slumbered side by side.

The world turned on in the lathe of time,
The hot lands heaved amain,

Till we caught our breath from the womb of death, 
And crept into light again.

We were Amphibians, scaled and tailed,
And drab as a dead man’s hand;

We coiled at ease ’neath the dripping trees,
Or trailed through the mud and sand,

Croaking and blind, with our three-clawed feet 
Writing a language dumb,

With never a spark in the empty dark 
To hint at a life to come.

Yet happy we lived and happy we loved,
And happy we died once more;

Our forms were rolled in the clinging mold 
Of a Necomian shore.

The Eons came and the Eons fled,
And the sleep that wrapt us fast 

Was riven, away in a newer day,
And the night of death was past.

Then, light and swift, thru the jungle trees 
We swung in our airy flights,

Or breathed in the balm of the fronded palm,
In the hush of the moonless nights;

And oh, what beautiful years were these 
When our hearts clung each to each:

When life was filled and our senses thrilled 
In the first dawn of speech.

Thus Life by Life, and Love by Love,
We passed thru the circle strange,
And Breath by Breath, and Death by Death 
We followed the chain of Change.

Till there came a time in the law of Life 
When over the nursing sod 

The shadows broke and the soul awoke 
In a strange, dim dream of God.



X wsis thewed like an Auroch bull
And tusked like the great Cave Bear:

And you, my sweet, from head to feet 
Were gowned in your glorious hair.

Deep in the gloom of a fireless oave,
When the night fell o’er the plain,

And the moon hung red o’er the river bed,
We mumbled the bones of the slain.

I flaked a flint to a cutting edge,
And shaped it with a brutish craft;

I broke a shank from a woodland dank,
And fitted it, head and haft,

Then I hid me close by the reedy Tarn,
Where the Mammoth came to drink—

Thru brawn and bone I drove the stone,
And slew him upon the brink.

Loud I howled thru the moonlight wastes,
Loud answered our kith and kin;

From West and East, to the crimson feast,
The clan came trooping in,

O’er joint and gristle, and padded hoof,
We fought and clawed and tore,

And cheek by jowl, with many a growl,
We talked the marvel o’er.

I carved that fight on a reindeer bone 
With rude and hairy hand,

I pictured his fall on the cavern wall,
That men might understand.

For we lived by Blood and the Right of Might 
Ere human laws were drawn,

And the Age of Sin did not begin 
Till our brutal tusks were gone.

And that was a million years ago,
In a time that no man knows;

Yet here tonight, in the mellow light,
We sit at Delmonioo’s.

Your eyes are deep as the Devon springs,
Your hair is dark as jet;

Your years are few—your life is new—
Your soul untried—and yet,

Our trail is on the Kimmeridge clay,
And the scarp of the Purbeck flags,

We have left our bones in the Bagshot stones, 
And deep in the Ooraline crags;

Our love is old, our life is old,
And death shall come amain:

Should it come today, what man may say 
We shall not meet again.

God wrought our souls from the Tremadoc beds, 
And furnished them wings to fly;

Pie sowed our spawn, in the world’s dim dawn, 
And I know that it shall not die.

C onable’s  fl>atb=jfinfcer
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Tho’ cities have sprung above the graves
Where the crook-boned men made war: 

And the ox-wain creaks o’er the buried caves 
Where the mummied mammoths are.

Then as we linger at luncheon here,
O’er many a dainty dish,

Let us drink anew to the time when you 
Were a Tadpole and I was a Fish.

C o n a b le’s  lPatbsTinDev.

Hoosier Paths
Blazed b y D. H. Sn o k h , M . D.

I N LIEU of a set article, which we 
have, been too busy to undertake 

for this month, we present herewith a 
copy of a letter we wrote some years 
since to a friend who wrote to us ask
ing for something to allay an aching 
heart. As this deaf old lady herself 
has since then passed over the “ great 
divide,” we violate no confidence in giv
ing to Path Finder readers the senti
ments which the circumstance impelled 
us to indite.

We offer it without apology and sug
gest to each and all a careful perusal, 
as there twines between the lines a les
son beyond that which will appeal to 
the merely casual reader.

Dec. 11, 1899.
M y  D e a r  F r ie n d  : Yours’ of the 7th 

is duly to hand, and as you ask for an 
early reply, I shall attempt it today. I 
shall not write you in a conventional 
wray upon the subject of your little 
grandson’s death, and fill my letter with 
pious platitudes grown threadbare 
through long years of orthodox service, 
and which must prove in any sane sense 
to be valueless to you.

After considerable thought, ranging 
through several years, I have personal
ly come to the conclusion that people die 
only as they give their own consent to 
the change, and that their entrance thus 
into the ranks of the unborn comes either 
from the thought that life’s trials are 
too arduous, or the desire to be born 
again into life under different condi
tions and environment.

Of one thing you may safely rest as
sured, and that is, that individual being, 
whether in the flesh upon this planet, or

out of the flesh, is forever mounting the 
causeway of knowledge—ggternally soar
ing upon glorious pinions of aspiration, 
to newer, clearer heights of life; there 
is, there can be no pause.

We are brought into the world ham
pered by race thought and the beliefs of 
heredity. It may be that the conditions 
we have chosen (for I think the spirit, 
in a degree, does choose its habitation) 
prove undesirable, and then, even as in
fants, we seek to return to the bourn 
whence we came.

I glory in the thought that life is thus 
a prerogative rather than a chance ei -- 
cumstance; and that wie have the word 
within our possession that can determine 
our existence either upon the objective 
or subjective side of life.

Your grandson has given up his exist
ence here (voluntarily from the spiritual 
side of himself ) and somewhere, some
day, will be incarnate again. Whose 
father, whose son he hitherto was, we 
cannot tell; whose child he may be, com
ing years will reveal.

Like you,—like me, he is a spark 
from the Sun of Infinite Life, and is 
pursuing his destiny in consonance with 
immutable law, that evolutionary rule 
which couples us to the van of eternal 
progress.

We gather the flower of physical 
love and it ripens into fruitage for us 
in those we call our sons and daughters. 
Love here assumes a new phase, and we 
twdne our heartstrings about, them and 
call them ours, but they are not ours. 
T h e y  are th eir  oivn, even as we are our 
own.

We miss them because of the pains we 
have taken to make them ours, and be-
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cause of the love they have shown for 
the love we have given them, but in the 
light of individuality we have no title 
inhering in them, no more than they 
have in us.

One of the great lessons we have to 
learn is this one of individuality, and in 
which lies the strength it is ours to ac
quire.

Some of the steps in this process are 
exemplified at intervals in our lives. We 
are born into a family, and in due time 
the members of the family scatter here 
and there, each with interests of his own. 
These become the heads of other famil
ies, which go through the same process 
of disintegration and each step in the 
plan more and more isolates the individ
ual that he may learn to stand alone and 
exemplify the power of Infinite Life 
which is within him.

The Mormons say, ‘ ‘ As man is now so 
God was once; as God is now so man will 
be.” The evolutionary process elimin
ates from us the things unessential to 
our individualization and rounds up our 
lives to a state of conscious god-hood.

A boy thoughtlessly picks up an acorn 
as he passes through the forest; and 
drops it far out upon the plain. Long 
years thereafter when his head is white, 
a magnificent tree towers all alone upon 
the plain, sublime in its strength and 
individuality but far severed from its 
kindred. The same law has obtained, 
and viewed aright, it is, after all, a law 
of love.

This upon purely physical planes of 
thought may savor of cruelty and care
lessness, but it is not so. The universe 
is o n e , and everything in it—even the 
minutest expression of life, is essential 
to it in its character as a universe; if 
the loss of an atom were possible then 
chaos must result. But the Infinite In
telligence pervading the whole makes it 
function harmoniously and to divinest

ends,—the fittest surviving, thought ris
ing through grades of incessant change.

You have passed through many steps 
of the individualizing process, and have 
taken one more in the past few weeks. 
Your highest duty, pointing to your 
higher destiny, lies in learning the les
son of yourself. Herein you will find 
compensation for every seeming woe and 
balm for every pain.

The little life that has passed beyond 
your present ken is not lost. When far 
in the future we have learned to string 
aright the pearls of heredity, and have 
solved the problem of being far enough 
to understand the lesson of a love based 
upon Infinite Intelligence, we shall find 
that those seemingly lost to us have but 
taken a different direction from us in 
their upward climb.

The knowledge of all this is latent in 
you and awaits but the touch of con 
scious intelligence on your part to be
come manifest and plain. Sadness avails 
us nothing, it but hampers our flight 
when we would rise, and in no case could 
it benefit, but rather impede the little life 
upon its upward trend. True sorrow 
need not necessarily be our undoing, 
but it dims the light of life for us, and 
renders us unfit to be of real use to the 
lives still pulsing about us.

I have not tried to sadden you more 
by indulging in commonplaces,— you 
mil hear enough of these from the un
thinking crowd about you. I have sim
ply tried to inspire you to study you, 
believing—yes, know ing that you will 
find in this pursuit a healing of the 
wound that even now throbs with less of 
pain than when you wrote.

All is Good, and can be nothing else. 
Tire night of pain must dawn upon a 
morrow of healing, the dawn must 
bloom into a sunrise of joy.

Sincerely your friend,
T>. H. Snoke.
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The Body Beautiful
B y  N a n n e t t e  M a g r u d e r  P r a t t

A  Little of Everything

I F YOU are in pretty good condition, 
and feel that you do not need a 

strict diet list to go by put yourself in 
better condition by eating only fruit one 
day out of each week. Friday is a 
pretty good day to select. Breakfast, 
oranges (do not eat the pulp) and ap
ples. Luncheon, an orange, two apples 
and two pears. Supper two apples, 
peaches and grapes. When berries are 
in season eat those, but on the fruit-fast 
day, do not put sugar and cream with 
them.

If you feel a bit faint at bed-time you 
can eat another apple or two.

On the morning of the fruit fast, put 
two quarts of water in a pitcher and 
add the juice of three lemons or three 
oranges or a cup of grape juice, and 
drink that between the fruit meals. 
Drink the two quarts between the hours 
of arising and retiring. Take a fine 
warm bath scrubbing the body vigorous
ly—end the bath with a tepid, or cold, 
rub and then use a coarse towel briskly.

Several times during the day, if it is 
not possible for you to be out of doors 
all day, go to an open window and take 
twenty deep breaths through the nose.

If you can be out of doors all day, 
spend most of the time in deep breath
ing.

I think after this health day, you will 
wish that every day may be Friday; 
you will feel so jolly when you retire 
and sleep so soundly. (Of course you 
will have your room splendidly venti
lated.)

*  *  *

If you are ailing, go on a fruit fast 
for one, two or three weeks, drinking 
plenty of water and fruit juice. In that 
way you will rid your body of all im
purities and pave the way to health, if, 
after the fruit fast you will live ration
ally.

Even fruit must be well masticated. 
Exclude bananas, figs and dates while 

on a fruit fast for health. These fruits 
are highly nutritious, but a little too 
hearty when the body is having a house
cleaning.

It is said that men are more apt to 
be gourmands than women (it is true 
there are exceptions), and bright indeed 
is the wife who can get a man into an 
invisible harness and drive him in the 
straight hygienic path for his health’s 
sake. I have always maintained that 
the wife has the power to control the 
health of the family. It is not hard to 
manage the children, but how about the 
master of the house ? He won’t be driven 
into any fads, you know, so great tact 
will have to be used by “ My Lady” if 
she counts on success.

Most men balk at the word hygiene, or 
rational living, or diet, or food reforms, 
but a woman with any sense at all can 
bring about a change in the household 
without saying a word about it.

Many a grumpy man could be made 
into something quite decent if his liver 
and stomach were made over. But if 
a wife tells him she is going to look after 
his health he will probably say his 
health is all right, and to please let him 
alone.

The stomach is the mainspring, and 
when it breaks the rest of a person isn’t 
of much account and it costs more than 
a dollar and a half to have it fixed.

Mary has found out that a hearty 
breakfast is a menace to health in most 
cases and for her part she is going to 
cut her’s down. “ But John won’t be 
willing to do without his fruit, cereal 
and chops, with a bit of bacon on the 
side, griddle cakes, maple syrup and 
coffee. Poor John—he isn’t well, but 
says it is because he has to work so hard. 
Do I dare cut down his supply? If I 
say anything, the game is up.”

Of course John may be a dear, reason
able fellow, and may surprise Mary 
sometime by broaching the subject him
self and if he does, it is all so easy, but 
if he doesn’t, he must be dealt with 
cautiously.

“ I won’t have any chops broiled this 
morning. I will get around it someway 
if he asks any questions. Fruit and a 
cereal and a soft boiled or poached egg 
will be set before him and little by little 
I will get him to eat a simple, hygienic 
breakfast.
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If he says he feels better, I will omit 
the egg and give him nuts Instead. I ’ll 
fix him!”

# *  *

A woman cannot help what a man eats 
downtown for his luncheon but she can 
wheedle him a little and ask him not to 
take coffee and pie—or doughnuts—and 
tell him that whole wheat bread is a 
heap better for him than white bread. 
She can tell him what a nice dish can 
be made with shredded wheat biscuits 
and berries—or stewed fruit—and if he 
loves Mary he will think about those 
things when he goes to the restaurant at 
noon, and while he probably won’t take 
a vegetable salad and some fruit, or a 
dish of berries, with, whole wheat bread, 
he probably will pass the tabooed things.

Mary has it in her power to have a 
very charming hygienic dinner, and the 
table will be so sweetly set and the food 
so deliciously prepared that John will 
eat what is set before him and not look 
around for anything else.

Such delicious whole wheat bread can 
be made or bought and a home-made 
vegetable salad is food for the gods. 
Fruit and nuts can always be had and 
delicious soups can be made without 
meat.

Many men know how to live ration
ally, and a few do it, but the wife has 
it in her power to do much in the 
health reforming business.

The children are like wax in the 
hands of a loving, sensible, tactful 
mother, and she can see to it that their 
food is simple and nutritious, their 
lungs developed, and the bedrooms 
where they sleep well aired.

She can teach them the importance 
of mastication (she may have to wheedle 
John into not “ bolting” his food), 
have them have an early supper, and go 
to bed with the birds and get them out 
of the habit of eating between meals, 
except sometimes, perhaps, a bit of fruit.

Mary can do so much, bless her heart, 
in the way of establishing a hygienic 
household if she only will.

# * *
Of all material blessings in this world 

health comes first. Everything we can 
do to attain health should be done, for 
the sake of those about us, as well as 
our own. Sacrifice anything to be well.
I say with Burns: “ Be blest with health, 
and peace, and sweet content.”

#  *  *

Let us all try and look on the bright 
side. Let us cultivate optimism. Let us 
hope that everything will turn out right, 
and then go to work to make it turn 
out right. Let us hustle while wre wait. 
The Pessimist leads a sad, dreary life. 
He is to be pitied not condemned. He 
can make his life a harp of all discord
ant sounds and woar himself and every
one about him out, glorying perhaps, 
in his pessimism. If he will listen 
to reason let us show him that life isn’t 
tragic, unless we make it so; that daily 
cares can be overcome; that patience 
can be cultivated and things viewed in 
a different light; if friends are taken 
from us, we can love their memory and 
live for the living. It is true that some 
shoulders are struggling under burdens 
almost too heavy to bear, but i can all 
be remedied some way. Some people 
won’t be helped; they insist upon living 
in the dark, excluding God’s beautiful 
sunshine.

As Longfellow says: ‘ ‘ This life of 
ours is a wild Aeolian harp of many 
a joyous strain. ’ ’ Oh let it be so; culti
vate optimism; let all the sunshine you 
can in your heart; revel in it; get so full 
of it that you have to keep giving it 
away. Be happy and gentle and true 
and loving and helpful every day of 
your life. Above all things, look on the 
bright side, “ wear your lining inside 
out, so it’s always shining.”



Home Course in Physical Culture
Conducted by U. G. F letcher.

T o the P a th -F in d e r  F a m ily , H ea lth
an d H a p p in e ss—
Presuming that you have been prac

ticing the exercises given in the fore
going issues of this magazine, we will 
now add others. It will be well to con
tinue those previously given, at least 
another month. You can go through the 
first set of movements and immediately 
follow with the second, or if you prefer 
practice one set in the morning and the 
other at night.

Do your best to follow directions for 
each exercise, if you wish to derive the 
greatest benefit from it.

E x e r c ise  4. Stand erect with hips 
well back, chest high and arms at sides. 
Raise the arms very slowly and smoothly 
and bring the ends of the fingers to
gether above the head, as in Illustration 
No. 5, while taking a deep full breath.

Hold the breath a few seconds, turn 
the palms of the hands out and stretch 
the arms to their full length while 
bringing them down to the sides and at 
the same time exhaling as smoothly as 
possible, through the slightly parted 
lips. All exhalations may be made thus 
in these exercises, but always take the 
breath through the nostrils and do this 
very gently. This is an excellent exer
cise for weak, nervous people or those 
whose breathing is irregular or shallow. 
Do the exercise from 5 to 10 times at 
each trial.

IlXUSlBATlON No. 6

E xercise  5. Stand with the feet some 
distance apart as in Illustration No. 6. 
Balance the weight on the right foot 
while swinging the hands up to the right, 
then on the left as the hands are swung 
up to the left. The arms are kept asIU.USTBATION No. S
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lifeless as possible in this exercise. In
hale on four counts and exhale on four. 
The movements are made about as rapid 
as you would step in ordinary walking. 
You will likely have some trouble in 
keeping your breathing smooth and reg
ular while making these jerky move
ments, but persistent practice will bring 
you out victor. This exercise if done 
with vigor, will bring the blood to the 
hands, make the joints in the arms and 
shoulders flexible, and strengthen the 
various muscles involved. Swing arms 
as far as possible 20 to 40 times.

IXJ.VSTEA.TIOS N c . 7

E x e r c is e  6 . Stand erect, hands on 
hips, feet some distance apart. Bend 
slowly to the right, as in Illustration 
No. 7, as far as possible, while exhaling. 
Hold this position a few seconds with the 
lungs as nearly empty as you can make 
them and then reverse the movement 
and take a full, deep breath while bend
ing to the left as far as you can go. 
Hold this position several seconds while

holding the breath and then exhale while 
bending to the right again. Repeat 5 
to 10 times. This is not a very pleasant 
exercise for a beginner, but when taken 
with exercise No. 2, it will be of great 
benefit in developing strength in the 
muscles of the sides and waist. Prac
tice it carefully.

A ‘.Real Philosopher
H anford, Cal., January 17, '05.

Mr. E dgar W allace Conable— Dear 
B ro th er: I want to thank you for the 
much-needed things I have read in your 
books. Allow me to express myself in 
saying that the “ Book of the New Cen
tury” is the finest thing I ever read, not 
excepting even the Bible. Also “ The 
Kitchen Problem Solved,” received yes
terday. I read it through before I slept.
Also “ The Secret of Human Unfold- 
ment” is a charm. I am studying it.

I have been breaking off from the meat 
habit gradually for a long time, but 
novT do not eat it in any form whatever, 
and I find that I am so much better and 
stronger, less nervous and feel so much 
better every way.

Your religion is my religion. I have 
all your books loaned out to read. Every 
man and woman should read the Path- 
Finder, no matter where they live.

I take my cold bath in the morning 
and find I am better for it. I have 
fasted for six days and improved by so 
doing. Soon I expect to take a longer 
fast. I did not feel hungry after the 

. first two meal hours passed. I never 
stopped work. I performed the same 
amount of labor as before my fast and 
I was then doing very hard work.

Some people are beginning to call me 
a crank. I tell them I like that. I 
never fail to say a good word for Co
nable. I am a Conable man first, last 
and all the time. I hope to see you be
fore the close of the year.

I am the man who wrote you some 
time ago that I had just lost a little for
tune in cattle. How many times since 
have I said to myself that I was glad 
of this loss: otherwise I would never 
have found the true life. Had I but 
saved enough to pay my debts I would 
have fel+ better, birt that will come later. 

Yours sincerely,
J .  F .  W a r r e n .



E a s t e r
BY MAUD JOHNSON

F UELLA WEAVER walked slowly 
L> along the crowded street. It was 
Easter morning and all New York was 
out in its best. Many who had not been 
to church since last Easter, were again 
hurrying to the place where they hoped 
to hear the best music, or the most elo
quent sermon or to see the gayest bon
nets. Luella was not of this class, how
ever. She was sincere in her worship 
at least though perhaps misguided.

She had gone only a few blocks when 
she was overtaken by a strong, athletic, 
joyous looking young man, who’s very 
step betokened superb health. “ To 
church again ? ” he asked, as he stepped 
to her side.

“ Yes,” replied Luella, “ and I do 
wish you cared enough to go too.”

‘ ‘ Care ? What do you mean ? ’ ’
“ I mean I wish you loved God more 

and were more religious.”
“ Perhaps I am more religious than 

you think; as for loving God, I can 
prove to you that I love Him.”

“ How?” asked Luella.
“ Because I love His works,” replied 

the young man.
“ But I think you ought to worship 

God too.”
“ I do worship Him in my own way.

I think that I worship Him in loving 
His creation.”

“ Yes, perhaps, but you are wrong in 
not going to church.”

“ Do you think so? That might be 
a matter of opinion. Perhaps I think 
you wrong in some things too.”

Luella looked at the young man ques- 
tioningly. “  Will you tell me what you 
mean?” she said slowly.

“ Do you really want to know?” 
“ Yes,” she answered, still wondering. 
“ Well,” he said, “ have I not seen 

you driving a bob-tailed horse ? ’ ’
“ Yes,” she replied, wondering what 

that could have to do with it.
“ Haven’t I seen a little bird hanging 

in your parlor in a little cage scarcely 
large enough for him to turn round in ? ” 
continued the young man.

“ Yes, I guess you have,” she ad
mitted reluctantly, “ but I never thought 
about his not being happy there. Why 
do you speak of him ? ’ ’

“ Well, it rather makes my heart ache 
to see him penned up there. It must 
be hard on him and then he must be 
lonely too. And while we are talking 
of birds, do I mot see a couple of birds 
on that Easter bonnet of yours?” 

Luella colored.
“ Beg pardon,” he said, “ but you 

wanted to know.”
. “ Go on,’ ’ she urged, ‘ ‘I want to hear 

the rest, now that you have begun.” 
“ Very well,” he continued. “ I have 

also seen you wear furs, I think, and at 
present you wear gloves and shoes.” 

She looked up at him puzzled. She 
had heard people object to wearing furs 
and feathers, but gloves and shoes, that 
was different.

Seeing her perplexity he laughed. 
“ Would you like to have me explain?” 
he asked.

“ Yes,” she replied.
“ All right, I shall begin at the be

ginning. God made horses with long 
tails. Do you consider yourself a bet
ter judge of beauty than He? He gave 
the birds wings, you have made him a 
captive. On your hat—”

“ Never mind,” she interrupted, “ I 
know what you would say about that; 
I have often heard the wearing of birds 
condemned, as well as the wearing of 
furs, though all the talks I have ever 
heard never impressed me much.” 

“ Perhaps you have never realized 
that in order , to ornament your person, 
some happy, fearless creature has lost 
its life. Do you not think that the an
imals too love life?”

“ Yes, I suppose so,” said Luella 
slowly.

“ You are a good Bible student, Lu
ella, do you not remember that passage 
in Isaiah which says, ‘They shall not 
hurt nor destroy in all my holy moun
tain ’ ? ”

“ I must confess I do not know that
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passage and I never knew before that • • It is simply the same idea. The tuk- 
vott could quote scripture.” ing of life. Moreover, you possibly do

“ I study the Bible more that than not know that some gloves are made 
you think and govern my life accord- solely from the skin of the unborn an- 
ingly.” inial.”

“Well,” continued Luella apologeti- “ Is it possible,’’ cried Luella hor- 
cally, “ that is from the Old Testament, rified.
I do not read that a great deal.” “ I believe 90,” replied the young

“ Well, then we will take the New man,.“ but after all. is that much worse 
Testament as our guide,” interrupted than taking the life after birth 1 Of 
the young man. “ Christ always talked course it is worse, but the other is bad 
of love and after all isn’t that passage enough.”
in Isaiah a prohpecy of the reign of Luella again beeame thoughtful,
love? It is in this passage that he “ But,” she exclaimed suddenly,
speaks of the wolf and the lamb dwell- “ how about shoes’ You wear shoes.” 
ing together and says, ‘the lion shall eat “ Yes,” he replied. “ I do so for eus- 
straw like the ox,’ now how is this reign tom’s sake, but you perhaps are not 
of love to be established unless man aware of the fact that I am at present 
makes the start? Ought we to let the interested in an organization which is 
animals get ahead of us in this? What considering the manufacture of a shoe 
are our churches trying to do? Are made entirely of vegetable products.” 
they not trying to fill the earth with a “ Bravo,” cried the girl, “ I like to 
knowledge of God? And what does see a man who lives up to his ideals. I 
Isaiah say? ‘They shall not hurt nor acknowledge you have given me a new 
destroy in all my holy mountain; for view of religion. I do not say that I 
the earth shall be full of the knowledge am convinced, but what you have said 
of the Lord, as the waters cover the is ceitainly worth thinking about ’’ 
sea.’ You see when the earth is full of They had reached the church steps, 
the knowledge of the Lord we shall no She extended her hand smiling, hade 
longer destroy or kill.” him good morning, and then entered the

Luella did not answer. She was church to hear the preacher tell how 
thinking earnestly. Presently she the Lamb was slain to appease an an- 
looked up. “ Well,” she said, “ you gry God; and the young man walked 
have still to tell me about the gloves briskly down the street, whistling as he 
and the shoes, I would like to hear went and worshipping God from the 
about them.” depths of his great, joyous soul.

A Soul’s Awakening
BY OLIVE WINTERS COLEBROOK

D ATIENTLY and full of faith, the 
1 Woman awaited the Pentecostal 
fire. With an unspeakable longing, in
creasing in intensity year by year, she 
had desired that the fiery cloven tongue 
might descend upon her, as upon the 
Apostles of old, and that she, too, might 
receive the baptism of the Holy Ghost.

From early childhood the old story 
had possessed a fascination for her, 
and as increasing ye are brought the 
knowledge that her body was the Tem
ple of the Holy Ghost, and that the con
scious knowledge of Its Presence was as

much a possibility to her as to the Dis
ciples of Jesus, provided she would 
cleanse the Temple, and open the ave
nues of expression, she had, with unfal
tering determination, purified and per
fected the body which was hers.

So now, strong in the knowledge that 
she had at last performed her part, in 
the stillness of the night watches,, she 
awaited the Sign.

Slowly, deeper and deeper She sank 
into the stillness of the silent, hour; 
knowing, knowing with all the knowl
edge of the Universe, that it was for her.
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Then there came the sound of a mighty 
rushing wind in her ears; the cloven 
flame rested upon her and a great light 
enwrapped her.

Gently’, she was lifted up, as upon a 
pillar of flame, and borne to an exceed
ing high mountain. With a great ten
derness, her feet were placed upon the 
ground and the sense of the beauty of 
the surroundings stole into her con
sciousness, as a balm of utter rest after 
the upheaval of a furious storm.

Above and around her, casting its 
glow over all nature, tinging trees, and 
flowers, and rocks, and the tiny rivu
lets that wound in and out among the 
hills and vales, was the rosy “ Light of 
Infinite Love;”  and beneath her, 
stretching far away toward the horizon 
and making a path that her weary feet 
might tread, was the “ Infinite Peace 
That Passeth All Understanding;” 
while in and through it all, like a 
mighty benediction, rested a great 
brooding Silence.

Long she stood drinking in the Light 
and the Peace and the Silence, until all 
the burden of years of sorrow, and pain, 
and endurance, dropped from her 
shoulders and she was once again strong 
and free as in the years before Life 
claimed her for its lessons.

Then, so strange is the substance of 
which dreams are made, instantly the 
Silence vanished, and the world seemed 
teeming with myriad voices. Some she 
knew, some no mortal ear had heard 
before; for the Pentecostal Fire had 
riven the veil between the material body 
and the spiritual one, and she knew and 
spoke the tongues of all peoples and the 
Universal Language of all Life.

She heard the voices of the minerals 
and understood their whisperings: the 
gold and the silver and strange sub
stances within the earth; the inhabitants 
of the briny deep; the fruits, and the 
flowers, the vegetables and trees; the 
wind as it went sighing through the 
pines; the birds and the animals all 
spoke the same language, the language 
of Infinite. Eternal, Unchangeable Cre
ative Intelligence and Boundless Love. 
Then, as she stood awed and reverent, 
once again the Silence settled over all 
Nature, and from out the East began a 
light, growing brighter and brighter un
til the whole Universe was flooded with

the glory of it; and from its depths 
came a Being of wondrous beauty; and 
in the Silence, all nature did homage to 
Its Lord.

Silently He stood before the wonder
ing woman, looking at her with eyes 
alight with Divine tenderness and said 
in a voice throbbing with the mighty 
vibration of all Harmony. “ Thou wert 
slow in coming. My Own, and I have 
wearied oft in he waiting, but at last, 
we are One. Look behind you and see 
the stony lull you have climbed.

Unquestioningly the Woman turned, 
and beheld spread before her the long 
road of evolution she had passed with 
weary plodding feet.

Once again the Voice took up the 
tale. “ Many billions of years it is, My 
Love, since Thou and I started together 
to grow; Thou wert but an atom, and I 
its Life; but Thou didst not know me 
then, so we parted to meet again. Ere I. 
left Thee I had implanted within Thee a 
desire for Life so strong, that out of 
that longing Thou didst fashion a body 
and once again we lived, Thou wert the 
Body and I was its Life.

Cycles came and cycles waned, and 
Thou and I together climbed the steep 
path of Love and Growth and Knowl
edge and Infinite Wisdom.

Sometimes Thou wert a precious 
stone, and I, its glowing heart; some
times Thou wert a pansy shy, or per
chance a rose, and I, its vibrant Life. 
Once Thou wert a stately pine, with 
healing in Thy breath; Then Thou 
called from out the Deep, e'en there, 
I heard Thy cry.

A bird wert Thou, and free and light 
as air, e’en there I helped Thee for I 
was Thy happy voice. Once as a savage 
beast we prowled the forest’s gloom, 
and sought and slayed our victms, e’en 
there, I loved Thee, too. And then Thou 
developed arms and hands, and we 
swung from tree to tree, happy and full 
of glee, growing always and always 
free. So on and on Dear Heart, we 
climbed the trail together, even' life and 
every lesson, sharing with each other; 
until now you stand a mighty Temple, 
clothed in your radiant beauty. Strong 
and tine and vise and sweet, Thou art 
great through hardly learned lessons.

Great is Thy Love and Compassion 
for those yet treading the Pathway;
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great is Thy knowledge and tender the 
hand that reaches to those who are 
stumbling.

The road is flowery and wide and 
smooth through the Peace which leads

to Forever, and Thou and I to that 
Peaceful Land shall tread hand in hand 
together, for 

I Am the Life,
And Thou Its Perfected Expression.”

Chicago Coming to Los Angeles
Los Angeles, California, Jan. 15, 1905.

My  D ear F riend E dgar W allace 
Con a b l e :—Some time in November I 
wrote you that I was coming to Cali- 
fornia^Los Angeles. I am now here 
and have been about four weeks, uusy 
looking around this beautiful country 
and city, getting acquainted with the 
good people thus far as found. If there 
are any bad people here I have failed 
to find them, and I do not believe that 
I ever will, for I am not looking for 
any one to criticise or correct. I believe 
that every person has his own life to live, 
and no one can live a life for another. 
If we live our own lives as near the 
highest ideals attainable to us, with a 
desire for a higher good, then we only 
draw to ourselves that which is above 
us, which will constantly lead us toward 
the all, everlasting, expansive, vuiex- 
haustible fountain of Good which will in 
time draw our minds from all that may 
be so called below us, and they will also 
be drawn to us only by the law of an 
upward attraction of the All Good. But, 
Brother Conable, I will not wTorry the 
readers of your most valuable journal 
by informing them of my arrival and 
admiration of this city and surrounding 
country. You are well aware that I 
have been a willing advocate of the 
Path-Finder even long before the issue 
of No. I, Volume I, in which I expressed 
my most sanguine confidence, even in its 
darkest hour of Ozark disappointments. 
I have read your January, 1905, number 
with the usual interest which sharpens 
the appetite for more. But upon finish
ing reading the grand good things un
der the heading of S hort P a t h s , I read, 
“We do not want any Path-Finder 
friend to come to California, who has 
limited means. I thought that that 
sounded exactly like what my good wife 
had told me, and I wondered if it could 
really be so, and I commenced to won

der if I should return and face the cold 
wintry blasts of beautiful Chicago, and 
weather the nine months of wearing an 
overcoat, leaving this lovely climate 
which is furnished free for the taking 
or not. I have decided that the editor 
could not have meant me or else I had 
not quite finished the sentence, or else 
he did not mean ready cash but he must 
have meant sand. So I have concluded 
that I would collect the sand and stay 
here, and claim my part of this beauti
ful land with the climate thrown in, and 
be happy, and if I am happy. I am rich.

As ever yours for glory,
J W esley B rooks.

More Converts 
Cheney, Kansas, Jan. 14, 1905. 

Mr. E dgar Wallace Conable, L os An
geles, Calif.fe^
Mr. Conable: Enclosed please Hiitl 

$1.00 bill, the price of your book, Fac
tors in Process of Human Development, 
which please send to my address. We 
have read the Pathfinder for some
time with pleasure and profit, and are 
to an extent acquainted with the editor, 
and feel we would like to real vonr 
book.

We feel we are indebted to you for 
the light which has enabled us to break 
some of the shackles which have hin
dered our progress “ toward those 
heights where lies repose.” One of the 
benefits of reading yonr magazine is 
that my husband has been willing to 
banish from our table meat in even' 
form. He says it is due to your radi
cal presentation of the subject. We are 
very grateful that we ever happened to 
see a copy of your magazine, which a 
friend kindly loaned us.

We have persons in whom we are in
terested, to whom we would be pleased 
if you would send sample copies, pre
ferably the January issue, as I believe
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there art presentations of truth which 
would appeal individually to them and 
might result in their becoming sub
scribers.

The P a t h f i n d e r  is becoming more 
interesting to us with each issue. I 
hope the promised new department 
treating of uncooked foods, etc., will 
soon appeal*.

Wishing you a successful year, I am, 
Respectfully,

(Mrs.) L. V. Crum.

W o m a n  R oasts R oosevelt*
New York, Dec. 10.—“ President 

Roosevelt likes to order the people 
about, and particularly to tell women 
what they ought to do. He’s like Em
peror William, wanting to run every
thing.”

This was the comment to the Equal 
Suffrage league at the Hotei As tor to
day of Mrs. Harriet Stanton Blatch, 
who was particularly disturbed by the 
president’s suggestion in his message 
that married women should not work 
outside their homes.

“ What are married women to do?” 
she asked. “ Women with little child
ren to support, women who have worth
less, shiftless husbands, or drunken, 
beastly ones? The whole business world 
is run just to suit men now, but the 
time is coming when things will be dif
ferent.

“ Every hour seven children are born, 
50,000 a year, and of these 20,000 wo
men are without medical attendance or 
care. Has President Roosevelt no sense 
of honor that, in view of this fact, he 
suggests that the women should bring 
more children into the world?”

O y ste rs  C a r r y  T yphoid  
By a series of experiments at the 

Aquarium in Battery Park, the New 
York Department of Health has demon
strated, beyond any doubt, that oysters 
carry typhoid infection. It has also been 
found out under what conditions and for 
how long a time the bivalves carry the 
infection.

The experiments have been carried on 
by Cyrus W. Field, assistant bacteriolo
gist of the Health Department. The oy
sters were first immersed in large tanks

Brains aim Beaim
Are the two things in this world you cannot buy.

r
We haven’t  any brains to spare. Need them all in oul 

business. But we can help you out on your supply o 
HEALTH.

We have the idea that if you knew all that you should 
regarding the right ways to live, what, when and how to 
eat, how to breathe, how to clothe yourself, regarding ven
tilation, hygiene, sanitation, etc., etc., you will find that 
you have increased your supply of health.

Do you know that it is not necessary 
for your children to have all 

the diseases you had?

We believe that it is the duty of every person to know the 
secrets of good health. Get well and then stay so. Nothing 
to sell !

Learn How to Keep W e ll!
It  is just as natural to be well as to be sick half the time, 

and yet how many know the “ true secret of perfect health?”
If you are a “ thinker”  here is a combination for 1905 

which will interest you:

Membership in International Health League.. 50c
Our Official Magazine.....................................50c
Book, “ Law of Suggestion” ............................$1.00

Sent prepaid for Money Order for 7 5 v.
This is an offer for a limited time only. Today is the only 

day to do things. D o  i t  n o w .

GOOD HEALTH CLINIC 
471 Salina Street, SYRACUSE, N. Y.

A r e  Y ou  In T r o u b l e

My Symphony

T O LIVE content with small 
means; to seek elegiance rather 

than luxury, and refinement rather than 
fashion; to be worthy, not respectable, 
and wealthy, not rich; to study hard, 
think quietly, talk gently, act frankly; 
to listen to stars and birds, to babes and 
sages with open heart; to bear all cheer
fully, do all bravely, await occasions, 
hurry never; in a word to let the spir
itual, unbidden and unconscious, grow 
up through the common—this is to be 
my symphony.

'W illiam  H enry  Ch a n n in g .

Mentally ? Physically ? Financially ? 
Write me, enclosing 5 cts. in stamps 
to cover cost of correspondence. I 
CAN HELP YOU.

LENA C. FULLER. 
Electric Springs Sanatorium,

R o g e r s , A r k .

MASCERATED
m m l
6 LBS. ? 

Byron Tyler  
Kansas City, No.
I • ■ ' A-lVWv .SVVvVv .vo—

d V D A U  T V I  C D  i.uuraiiK es bin O I  if Ull I I  Lb H Masee rated  When 
Will cu re  Ind igestion  and  Constipation at 
once; i f  i t  does n o n re tu rn  th e  em pty bag 
and  y o u r  m oney w ill be refunded without 
quibbling . MA>.CKKATKD WHEAT is a 
raw  food, reudy  to  eat . m ade from  Whole 
W heat blended w ith  F  u i t  and  Nuts—Na
tu r e 's  Ideal Food. C orr,j,ty ninl-asHimilu- 
tion , re s to r in g  1 o rm ul • .rh tand  color.

WRITE FOR CONVINCING PROOFS.
T estim onials  w ith o u t num ber. Prlet 

6 lb  sack, express p repaid , $1 ea^t Rocky 
M ountains, $1.50 west. D irections for new 
m ethod o f  liv in g  w ith  each  sack. 
BYRON TY LE R , M fr., K ansas City, Mo.
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containing brackish water which was in
fected with typhoid bacili. At the end 
of twenty-four hours the oysters were 
removed, and it was found that the ty
phoid bacilli could be isolated from the 
oyster as late as the ninth day.

This experiment proved that the oyster 
could carry the typhoid bacilli alive for 
nine days. On this state of facts, accord
ing to the Health Department experts, it 
is not theoretically safe to eat infected 
oysters within ten days of the date of 
infection. In other words oysters should 
be preserved alive nine days before being 
served as food.

In a second experiment the typhoid- 
infected oyster was replaced in salt water, 
and it was found that the bacilli could 
be isolated up to the eighth day, but be
yond that time no live organism could 
be obtained from the oyster.

From the moment the salt water in 
the tank was first infected with typhoid 
germs they began to decrease rapidly day 
by day. There were only half as many 
live bacilli in the tank on the second day 
as on the first, and on the ninth day none 
was found, showing that the salt water 
was fatal to the typhoid bacilli.

A curious fact has come to light during 
investigations with typhoid-infected oys
ters, namely, that the typhoid bacilli is 
fond of cold. If infested oysters are 
cooled the bacilli can be isolated on them 
at the end of from 'four to six weeks.

Further experiments have shown that 
many oysters die in transit to market, 
and in that condition the typhoid bacilli 
multiply on them amazingly. It is not 
easy to distinguish a dead oyster when 
frozen, so they are unsuspectingly used 
as food.

Japanese Retort Courteous.
Nagahaki, the celebrated Japanese 

juggler, was a great favorite wherever 
he went, and just before the present war 
broke out he was performing in St. 
Petersburg.

When hostilities commenced he had 
to clear out, and his admirers, among 
whom were many officers of the garrison, 
gave him a farewell supper.

At the close o f the banquet they were 
wishing him “ Goodby” when some of 
them exclaimed, “ N ot goodby, but only 
au revoir, for we shall be drinking your 
health in champagne in Tokio before the 
year is out.”

‘.‘I am afraid not,” replied N agah ak i, 
gravely. “Japan is a poor country, re
member, and I fear we shall not be able 
to give our prisoners cham pagne.”

4 MONTHS FOR 10 CENTS

AND BE 
GLAD

READ THE NAUTILUS
I t  is a  u n iq u e  m o n th ly  
m a g a zin e , s t a n d a r d  size  
(n o w  in its  s e v e n th  y e a r )  
e d i t e d  b y  E l i z a b e t h  
T o w n e  a n d  W illia m  E. 

T o w n e . D e v o te d  t o  th e  le a liz a t io n  o f  h e a l t h  
and s u c c e s s  th r o u g h  m e n ta l a n d  p h y s ic a l  
self-developm en t. A rtic le s  on N e w  T h o u g h t , 
B r e a th in g , R a t io n a l L iv in g , e tc . G iv e s  
p ra c tic a l help  in  e v e r y d a y  p ro b lem s o f  life. 
D is tin c tly  a  m a g a z in e  o f  o p tim is m . C r is p , 
fresh, o r ig in a l a n d  in sp irin g .

F I .I .A  W H E E L E R  W I L C O X  contribute* a new 
poem each month.

F L O Y D  It. W I L S O N . Author of Paths to Power, 
haR a fine article in each number.

“ Helpful aR a fine sermon, and entertaining as a comic 
opera.’* says Murray.

E l b e r t  H ubbard  says, “ The Nautilus in its superb new 
shell is Extra Choice. As a printer I admire it. and as a 
man who thinkR a wee, I  admire you—and William.**

T h e  S u b scrip tio n  p r ic e  is  o n ly  F I F T Y  C E N T S  A 
Y E A R  and  w e 'll  sen d  yo u  14 n u m b e rs  i f  y o u  d o  it  
n o w .

I F  Y O U  A R E  E X T R A  C A U T IO U S , sen d  10 c e n ts  
for a  fou r m o n th s ’ t r ia l.  A d d ress

Elizabeth Towne, Dept 6, Holyoke, Mass.

How to Live Forever
JU ST FROM THE PRESS

A  rem ark able  book by th e  noted a u th o r and  lee- 
tu rer, H arry G aze. T h is  w o rk  sh o w s h o w  m a n ’s 
b o d y, lik e  h is so u l, can  be m ade im m o rta l.

S tartlin g? Y e s . B u t not h a lf  as s ta r t lin g  as th e  
E V ID E N C E  o f a c tu a l cases cited  bv th e  a u th o r .

“ Mr. Gaze's work contains much that is thoughtful, prac
tical and reasonable.”—The Arena.

“ Its premises are incontrovertible factR. and the deduc
tions cannot be disproved.”—Louisville Courier Jo u rn a l.

“ A t once sane, intelligent and worthy of scrions atten
tion.”—Health Culture , -V. V.

“ Mr. Gaze’s book will be read.”—Chicago Tribune.

T h e  w ork g iv es p r a c tic a l in stru ctio n s for re tu rn 
in g  th e  b e a u ty  and b u o y an cy  of th e  b o d y.

A t a ll book stores. O ver tw o  h u n d red  p a g es. 
8 v o . C loth  $1.25.

STOCKHAM PUBLISHING CO.
Suite 522 70 Dearborn St., Chicago

HYGI ENE
A d v ice  g iv en  b y  m ail upon m atters re la t in g  

to th e  p reservatio n  o f  health  and th e  cu re  o f  
d isease w ith ou t th e  use o f  drugs. F u ll in stru c
tio n s in  p en -w ritten  letters d ir e c tly  fro m  m y  
ow n han d. Su ccess assured. T erm s $ i.o o  p er 
lette r. A ddress

D. H. Snoke, M.D., 921 Indiana Ave., Indianapolis, Ind.





Factors in
the Process of Human

Development

SU B JEC TS TREATEDt 
PA R T  I.

O Reminiscent.
2. Some of the Work Being Accomplished 
3- Brain Functions.
4 .The Law of Life and Death.
5. Opulence.
6. Truth.
7. Love.
8. The Voice of the Infinite.
9. The Sin of Mediumistic Development.

10. The Duty of Mothers.
11. Fate Is a Fallacy.
12. Monument-al Lies and Crematories.
13. Death, Disintegration and Reincarnation.
14. The Alleged Disease Germ.
15. Animal Destruction a Crime.
16. Educate the Criminal Classes.

The
Book of 
the New 
Century
JV text Book for the 
millions who are in 
S e a r c h  of Bealtb 
and Opulence** « «

«

BY

Edgar Wallace Conable 

Price, $1.00

P A R T  II.

1. Thought Transmission.
2. The Power of Thought Concentration.
3. Scientific Breathing, Light Exercises and

Bathing.
4. The Science of Fasting.
5 Sun Baths.
6. Man’s Duty to Himself.
7. Make W ay for the Soul.
8. The Soul’s Necessities.
9. A ll Souls Are Saved.

10. Attend to Your Own Business.
11. Whence Comes the Power to Heal.
12. Heal Thyself. _
13. Prepare for Life.
14. Where the Responsibility Lies.
15. Reincarnation and Its Relation to Life and

Death.
16. The Real Elixir of Eternal Life.

A D D R E S S  ALL O R D ER S:

THE PATH-FINDER PUBLISHING COMPANY,
Box 1045, Los Angeles, Cal.



For Choice Beach and Choice Safe Beach Lots see

HUNTINGTON
BEACH

“THE PEER O F . BEACH TOW NS”

WATCH I T  GROW

Delightful Ride—Bathing Charming— Investigate and Invest  —  The Finest Sight 
— The Richest Back Country

PRODUCTIONS—Apples most Appetizing.'
Berries most Beautiful.
Celery most Crisp, 1500 carloads a year now.
Flowers most Fragrant.
Also Walnuts and Beets and “other things too numerous 

to mention’'

$190.00 buys a Good Lot. Terms: x/s  Cash, y i Six months, yi Twelve months

HUNTINGTON BEACH CO.,
Either Phone 1293 332 Byrne Building, Los Angeles, Cal.


