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TRAINING OF THOUGHT AS A LIFE FORCE.

BY THE REV. R. HEBER NEWTON, D.D.

In the closing week of a Presidential campaign, with men's

passions and prejudices stirred deeply, amid the din of monster

meetings and processions, in the very building wherein the

excitement focused, men and women gathered last October

from all parts of the country to listen to papers and addresses

upon subjects that seemed as far away from the tumult of a

national election as if they pertained to the interests of some

other orb. In the great hall of Madison Square Garden, while

tens of thousands were acclaiming the strenuous life, a few

hundreds were listening to descriptions of the serene life. It

was the Second Annual Convention of the International Meta-

physical League. That League was the outgrowth of a club

in Boston whose aims were defined as an organization—"to

promote interest in and the practise of a true spiritual phil-

osophy of life; to develop the highest self-culture through

right thinking, as a means of bringing one's loftiest ideals

into present realization; to stimulate faith in and study of the

higher nature of man, in its relation to health, happiness, and
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av TI-IE REV. R. HEBER NEWTON, D.D.

In the closing week of a Presidential campaign, with men's
passions and prejudices stirred deeply, amid the din of monster

meetings and processions, in the very building wherein the
excitement focused, men and women gathered last October
from all parts of the country to listen to papers and addresses
upon subjects that seemed as far away from the tumult of a

national election as if they pertained to the interests of some

other orb. In the great hall of Madison Square Garden, while
tens of thousands were acclaiming the strenuous life, a few
hundreds were listening to descriptions of the serene life. It
was the Second Annual Convention of the International Meta-
physical League. That League was the outgrowth of a club
in Boston whose aims were defined as an organization—“to
promote interest in and the practise of a true spiritual phil-
osophy of life; to develop the highest self-culture through
right thinking, as a means of bringing one’s loftiest ideals
into present realization; to stimulate faith in and study of the
higher nature of man, in its relation to health, happiness, and
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for the well-being of the whole man; for character as well

as a career.

We cannot hope to make much progress in the training of

thought until we first have some clear conception of the nature

of thought itself. A philosophy of thought must precede a

cultus of thought.

I.

The deepest philosophy of men, in different lands and

ages, has found in thought the substance of the Universe it-

self; the underlying reality below all phenomena or appear-

ances; the stuff out of which the worlds are made; the energiz-

ing force in all forms of motion. Were there space, it would

be an interesting study to trace the presence of this conception

of thought in the great philosophies of the East as well as in

the later philosophies of our modem world.

India knew this philosophy ages ago. It is the warp and

woof of its deepest systems.

This philosophy reappeared in Greece, in the person of

Plato, who taught that all things are the copies in visible mat-

ter of their unseen originals in mind—the divine ideas. Every-

thing that exists in the world has its counterpart in the mind

of God. This conception of Plato has been much misunder-

stood and abused. Rightly read it is nothing else than the yet

more ancient philosophy of India, asserting that all things

are, as the child says, "thinks"—thoughts first, and things

afterward. The same conception can be traced in the Hebrew

sacred Scriptures. Whether it originated of itself in Israel,

or whether it was, as is more probable, an influence from the

wnrlrs nf the Platnnizinp- Tews of Alexandria, is a matter of lit-

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

2 MIND.

for the well-being of the whole man; for character as well
as a career.

We cannot hope to make much progress in the training of
thought until we first have some clear conception of the nature
of thought itself. A philosophy of thought must precede a

cultus of thought.
I.

The deepest philosophy of men, in different lands and
ages, has found in thought the substance of the Universe it-
self; the underlying reality below all phenomena or appear-
ances; the stufi out of which the worlds are made; the energiz-
ing force in all forms of motion. Were there space, it would
be an interesting study to trace the presence of this conception
of thought in the great philosophiesof the East as well as in
the later philosophiesof our modern world.

India knew this philosophy ages ago. It is the warp and
woof of its deepest systems.

This philosophy reappeared in Greece, in the person of
I’lato, who taught that all things are the copies in visible mat-

ter of their unseen originals in mind—thedivine ideas. Every-
thing that exists in the world has its counterpart in the mind
of God. This conception of Plato has been much misunder-
stood and abused. Rightly read it is nothingelse than the yet
more ancient philosophy of India, asserting that all things
are, as the child says, “thinks”—thoughts first, and things
afterward. The same conception can be traced in the Hebrew
sacred Scriptures. Whether it originated of itself in Israel,
or whether it was, as is more probable, an influence from the
wm-lee nf than Plntnnizinrr Tews of Alexandria. is a matter of lit-
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Training of Thought as a Life Force.

3

of the outward and visible creation at all, but rather as a

description of the inner processes of all creation—God's think-

ing the Universe into being in his own mind.

It is not alone in the systems of highly-cultured peoples

that this philosophy emerges. The late lamented Dr. Brinton,

the highest authority upon the red Indians of America, has

made it clear that these simple peoples evolved the same phil-

osophy, in child-forms.

Christianity gathered all these scattered strains of philoso-

phy, running down through different peoples, under different

religions, and wove them into the sublime conception of The

Logos, or Thought-Word of the Father, which it identifies

with Jesus of Nazareth. We are familiar enough with the

outward form of our Logos doctrine, as embodied in the

Nicene creed; but how many of us realize that it is the

noblest statement of this ancient and world-wide philosophy,

which reads the Universe in terms of mind rather than of mat-

ter, and finds the underlying substance, the reality of all being,

in thought? Yet nothing else than this is our sacred doctrine

of the divine Word incarnate in Jesus Christ. God creates

the Universe first of all by thinking it; as every man creates

his world around him—his deeds, whatever they may be, his

works of poetry, painting, or architecture, by first of all think-

ing them into being in his own mind.

God creates the Universe in his own mind completely,

organically, as a living whole. He is no bungling workman,

who builds up his structure by patching on here a bit and there

a bit, adding idea to idea, correcting and erasing until at last,

in some stumbling way, the whole work stands perfect and

complete. He is the type of ^e nobler work of genius which,
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Training of Thought as a Life Force. 3

of the outward and visible creation at all, but rather as a

description of the inner processes of all creation—God’s think-
ing the Universe into being in his own mind.

It is not alone in the systems of highly-cultured peoples
that this philosophyemerges. The late lamented Dr. Brinton,
the highest authorityupon the red Indians of America, has
made it clear that these simple peoples evolved the same phil-
osophy, in child-forms.

Christianity gathered all these scattered strains of philoso-
phy, running down through different peoples, under different
religions, and wove them into the sublime conception of The
Logos, or Thought-Word of the Father, which it identifies
with Jesus of Nazareth. We are familiar enough with the
outward form of our Logos doctrine, as embodied in the
Nicene creed; but how many of us realize that it is the
noblest statement of this ancient and world-wide philosophy,
which reads the Universe in terms of mind rather than of mat-

ter, and finds the underlyingsubstance, the reality of all being.
in thought? Yet nothingelse than this is our sacred doctrine
of the divine Word incarnate in Jesus Christ. God creates
the Universe first of all by thinking it; as every man creates
his world around him—his deeds, whatever they may be, his
works of poetry, painting, or architecture, by first of all think-
ing them into being in his own mind.

God creates the Universe in his own mind completely,
organically, as a living whole. He is no bungling workman,
who builds up his structure by patching on here a bit and there
a bit, adding idea to idea, correcting and erasing until at last,
in some stumbling way, the whole work stands perfect and
complete. He is the type of the nobler work of genius which,
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perfect thought. Then, as God began to create, as we ordi-

narily think of it—that is, to realize in matter his original

divine thought—everything that came into being came thus as

a projection of that thought, a bit of that perfect and complete

idea, a fragment of the divine conception. It lives in virtue

of this divine thought that is in it. It is an effort to embody

that thought. So the inner secret of every knowledge is found

in this thought, embedded or embodied in the outer realm of

fact.

The true knowledge of every bit of Nature is a knowledge

not of the thing, but of the thought in the thing—of the Logos,

or Thought-Word, which is the substance and stuff of all

things. Thus we have a knowledge of the earth—geo-logy;

a knowledge of the stars, which was at first astro-logy; a

knowledge of the winds, or meteoro-logy; a knowledge of life

—bio-logy; a Logos of every province of the Universe. A

complete knowledge of the complete Universe would be a

grasp of the complete thought of God; the infinite and eternal

Logos—the thought of the Universe as it always has been

in the mind of God, perfect and whole. Christianity identifies

the Logos or Thought-Word of the Father, which is the sub-

stance of the Universe, with Jesus of Nazareth, the perfectly

good man, and affirms that he is the "Word made flesh."

It means by this that the inner secret of the Universe is read

in the Good Man, and that it is, therefore, a moral secret; that

all things in the Universe are working toward a moral end;

that the thought of God looks on to a perfected cosmos, in

which there shall be no evil and no sin; that thought is energiz-

ing through the cosmos toward that "one far-off divine

event;" that the moral law is regnant over the whole Universe,

and that, as the Jews of old expressed this truth in the form
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4 MIND.

perfect thought. Then, as God began to create, as we ordi-
narily think of ‘it--that is, to realize in matter his original
divine thought—-everythingthat came into being came thus as

a projection of that thought, a bit of that perfect and complete
idea, a fragment of the divine conception. It lives in virtue
of this divine thought that is in it. It is an effort to embody
that thought. So the inner secret of every knowledge is found
in this thought, embedded or embodied in the outer realm of
fact.

The true knowledge of every bit of Nature is a knowledge
not of the thing,but of the thought in the thing—of the Logos,
or Thought-Word, which is the substance and stuff of all
things. Thus we have a knowledge of the earth—geo-logy;
a knowledge of the stars, which was at first astro-logy; a

knowledge of the winds, or meteoro-logy; a knowledge of life
—bio-logy; a Logos of every province of the Universe. A
complete knowledge of the complete Universe would be a

grasp of the complete thought of God; the infinite and eternal
Logos—the thought of the Universe as it always has been
in the mind of God, perfect and whole. Christianity identifies
the Logos or Thought-Word of the Father, which is the sub-
stance of the Universe, with Jesus of Nazareth, the perfectly
good man, and affirms that he is the “VVord made flesh."
It means by this that the inner secret of the Universe is read
in the Good Man, and that it is, therefore, a moral secret; that
all things in the Universe are working toward a moral end;
that the thought of God looks on to a perfected cosmos, in
which there shall be no evil and no sin; that thought is energiz-
ing through the ‘cosmos toward that _“one far-off divine
event ;” that the moral law is regnant over the whole Universe,
and that, as the Jews of old expressed this truth in the form
A: O-‘an r‘:1r:o-ha no-‘.7 ad-near‘ 6‘-In J-tun 4-n‘\‘an A‘ LL45
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5

acter. He opens the very heart of God and discloses the inner

significance of all the cosmic processes.

When the New Testament speaks of Christ, The Logos,

as the creator, what is meant is, first, that the true creative

force of the Universe is the divine thought, that idea which

is evolving creation toward the ideal of the perfectly good

man—the crown and consummation of the cosmic processes.

Identifying that divine thought of man with Jesus, we speak

of him as the creator. It is in this sense, and this sense alone,

that such language can be used. So in that wonderful open-

ing of the Gospel according to St. John we have the true phil-

osophy of creation, the creative energy of thought: "In the

beginning was the Thought-Word, and the Thought-Word

was with God, and the Thought-Word was God. . . All

things were generated through it, and apart from it was not

anything generated that was generated."

Mind, which is the creative force in the Universe, is, there-

fore, the creative force in man. The cosmos, which is, in its

inner essence, thought evolved, has its earthly consummation

in man, who is also, in his inner essence and substance,

thought. Man is part of the Universe, though the highest

part. The force that evolves it evolves him. He is that force

manifested in its highest form. All human forces are, there-

fore, as are all cosmic forces, in the last analysis, forms of

thought. Man himself is a body woven around a soul—mind

materializing itself. Each man is a distinct thought of God,

carrying in him the divine potencies of the divine thought.

As George MacDonald sings, in his exquisite little poem, in

which the baby interprets the mystery of his own being—"God

thought of me, and so I grew."

All that man does noon-the pnrth is done in and through
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Training of Though! a: a Life Force. 5

acter. He opens the very heart of God and discloses the inner
significance of all the cosmic processes.

When the New Testament speaks of Christ, The_Logos,
as the creator, what is meant is, first, that the true creative
force of the Universe is the divine thought, that idea which
is evolving creation toward the ideal of the perfectly good
man—the crown and consummation of the cosmic processes.
Identifying that divine thought of man with Jesus, we speak
of him as the creator. It is in this sense, and this sense alone,
that such language can be used. So in that wonderful open-
ing of the Gospel according to St. John we have the true phil-
osophy of creation, the creative energy of thought: “In the
beginning was the Thought-Word, and the Thought-Word
was with God, and the Thought-Word was God.

. .
All

things were generated through it, and apart from it was not

anythinggenerated that was generated.”
Mind, which is the creative force in the Universe, is, there-

fore, the creative force in man. The cosmos, which is, in its
inner essence, thought evolved, has its earthly consummation
in man, who is also, in his inner essence and substance,
thought. Man is part of the Universe, though the highest
part. The force that evolves it evolves him. He is that force
manifested in its highest form. All human forces are, there-
fore, as are all cosmic forces, in the last analysis, forms of
thought. Man himself is a body woven around a sou1—mind
materializing itself. Each man is a distinct thought of God,
carrying in him the divine potencies of the divine thought.
As George MacDonald sings, in his exquisite little poem, in
which the baby interprets the mystery of his own being-“God
thought of me, and so I grew.”

A1 tit t does nnon'the earth is done in and through
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own mind. Every institution is then the shadow of a thought.

Human laws, before they are written on the statute-book, are

written in man's mind. They are the forth-puttings of his

thought concerning the social and political relationships of

human beings. Every work of art is first a work in mind.

The vision is seen inwardly before it is seen outwardly. The

painter paints on the walls of the inner chamber of his mind

before he puts brush upon the canvas. Before the great temple

rises in marble, it has risen in the mind of the architect; and,

if he be a genius in architecture, it has stood perfect and com-

plete, an organic whole, in his thought, before it begins to

materialize itself upon the earth. The Alexandrian Jew.

Philo, who in the beginning of our era first evolved clearly

the doctrine of the Logos or Divine Thought-Word, which

Christianity took up into its philosophy of The Christ, found

in this conception of the architect's work the germ of his whole

philosophy. He is constantly recurring to this simile. God

is the divine architect, who constructs the Universe after the

same fashion that the human architect constructs the palace

or temple. Milton writes that the idea of "Paradise Lost"

flashed upon him as a complete whole, before he put pen to

paper. Wagner remarks the fact that his greatest inspira-

tions were of the same sort. Before he scored a music drama,

the conception of the whole work rose, fully formed, in his

mind.

The real dynamics, then, of civilization are the potencies of

thought. The forces working to evolve a higher social order

are stored in ideas. The real energy in society is mind. It is

man's thinking that makes every form of society. It is his

change of thinking that destroys each form and rebuilds it

again after a higher pattern. The fiercely contested national
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6 MIND.

own mind. Every institution is then the shadow of a thought.
Human laws, before they are written on the statute—book, are

written in man’s mind. They are the forth—puttings of his
thought concerning the social and political relationships of
human beings. Every work of art is first a work in mind.
The vision is seen inwardly before it is seen outwardly. The
painter paints on the walls of the inner chamber of his mind
before he puts brush upon the canvas. Before the great temple
rises in marble, it has risen in the mind of the architect; and,
if he be a genius in architecture, it has stood perfect and com-

plete, an organic whole, in his thought, before it begins to
materialize itself upon the earth. The Alexandrian Jew,
Philo, who in the beginning of our era first evolved clearly
the doctrine of the Logos or Divine Thought-Word, which
Christianity took up into its philosophy of The Christ, found
in this conception of the architect's work the germ of his whole
philosophy. He is constantly recurring to this simile. God
is the divine architect, who constructs the Universe after the
same fashion that the human architect constructs the palace
or temple. Milton writes that the idea of “Paradise Lost"
flashed upon him as a complete whole, before he put pen to

paper. Wagner remarks the fact that his greatest inspira-
tions were of the same sort. Before he scored a music drama,
the conception of the whole work rose, fully formed. in his
mind.

The real dynamics, then, of civilizationare the potencies of
thought. The forces working to evolve a higher social order
are stored in ideas. The real energy in society is mind. It is
man’s thinking that makes every form of society. It is his

change of thinking that destroys each form and rebuilds it
again after a higher pattern. The fiercely contested national
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Training of Thought as a Life Force.

not. It was, in reality, a conflict of minds. Thought was

grappling with thought on this broad continent, and wrestling

for a fall. Back of the parties contending with each other

there were living ideas, struggling one with another. All this

is obvious enough the moment we think of it. I am not deal-

ing in figures and metaphors—I am dealing with hard, prosaic

facts. The real creative force in the world is the force of

thought.

Have we any clue to this mysterious fact? Have we any

glimpse of thought as actually creating—doing over again, in

humbler forms, the work of the Divine Mind in creation? Be-

fore our generation no answer could have been given to this

question. A scientific answer is now looming above the

horizon. It is not yet clearly shaping itself into distinct form,

but its nebulous outlines are becoming visible. The crowning

work of the Society for Psychical Research, up to the present

moment, is found in the two bulky volumes entitled "Phan-

tasms of the Living." In this great work is embodied the

result of a prolonged, systematic, and thoroughly scientific

investigation of certain phenomena which have always ar-

rested the attention of thoughtful men, but which, thus far,

have eluded any rational interpretation. From the earliest

historic records down to our own day, there has been a con-

tinuous line of testimony to such experiences as are known

popularly as ghosts, wraiths, etc. Coincident with critical

experiences, on the part of friends or relatives,—in the time

of great illness, in the moment of some sudden shock, at the

hour of death,—men have seen, or believed that they have

seen, the forms of those dear to them, who, at the moment,

though unknown to these percipients, were passing through

these critical experiences
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Training of Thought as a Life Force. 7

not. It was, in reality, a conflict of minds. Thought was

grappling with thought on this broad continent, and wrestling
for a fall. Back of the parties contending with each other
there were living ideas, struggling one with another. All this
is obvious enough the moment we thinkof it. I am not deal-
ing in figures and metaphors—-I am dealing with hard, prosaic
facts. The real creative force in the world is the force of
thought.

Have we any clue to this mysterious fact? Have we any
glimpse of thought as actually creating——-doing over again, in
humbler forms, the work of the Divine Mind in creation? Be-
fore our generation no answer could have been given to this
question. A scientific answer is now looming above the
horizon. It is not yet clearly shaping itself into distinct form.
but its nebulous outlines are becoming visible. The crowning
work of the Society for Psychical Research, up to the present
moment, is found.in the two bulky volumes entitled “Phan-
tasms of the Living.” In this great work is embodied the
result of a prolonged, systematic, and thoroughly scientific
investigation of certain phenomena which have always ar-

rested the attention of thoughtful men, but which, thus far,
have eluded any rational interpretation. From the earliest
historic records down to our own day, there has been a con-

tinuous line of testimony to such experiences as are known
popularly as ghosts, wraiths, etc. Coincident with critical
experiences, on the part of friends or relatives,—in the time
of great illness, in the moment of some sudden shock, at the
hour of death,—men have seen, or believed that they have
seen, the forms of those dear to them, who, at the moment.
though unknown to these percipients, were passing thfough
these critical experiences.
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They made a careful census of hallucinations, so called. They

gathered their materials from every source, verified them as

carefully as possible, classified them, and then proceeded to

study them with reference to an explanation. No final and

conclusive theory has been pronounced by these researchers,

but they are practically at one in the conclusion that such ex-

periences point either to actual objective appearances from the

unseen world, say of those who have recently died, or, on the

other hand, to a power in man, under intense, concentrated

thought and emotion, of projecting a visual semblance or im-

age of himself, sent forth as it were from his body, and of

clothing it with a momentary externality, so that some one

else may see and recognize it. In other words, the accepted

hypothesis provisionally framed to account for these facts

of experience is that thought has a true creative power, though

a temporary power; that it can, for the moment at least, gather

round itself, out of the atmosphere if you will, the elements

to construct a form, a body, an appearance, in which a man

may thus manifest himself to his fellows. It is the first scien-

tific hint yet given of the actual creative power of thought.

We see a man doing for a moment what God is doing all the

time in the Universe—thinking aloud, thinking himself out

into visibility and audibility.

Plainly, then, thought is the real life-force of the Universe

—the real life-force in man. As such, it demands systematic

training on man's part, in order that it may be fully utilized.

In this utilization lies the accomplishment of his desires, the

outworking of his purpose, the fulfilment of his destiny.

(To be continued.)
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8 MIND.

They made a careful census of hallucinations, so called. They
gathered their materials from every source, verified them as

carefully as possible, classified them, and then proceeded to

study them with reference to an explanation. No final and
conclusive theory has been pronounced by these researchers,
but they are practicallyat one in the conclusion that such ex-

periences point either to actual objective appearances from the
unseen world, say of those who have recently died, or, on the
other hand, to a power in man, under intense, concentrated
thought and emotion, of projecting a visual semblance or im-
age of himself, sent forth as it were from his body, and of
clothing it with a momentary externality, so that some one

else may see and recognize it. In other words, the accepted
hypothesis provisionally framed to account for these facts
of experience is that thought has a true creative power, though
a temporary power; that it can, for the moment at least, gather
round itself, out of the atmosphere if you will, the elements
to construct a form, a body, an appearance, in which a man

may thus manifest himself to his fellows. It is the first scien-
tific hint yet given of the actual creative power of thought. .

We see a man doing for a moment what God is doing all the
time in the Universe—thinking aloud, thinking himself out
into visibility and audibility.

Plainly, then, thought is the real life-force of the Universe
—the real life-force in man. As such, it demands systematic
training on man's part, in order that it may be fully utilized.
In this utilization lies the accomplishment of his desires, the
outworkingof his purpose, the fulfilment of his destiny.

(To be continued.)
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OUR SAFETY IN THOUGHT AND ACTION.

BY ALWYN M. THURBER.

After every seer and every teacher has presented his pro-

foundest philosophy to us—after we have had preached to us

every mooted conception of truth, be it old or new—must there

not be, somewhere and at all times, for each of us, a positive

right and wrong: a safe mooring for our craft within the

fabled haven of peace, or a pitfall that shall lead us into tem-

porary pain and unrest? We believe we ought to glory in the

fact that life is an enigma, and that the pearl of safety consists

in something to be discovered or evolved and not to be had

for the asking; yet we are scarcely prepared to believe that

God is yet ready for man's perfection—man as we know him

in bodily shape. Ideally he is perfect, of course, but as a

physical expression he is in many ways imperfect. Then, as

a matter of course, must we not admit that there is a positive

right and wrong in our every thought and act?

One grows dizzy at the thought of the magnitude of

things. The single phase of manifestation called human life

may be but a link in a great chain of stupendous experiments.

We doubt the possibility of the perfect man or woman ap-

pearing upon earth during our own brief careers. Would

we, with our crude visions and distorted ideas, recognize the

Master among us? No; no more than the ant can have a

conception of the mountain at whose base it burrows.

I have been serinnslv inmressed with what Prentice Mul-
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OUR SAFETY IN THOUGHT AND ACTION.

BY ALWYN M. THURBER.

After every seer and every teacher has presented his pro-
foundest philosophy to us—after we have had preached to us

every mooted conception of truth, be it old or new—must there
not be, somewhere and at all times, for each of us, a positive
right and wrong: a safe mooring for our craft within the
fabled haven of peace, or a pitfall that shall lead us into tem-

porary pain and unrest? We believe we ought to glory in the
fact that life is an enigma, and that the pearl of safety consists
in something to be discovered or evolved and not to be had
for the asking; yet we are scarcely prepared to believe that
God is yet ready for man's perfection—man as we know him
in bodily shape. Ideally he is perfect, of course, but as a

physical expression he is in many ways imperfect. Then, as

a matter of course, must we not admit that there is a positive
right and wrong in our every thought and act?

One grows dizzy at the thought of the magnitude of
things. The single phase of manifestation called human life
may be but a link in a great chain of stupendous experiments.
We doubt the possibility of the perfectman or woman ap-
pearing upon earth during our own brief careers. \Vould
we, with our crude visions and distorted ideas, recognize the
Master among us? No; no more than the ant can have a

conception of the mountain at whose base it burrows.
I have been serinnslv imnressed with what Prentice Mul-
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of their individuality through the influence of others, seen or

unseen—so much so that they unconsciously think others'

thoughts, others' opinions are taken second hand, and they

actually see with eyes not their own. The safety Mr. Mul-

ford prescribes is variety in associations, and periods of soli-

tude wherein we may find our real selves.

What about the pitfall of asceticism? Here again we

are confronted with a doubt. If we court material possessions

we become miserly; if we meditate too much in secret we

become "queer" in manner and unfit for business; if we are

over-sympathetic we impart too much that rightfully belongs

to us, and at last become ill and complaining; if we eat flesh

we become like animals; if we chasten the body we suffer

from the contempt of those who do not understand us; if we

live in the spirit as a daily habit the delicate cord that binds

us to the body snaps and we find ourselves prematurely cut

off from our unfinished mission upon earth—cast out, as it

were, into bodiless space.

Were our spiritual eyes suddenly opened to all that exists,

would not a frenzy of despair seize us? Nature has kindly

closed our eyelids, that we may be unmolested by fear. A

babe has faith in its mother's love, though the universe is a

blank to it. I wish people would never outgrow that simple

trust which nestles in the youthful bosom and closes the baby

eyes in perfect repose. Then the dangers that we older chil-

dren cherish so dearly would never exist. The believer in

reincarnation tells us that the play and sportiveness of early

youth are due to the lightness and exhilaration of the spirit

enjoying a new body. Is there not a secret here—of how

to keep young and live as long as we wish? Were our acts

and thoughts always right, ever moving along the line of

least resistance, would not the riddle be guessed? Would
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to MIND.

of their individuality through the influence of others, seen or

unseen—so much so that they unconsciously think others’
thoughts, others’ opinions are taken second hand, and they
actually see with eyes not their own. The safety Mr. Mul-
ford prescribes is variety in associations, and periods of soli-
tude wherein we may find our real selves.

What about the pitfall of asceticism? Here again we

are confronted with a doubt. If we court material possessions
we become miserly; if we meditate too much in secret we

become “queer” in manner and unfit for business; if we are

over-sympathetic we impart too much that rightfully belongs
to us, and at last become ill and complaining; if we eat flesh
we become like animals; if we chasten the body we suffer
from the contempt of those who do not understand us; if we

live in the spirit as a daily habit the delicate cord that binds
us to the body snaps and we find ourselves prematurely cut
off from our unfinished mission upon earth——cast out, as it
were, into bodiless space.

V

Were our spiritual eyes suddenly opened to all that exists,
would not a frenzy of despair seize us? Nature has kindly
closed our eyelids, that we may be unmolested by fear. A
babe has faith in its mother's love, though the universe is a

blank to it. I wish people would never outgrow that simple
trust which nestles in the youthful bosom and closes the baby
eyes in perfect repose. Then the dangers that we older chil-
dren cherish so dearly would never exist. The believer in
reincarnation tells us that the play and sportiveness of early
youth are due to the lightness and exhilarationof the spirit
enjoying a new body. Is there not a secret here-—of how
to keep young and live as long as we wish? Were our acts
and thoughts always right, ever moving along the line of
least resistance would not the riddle be guessed? Would
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Our Safety in Thought and Action.

11

a standard for a whole nation! The Mother Church can

put words of worship into the mouths of her children, but

the thoughts that people their minds are beyond ecclesiastical

control. Indeed, have we not here a momentous truth? Have

we not hit upon the key to all heresies? Thought—that subtle

essence of the mind which steals into our reveries, invades

even our dreams, and bids us doubt while kneeling in the

very shadows of the sanctuary: the glow-worm of the soul

—have we lived ages without discovering its supremacy?

What a person thinks is certain to shape his career; what he

does may be modified by what others think. At this point

do not Prentice Mulford's ideas of reembodiment apply with

emphasis? Have we not all our own astral attachments—

good, bad, and indifferent—that tincture our auras with pas-

sion, or with less harmful impulses, or with positively help-

ful inclinations? It is not best hastily to deny what the

teachers of mysticism have given us. We should rather weigh,

compare, contrast, and then decide at leisure.

Our safety in thought and action lies in doing or think-

ing that which brings us the greatest peace of mind. "Ah,"

declares the churchman, "we have all that in our creeds; the

Golden Rule is a bulwark against which infidelity has found-

ered. As Christians we have discovered nothing better. Do

unto others as you would have others do unto you. In brief.

do right." But what is right, and by what rule of measure-

ment can we know right when we see it? A father smokes

—and uses the strap on his son who is caught smoking. A

man of questionable morals may move in the best society; but

if a mere word of scandal is breathed about a zuoman, society

says nay to her. In war we can kill our fellow-beings with
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Our Safety in Thought and Action. 11

a standard for a whole nation! The Mother Church can

put words of worship into the mouths of her children, but
the thoughts that people their minds are beyond ecclesiastical
control. Indeed, have we not here a momentous truth? Have
we not hit upon the key to all heresies? Thought—that subtle
essence of the mind which steals into our reveries, invades
even our dreams, and bids us doubt while kneeling in the
very shadows of the sanctuary: the glow-worm of the soul
—have we lived ages without discovering its supremacy?
What a person thinks is certain to shape his career; what he
does may be modified by what others think. At this point
do not Prentice Mulford’s ideas of reémbodiment apply with
emphasis? Have we not all our own astral attachments—-
good, bad, and indiFferent—that tincture our auras with pas-
sion, or with less harmful impulses, or with positively help-
ful inclinations? It is not best hastily to deny what the
teachers of mysticism have given us. VVe should ratherweigh,
compare, contrast, and then decide at leisure.

Our safety in thought and action lies in doing or think-
ing that which brings us the greatest peace of mind. “Ah,"
declares the churchman, “we have all that in our creeds; the
Golden Rule is a bulwark against which infidelity has found-
ered. As Christians we have discovered nothing better. Do
unto others as you would have others do unto you. In brief.
do right.” But what is right, and by what rule of measure-

ment can we know right when we see it? A father smokes
——and uses the strap on his son who is caught smoking. A
man of questionable morals may move in the best society; but
if a mere word of scandal is breathed about a woman, society
says nay to her. In war we can kill our fellow-beings with
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see one pugilist pummel another and dub it manly and

scientific.

Far be it from my purpose to attempt to state just what

is right; I certainly do not know. But there have been

times when, acting upon sheer impulse, I have hit upon the

right thing, whereas had I taken a second thought I would

have done quite differently. I recall one case in puint—an

occasion on which, with friends, I was enjoying Nature in a

forest. In the midst of the Sabbath stillness a yell of pain

broke upon our ears. Looking in the direction whence it

came, I saw to my dismay a number of men surging down

a neighboring lot, each intent upon pounding a fellow-mortal

who was trying to escape their abuse. I was told that, in

this quiet spot, away from the reach of law, these men were

wont to congregate on Sundays to commit deeds most cruel.

Without a thought of my own safety, I ran toward the

rabble. To this hour I do not know just how I succeeded

in making my way to the center of the mob, but, just as I

reached there, a stalwart fellow was beating the victim un-

mercifully. It must have been a desperate resolve, but with a

single lurch I jerked the wicked man over backward. I can

never forget the consternation of those about me. The throng

parted instantly, and every eye glowered upon me with awe

and dread. I was the only well-dressed person among them,

and had I dropped out of the clouds the effect could not have

been more dramatic. Not one dared touch me, while the

victim of their wrath crawled between the legs of his tor-

mentors and escaped. Had I not saved his life? It may

have been ten seconds before the rabble dared to move a

muscle. When it did I was fairly jostled out from among

them; even then not one of them attempted to strike me. A
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see one pugilist pummel another and dub it manly and
scientific.

Far be it from my purpose to attempt to state just what
is right; I certainly do not know. But there have been
times when, acting upon sheer impulse, I have hit upon the
right thing, whereas had I taken a second thought I would
have done quite differently. I recall one case in puint—an
occasion on which, with friends, I was enjoying Nature in a

forest. In the midst of the Sabbath stillness a yell of pain
broke upon our ears. Looking in the direction whence it
came, I saw to my dismay a number of men surging down
a neighboring lot, each intent upon pounding a fellow-mortal
who was trying to escape their abuse. I was told that, in
this quiet spot, away from the reach of law, these men were

wont to congregate on Sundays to commit deeds most cruel.
Without a thought of my own safety, I ran toward the
rabble. To this hour I do not know just how I succeeded
in making my way to the center of the mob, but, just as I
reached there, a stalwart fellow was beating the victim un-

mercifully. It must have been a desperate resolve, but with a

single lurch I jerked the wicked man over backward. I can

never forget the consternation of those about me. The throng
parted instantly, and every eye glowered upon me with awe

and dread. I was the only well-dressed person among them,
and had I dropped out of the clouds the effect could not have
been more dramatic. Not one dared touch me, while the
victim of their wrath crawled between the legs of his tor-
mentors and escaped. Had I not saved his life? It may
have been ten seconds before the rabble dared to move a

muscle. VI/hen it did I was fairly jostled out from among
them; even then not one of them attempted to strike me. A
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Our Safety in Thought and Action. 13

they will kill you," he added, anxiously. I saw my danger ar

once. I became instantly weak with fear—the result of my

friend's suggestion. Of course, I acted upon his advice and

hastily withdrew to a place of safety.

This incident taught me a valuable lesson. I had plunged

into the danger without counting the cost. It was thought

that prompted me, not "a thought." When we begin to live

wholly in the spirit, every act we perform will be the product

of divine thought, which is entirely wordless and not of self.

In later years, as I have thought over the episode above

described, I have been forced to believe that it was the immortal

man who hastened to the rescue of the despised victim, and

that it was the mortal or reasoning man who ambled away in

fear.

Living in the spirit, to the exclusion of self, has made

many a hero famous. It is what the churchman's faith styles

perpetual salvation. Eternal vigilance is the price of safety.

To be eternally vigilant and safe is to admit the spirit of

Love into our consciousness, to sweeten our lives and illumine

our faces with joy and confidence. Some children seem to

be born in the spirit: they do right, not from discipline but

from native impulse. To live and know that we have at this

moment the power to turn aside any open or secret thrust

from another, and meet it with a smile of love and forbearance,

forearms us with mighty weapons.

Inspiration is thought heaven-sent. When the desire

seizes us to write, do we think in words? Some do, and their

sentences are the product of the intellect. The writer who

reaches the public heart frequently uses words strange to

himself. A deep glow of good feeling wells up in his breast,

the nether world fades in the distance, and a realm of divine

light seems to surround and aid him. Is not such a soul safe
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Our Safety in Thought and Action. 13

they will kill you,” he added, anxiously. I saw my danger at

once. I became instantly weak with fear—the result of my
friend’s suggestion. Of course, I acted upon his advice and
hastily withdrew to a place of safety.

This incident taught me a valuable lesson. I had plunged
into the danger without counting the cost. It was thought

' that prompted me, not “a thought.” When we begin to live
wholly in the spirit, every act we perform will be the product
of divine thought, which is entirely wordless and not of self.
In later years, as I have thought over the episode above
described, I have been forced to believethat it was the immortal
man who hastened to the rescue of the despised victim, and
that it was the mortal or reasoning man who ambled away in
fear.

Living in the spirit, to the exclusion of self, has made
many a hero famous. It is what the churchman’s faith styles
perpetual salvation. Eternal vigilance is the price of safety.
To be eternally vigilant and safe is to admit the spirit of
Love into our consciousness, to sweeten our lives and illumine
our faces with joy and confidence. Some children seem to
be born in the spirit: they do right, not from discipline but
from native impulse. To live and know that we have at this
moment the power to turn aside any open or secret thrust
from another, and meet it with a smileof love and forbearance,
forearms us with mighty weapons.

Inspiration is thought heaven-sent. When the desire
seizes us to write, do we think in words? Some do, and their
sentences are the product of the intellect. The writer who
reaches the public heart frequently uses words strange to
himself. A deep glow of good feeling wells up in his breast,
the nether world fades in the distance, and a realm of divine

ligl-Elsfiemgltko surround and aid him. Is not such a Soul safe
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between thought reasoned out and thought that has no refer-

ence to words. You discover your neighbor's house to be on

fire. Do you stop to think of your feelings toward that neigh-

bor? No; with a thrill of God-love at your heart you rush to

the rescue of the inmates of that home, and dare to face

dangers that may appall you later. That is the love that is

yet to move the world—when we have risen in our might and

endeavors above precepts based upon human standards. Love

thus known and felt is going to clasp the hands of the artisan

and the capitalist, the Christian and the non-Christian, the

peace advocate and the promoter of war. It will make men

honest without boast or pretense.

It is pleasant to imagine a law that would tell us what

we ought to do, rather than what we must not do; one, for

instance, that reads: "It shall be lawful (and holy) to keep

the peace, love one another, and enjoy the fruits thereof as

brothers in common. In return for such lawful recognition of

good will, each citizen shall be happier, enjoy better health,

and find heaven on earth," etc. Our present statutes read:

"It shall be unlawful to enter the premises of another and take

therefrom any article of value. . . Said crime shall be pun-

ishable by imprisonment and fine,'' etc. Is it not strange

that our lawmakers have not hit upon the expedient of making

constructive rather than prohibitive laws and penalties? When

the fireman, clinging to the window-ledge, rescues the babe

from the burning building, does he for one moment look down

at the frenzied crowd for applause? No; to him the crowd

does not exist. A wise Creator has thrown about him a

mantle of safety unseen by mortal eye. He does not think;

his deed is not the product of thought. It is divine—there-

fore selfless.

Again, we have the matter of moods. Is it safe to humor
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I4 MIND.

between thought reasoned out and thought that has no refer-
ence to words. You discover your neighbor's house to be on

fire. Do you stop to thinkof your feelings toward that neigh-
bor? No; with a thrillof God-love at your heart you rush to
the rescue of the inmates of that home, and dare to face
dangers that may appall you later. That is the love that is
yet to move the world—when we have risen in our might and ‘

endeavors above precepts based upon human standards. Love
thus known and felt is going to clasp the hands of the artisan
and the capitalist, the Christian and the non—Christian, the
peace advocate and the promoter of war. It will make men

honest without boast or pretense.
It is pleasant to imagine a law that would tell us what

we ought to do, rather than what we must not do; one, for
instance, that reads: “It shall be lawful (and holy) to keep
the peace, love one another, and enjoy the fruits thereof as

brothers in common. In return for such lawful recognition of
good will, each citizen shall be happier, enjoy better health,
and find heaven on earth,” etc. Our present statutes read:
“It shall be unlawful to enter the premises of another and take
therefromany article of value.

. .
Said crime shall be pun-

ishable by imprisonment and fine,” etc. Is it not strange
that our lawmakers have not hit upon the expedient of making
constructive rather than prohibitive laws and penalties? When
the fireman, clinging to the window-ledge, rescues the babe
from the burning building,does he for one moment look down
at the frenzied crowd for applause? No; to him the crowd
does not exist. A wise Creator has thrown about him a

mantle of safety unseen by mortal eye. He does not think;
his deed is not the product of thought. It is divine—there-
fore selfless.

Again, we have the matter of moods. Is it safe to humor
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Our Safety in Thought and Action. 15

can be made to look less distraught; a happy face can be

saddened. It is equally true with our moods. A mere look

of distaste, of weariness, or of indifference may send our best

patron away with a resolve to take his favors elsewhere; or

the briefest possible word or look of kindly cheer may turn

the tide of fortune our way.

Are we truly living in the spirit, and drawing from the

Akasa that alone which insures our perpetual safety? Right

here we have the basis of a religion suited to the needs of

every human being. It is not a religion to be found at

"revivals" or during mighty sorrows: it is Nature speaking

with kindly tongue to the children of earth. Moods of every

name and nature come upon us—we know not why; but well

equipped is the soul that is proof against them. I have stepped

into the offices of business men where the atmosphere seemed

to be blue with contagion; and, though I may not receive

one word of discourtesy, yet I am made to feel the prevailing

moods of both proprietor and employee. Something must

have gone wrong, for little animosities are chasing one an-

other from this mentality to that, and I go away more or

less dispirited and distrustful of humankind. Some of our

business men have and act upon these moods despite the well-

established principles of right and wrong taught in our schools

and colleges. The traveling salesman scents these unfavorable

conditions as the hound scents his game. He is paid to ig-

nore them, and so he does as best he can; yet, though he main-

tains a jocular countenance, he goes his way with a decided

heaviness of spirit. Mighty is the tradesman whose store of

vital life is constantly felt by his patrons—whose fund of

generosity never gives out, but is added to hourly. Success-

ful indeed is that teacher of Truth whose furnace-fires of love

are kept constantly burning.

Prayers, of all things, are most unavailing if they reflect
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Our Safety in Thought and Action. :5

can be made to look less distraught; a happy face can be
saddened. It is equally true with our moods. A mere look
of distaste, of weariness, or of indifference may send our best
patron away with a resolve to take his favors elsewhere; or

the briefest possible word or look of kindly cheer may turn
the tide of fortune our way.

Are we truly living in the spirit, and drawing from the
Akasa that alone which insures our perpetual safety? Right
here we have the basis of a religion suited to the needs of
every human being. It is not a religion to be found at
“revivals” or during mighty sorrows: it is Nature speaking
with kindly tongue to the children of earth. Moods of every
name and nature come upon us—we know not why; but well
equipped is the soul that is proof against them. I have stepped
into the oflices of business men where the atmosphere seemed
to be blue with contagion; and, though I may not receive
one word of discourtesy, yet I am made to feel the prevailing
moods of both proprietor and employee. Something must
have gone wrong, for little animosities are chasing one an-

other from this mentality to that, and I go away more or

less dispirited and distrustful of humankind. Some of our

business men have and act upon these moods despite the well-
established principles of right and wrong taught in our schools
and colleges. The traveling salesman scents these unfavorable
conditions as the hound scents his game. He is paid to ig-
nore them, and so he does as best he can; yet, though he main~
tains a jocular countenance, he goes his way with a decided
heaviness of spirit. Mighty is the tradesman whose store of
vital life is constantly felt by his patrons—whose fund of
generosity never gives out, but is added to hourly. Success-
ful indeed is that teacher of Truth whose furnace—fires of love
are kept constantly burning.

Prayers, of all things, are most unavailing if they reflect
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the lips of a Master. Our safety in thought and action equals

at all times just what we choose to appropriate of the divine,

clarified soul-substance of the heavens about us. That same

love which chasteneth the heart and allays the thirst of the

multitude can save the most troubled soul among men. It is

heaven-sent; in it we are safe; and deeds thus inspired are ever

righteous ones.

Since the race is every moment growing more refined, we

are amply forewarned to keep constantly to the right. Our

safety depends upon our measure of refinement, for our mis-

deeds must necessarily bring us greater sufferings. In the

stone age the moral standard was the lowest; to-day it is

divine, for man has discovered that he is a living image,

responsible to the utmost farthing. The inebriate, under the

ban of habit, feels more deeply the pangs of distress than

did the drunkard of a century ago. A decade hence the tor-

ment of a soul in the toils of any vice will be even more

excruciating. This is the edict of Nature—the will of a just

God made manifest. It is the voice of eternal wisdom that

whispers to us in the silence and bids us live in the spirit

constantly, unswervingly, cheerfully. Safety in thought and

action is but a step into the sunlight. It behooves us to be

vigilant and calmly guarded against the shadows of self. Life

is worth living even in its minutest aspects.

GOOD-NIGHT!

I stood in the land of the midnight sun,

And tried to say, "Good-night";

But as this day was never done
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16 MIND.

the lips of a Master. Our safety in thoughtandaction equals
at all times just what we choose to appropriate of the divine,
clarified soul-substance of the heavens about us. That same

love which chasteneth the heart and allays the thirst of the
multitude can save the most troubled soul among men. It is
heaven-sent; in it we are safe; and deeds thus inspired are ever

righteous ones.

Since the race is every moment growing more refined, we

are amply forewarned to keep constantly to the right. Our
safety depends upon our measure of refinement, for our mis-
deeds must necessarily bring us greater sufferings. In the
stone age the moral standard was the lowest; to-day it is
divine, for man has discovered that he is a living image,
responsible to the utmost farthing. The inebriate, under the
ban of habit, feels more deeply the pangs of distress than
did the drunkard of a century ago. A decade hence the tor-
ment of a soul in the toils of any vice will be even more

excruciating. This is the edict of Nature—the will of a just
God made manifest. It is the voice of eternal wisdom that
whispers to us in the silence and bids us live in the spirit
constantly, unswervingly, cheerfully. Safety in thought and
action is but a step into the sunlight. It behooves us to be
vigilant and calmly guarded against the shadows of self. Life
is worth living even in its minutest aspects.

 

GOOD-NIGHT l

I stood in the land of the midnight sun,
And tried to say, “Good-night”;

But as this day was never done
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MENTAL INFLUENCES.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON7.

Very few persons have an adequate conception of the won-

derful power exerted by their thoughts. All of us know some-

thing of the action of thought upon others, and also of the

action of thought upon ourselves; hut this knowledge is usually

very limited. We do not realize the tremendous influence

that we are exerting every minute of our lives—an influence

that makes for good, for strength and happiness, both to our-

selves and others; yet this influence can also produce ill effects.

We do not understand the thoroughness of our relation-

ship to our fellow-men. We do not realize that we are mem-

bers one of another. We regard ourselves individually as being

separate and detached from all other personalities; yet there

is no detachment—there is no separation. Each and every

one of us is a part of one Life Principle—a controlling and

directing Supreme Intelligence—which is omnipotent and is

imparted to every entity in the universe according to its need

or demand. So we may have health, strength, and intelligence

to the measure of our fullest requirements; but we must make

our demand in accordance with the eternal law.

If we would successfully accomplish any undertaking

we must closely follow the law that regulates such activi-

ties. In life, if we would be strong, whole, and happy,

we must understand more of this law that regulates life

and learn to conform thereto. We find that everything
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MENTAL INFLUENCES.

av CHARLES BRODIE PATTI’-2RSO.\*.

Very few persons have an adequate conception of the won-

derful power exerted by their thoughts. All of us know some-

thing of the action of thought upon others, and also of the
action of thought upon ourselves; but this knowledge is usually
very limited. \Ve do not realize the tremendous influence
that we are exerting every minute of our 1ives—an influence
that makes for good, for strength and happiness, both to our-

selves and others; yet this influencecan also produce ill effects.
We do not understand the thoroughness of our relation-

ship to our fellow-men. We do not realize that we are mem-

bers one of another. ‘We regard ourselves individuallyas being
separate and detached from all other personalities; yet there
is no detachment-—there is no separation. Each and every
one of us is a part of one Life Principle——a controlling and
directing Supreme Intelligence-—which is omnipotentxand is
imparted to every entity in the universe according to its need
or demand. So we may have health, strength, and intelligence
to the measure of our fullest requirements; but we must make
our demand in accordance with the eternal law.

If we would successfully accomplish any undertaking
we must closely follow the law that regulates such activi-
ties. In life, if we would be strong, whole, and happy,
we must understand more of this law that regulates life
and learn to conform thereto. W’e find that everything
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Let us accept the Master's word that "the kingdom

of God is within"—that the center of power is within

our own souls; that man is in every way superior to any-

thing in the external world, and that to him were given

dominion and power over all things. Has he exercised that

authority? No; he trembles at many things in the outer world.

His mind is filled with fears of all kinds. He has not come

into dominion and power, because he has not achieved

this ascendency over his own life, and because all true

dominion and power begin at the very soul of things—in the

life of man.

In the past we have tried to shape our lives in accord

with external things; we have sought to develop peace

and harmony in the outer world while neglecting inner

harmony and inner peace. "Enter into thy closet, and . .

shut thy door." These are the words of Jesus. What does

he mean? He means that there is an inner consciousness

of life. We must ignore the external life for the time being

in order to connect with the power that is within the soul of

man. "Ye are the temple of God, and the Spirit of God

dwelleth in you." Where shall we seek God save in our own

souls? We must know him therein before we can recognize

him as expressed in the external world. We must go to the

very Source to know the power of God, and to realize it in

our own lives.

Some have deceived themselves by thinking that, if they

had certain external possessions, nothing more was necessary.

They consider themselves true Christians; yet the true Chris-

tian is he that follows in the Master's steps. God is Spirit,

and they that worship him must worship him in spirit and in

truth. God requires no external adoration from any soul.
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18 MIND.

Let us accept the Master’s word that “the kingdom
of God is within”—that the center of power is within
our own souls; that man is in every way superior to any-

A

thing in the external world, and that to him were given
dominion and power over all things. Has he exercised that
authority? No; he trembles at many things in theouter world.
His mind is filled with fears of all kinds. He has not come

into dominion and power, because he has not achieved
this ascendency over his own life, and because all true
dominion and power begin at the very soul of things—in the
life of man.

In the past we have tried to shape our lives in accord
with external things; we have sought to develop peace
and harmony in the outer world while neglecting inner
harmony and inner peace. “Enter into thy closet, and

.

shut thy door.” These are the words of Jesus. What does
he mean? He means that there is an inner consciousness
of life. We must ignore the external life for the time being
in order to connect with the power that is within the soul of
man. “Ye are the temple of God, and the Spirit of God
dwelleth in you.” Where shall we seek God save in our own

souls? We must know him therein before we can recognize
him as expressed in the external world. We must go to the
very Source to know the power of God, and to realize it in
our own lives. »

Some have deceived themselves by thinking that, if they
had certain external possessions, nothing more was necessary.
They consider themselves true Christians; yet the true Chris-
tian is he that follows in the Master’s steps. God is Spirit,
and they that worship him must worship him in spirit and in
truth. God reiquires no external adoration from any soul.
M k . _ . _ _. 7 _(J0 8 *
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of the Master is one that produces wholeness and heals

the sick. It is liberty—and this is why it brings the

believer into a greater freedom than he can otherwise

enjoy.

Jesus said to his disciples: "Go ye into all the world and

preach the gospel to every creature, and as you go heal the

sick, cleanse the lepers," etc. It is not enough merely to

preach the gospel. Something more is necessary—the heal-

ing of the sick. The gospel of Christ does this. When the

truths of being enter the life of man, and he realizes their

force—that the word of God in his inmost life is to assure

freedom and peace—this inner mental passivity gives perfect

physical harmony and strength. We can only obtain peace by

recognizing this inner center of being and striving to work

therefrom outward.

Whence do we get the force of life? Do we find it in

the external world? No; neither is it contained in the things

we eat or drink. There is a higher than physical food necessary

in the life of man, and if we lack this we virtually starve to

death, even in this world. There is no real assimilation or

digestion of physical things. As our bodies are in reality the

summing up of our thinking, they are strong only when we

have wholesome thoughts. We make our bodies what we will

to make them when we observe the laws of life. We may

realize this so thoroughly that we can have our heaven here

on earth. God has given us this power to use in such a way

that it will bring us health and happiness.

It is essential, then, that we should start right by care-

fully considering the underlying principles of the science of

life—the truths in which Christian people have asserted belief
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Montal Influences. 1.

of the Master is one that produces wholeness and heals
the sick. It is liberty—and this is why it brings the
believer into a greater freedom than he can otherwise
enjoy.

Jesus said to his disciples: “Go ye into all the world and
preach the gospel to every creature, and as you go heal the
sick, cleanse the lepers," etc. It is not enough merely to

preach the gospel. Something more is necessary—the heal-
ing of the sick. The gospel of Christ does this. When the
truths of being enter the life of man, and he realizes their
forc¢.%that the word of God in his inmost life is to assure

freedom and peace-—this inner mental passivity gives perfect
physical harmony and strength. We can only obtain peace by
recognizing this inner center of being and striving to work
therefrom outward.

Whence do we get the force of life? Do we find it in
the external world? No; neither is it contained in the things
we eat or drink. There is a higher than physical food necessary
in the life of man, and if we lack this we virtually starve to
death, even in this world. There is no real assimilation or

digestion of physical things. As our bodies are in reality the
summing up of our thinking. they are strong only when we

have wholesome thoughts. VVe make our bodies what we will
to make them when we observe the laws of life. We may
realize this so thoroughly that we can have our heaven here
on earth. God has given us this power to use in such a way
that it will bring us health and happiness.

It is essential, then, that we should start right by care-

fully considering the underlying principles of the science of
life—-the truths in which Christian people have asserted belief
Pl
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everywhere are coming to believe in an omnipotent God.

Every atom of force in the Universe represents God's power

—everything to some degree is an expression thereof. Yet

we must distinguish between power and its expression—be-

tween subject and object. In the great universe all

knowledge is God's, and in its development shows that

all things are manifestations of Omnipotence. This infinite

power, while omnipresent, is manifested to the highest degree

in the life of man. Everything in the universe is subject to

the operation of the eternal and unchanging law of God, which

regulates every part of the universe, from center to circum-

ference, from the lowest form of life to the highest. The

soul and life of man are equally under the operation of this

law; hence, what we need to know is not more about the

material world but more about ourselves and our relationship

to God and to our fellow-men.

The more we understand, then, of our own lives—the more

clearly we can comprehend the law and bring our lives into

conformity therewith—the better results we obtain. Thus

may we realize the kingdom of heaven here and now. At no

time has it been discovered in the external world, where no

one has even found bodily health. The outer world is good

and useful, but it must be a perfect expression of the inner;

at best it is only the expression of power, while the inner

world is power itself. Why should we seek health and happi-

ness in the mere expression of life? Why should we go out

of ourselves for happiness, or any other good thing? We must

begin with the inner life, making the outer life secondary, and

must work from the cause to the effect of things—not from

effect to cause.

People are continually telling us how they are affected

by their environment, and by the thoughts of others. In
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everywhere are coming to believe in an omnipotent God.
Every atom of force in the Universe represents God's power
—everything to some degree is an expression thereof. Yet
we must distinguish between power and its expression-—be-
tween subject and object. In the great universe all
knowledge is God's, and in its development shows that
all things are manifestations of Omnipotence. This infinite
power, while omnipresent, is manifested to the highest degree
in the life of man. Everything in the universe is subject to
the operation of the eternal and unchanging law of God, which
regulates every part of the universe, from center to circum-
ference, from the lowest form of life to the highest. The
soul and life of man are equally under the operation of this
law; hence, what we need to know is not more about the
material world but more about ourselves and our relationship
to God and to our fellow-men.

The more we understand, then, of our own lives—themore

clearly we can comprehend the law and bring our lives into
conformity therewith—thebetter results we obtain. Thus
may we realize the kingdom of heaven here and now. At no

time has it been discovered in the external world, where no

one has even found bodily health. The outer world is good
and useful, but it must be a perfect expression of the inner;
at best it is only the expression of power, while the inner
world is power itself. Why should we seek health and happi-
ness in the mere e.rpress1'on of life? Why should we go out
of ourselves for happiness, or any other good thing? We must
begin with the inner life, making the outer life secondary, and
must work from the cause to the effect of things—not from
effect to cause.

People are continually telling us how they are affected
by their environment, and by the thoughts of others. In
4-ooccéb-u n1t\oI\nu uvnlh o\p\ 1-\o-its ...-...A L. -..L.'--A 4.-
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2 1

have an ill effect upon us or injure us. We have power within

to make conditions what we will to make them. If we will

to be strong, to be happy, to be well, then let us acquire

these blessings in the right way. Let us seek for happiness

and health in the only way in which they can be obtained. Let

us recognize this inner part of being—the light that is to

enlighten every man that cometh into the world. Let us

realize the God in the being, and work from the center

outward.

With knowledge of this inner consciousness of life we come

in proper touch with every external thing. We know that

all life is one; that we are related one to another; that the soul

of man is one with the great Universal Soul. This realiza-

tion we manifest in the outer world. Instead of viewing

chaos and discord on every side, we see a great universe

operating in accord with eternal law. and destined in every

part ultimately to reach the fulness of perfection. We no

longer look upon the world as evil, but see in everything the

potentiality of good. Little by little the ideal life is being

disclosed; our minds, instead of being prone to evil and be-

moaning the sorrow and misery of the world, become filled

with joy because we know that all things are working from

a lower to a higher condition. Thus do we turn from the

pessimistic to the optimistic side of life, and become useful

members of society.

Sometimes we are inclined to think that thought is the

very highest function of our being. Then we lay great stress

on the intellectual side of thinking, and declare that reason is

the one supreme fact. But there is something more than

reason in the life of man—something-more than thought;
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Mental Influences. a i

have an ill effect upon us or injure us. We have power within
to make conditions what we will to make them. If we will
to be strong, to be happy, to be well, then let us acquire
these blessings in the right way. Let us seek for happiness
and health in the only way in which they can be obtained. Let
us recognize this inner part of being-—-the light that is to

enlighten every man that cometh into the world. Let us

realize the God in the being, and work from the center
outward.

With knowledge of this inner consciousness of life we come

in proper touch with every external thing. \Ve know that
all life is one; that we are related one to another; that the soul
of man is one with the great Universal Soul. This realiza-
tion we manifest in the outer world. Instead of viewing
chaos and discord on every side, we see a great universe
operating in accord with eternal law, and destined in every
part ultimately to reach the fulness of perfection. We no

longer look upon the world as evil, but see in everything the
potentiality of good. Little by little the ideal life is being
disclosed; our minds, instead of being prone to evil and be-
moaning the sorrow and misery of the world, become filled
with joy because we know that all things are working from
a lower to a higher condition. Thus do we turn from the
pessimistic to the optimistic side of life, and become useful
membersof society.

Sometimes we are inclined to think that thought is the
very highest function of our being. Then we lay great stress
on the intellectual side of thinking,and declare that reason is
the one supreme fact. But there is something more than
reason in the life of man—something-more than thought;
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makes for faith, happiness, and love—the qualities of soul

that cannot be pictured by the mind and that alone can fill the

life of man. These different elements give color and tone to

every thought, and extend to all external things, which thus

take on new coloring and new beauty. Because of the inner

beauty of thought we recognize beauty in the outer world;

for only what one sees interiorly is visible in the external

realm. If we have gloom and distress in our minds we

are related to the gloomy and distressful things in the outer

world. If we have brightness and hope within us, then

we see these blessings externalized. The outer world is a

picture of the inner world. If our thoughts are neither

strong, happy, nor wholesome, we cannot expect to express

health and strength in the body. It is only by entertaining the

best and strongest thoughts that the inner power of life is

expressed.

If we wish to be healthy and to do good in the world,

we will accomplish most by recognizing the oneness of life—

that our finite life is a part of the Infinite. As we do good

to others we do good to ourselves. We can only be happy

by making others happy. This is what Jesus meant when he

said, "He that loseth his life shall find it." Let us lose it

by finding it in others, and thereby come into the fulness of

life.

Every thought we think has a definite effect on the body—

it pictures itself there. Life is made up of many things. As

sorrowful and distressing things enter the life, if the mind is

allowed to dwell on them, the body becomes weakened. Dwell-

ing mentally on the bright and beautiful things that come into
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makes for faith, happiness, and love—thc qualities of soul
that cannot be pictured by the mind and that alone can fill the
life of man. These different elements give color and tone to

every thought, and extend to all external things, which thus
take on new coloring and new beauty. Because of the inner
beauty of thought we recognize beauty in the outer world;
for only what one sees interiorly is visible in the external
realm. If we have gloom and distress in our minds we

are related to the gloomy and distressful things in the outer
world. If we have brightness and hope within us, then
we see these blessings externalized. The outer world is a

picture of the inner world. If our thoughts are neither
strong, happy, nor wholesome, we cannot expect to express
health and strength in the body. It is only by entertaining the
best and strongest thoughts that the inner power of life is
expressed.

If we wish to be healthy and to do good in the world,
we will accomplish most by recognizing the oneness of life——
that our finite life is a part of the Infinite. As we do good
to others we do good to ourselves. We can only be happy
by making others happy. This is what Jesus meant when he
said, “He that loseth his life shall find it.” Let us lose it
by finding it in others, and thereby come into the fulness of
life.

Every thought we thinkhas a definite effect on the body-
it pictures itself there. Life is made up of many things. As
sorrowful and distressing things enter the life, if the mind is
allowed to dwell on them, the body becomes weakened. Dwell-
ing mentally on the bright and beautiful things that come into
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There are only two paths in life, and we must choose

between them. The eternal law is ever seeking to bring about

perfect expression of life. If we understand the law and con-

form to it, then peace and rest result. Oppose the law, and

purification can come only through bitter experience. There

is no going back; there is no standing still. In the evolution

of life we must unfold to that which tends toward the per-

fect likeness of God. In some lives this comes gradually,

while in others the development is more rapid. There is no

escaping from the purifying process. It may come "as by fire,"

or by obedience to the eternal law of God; but in either case

"all things are working together for good." Everything is

seeking adjustment. The inner adjustment of laze is written

on the tablet of every soul. By "law" I do not mean the

law of hygiene or that of physics, or of anything that operates

upon the external; for if the mind is right within it will

express itself outwardly in perfect wholesomeness. It is im-

possible for a man that is clean in mind to be unclean in body.

It is the inner cleanliness that expresses itself in the outer.

Our thoughts being right, every word and every deed will be

so expressed that nothing but good will result.

I am not asking the reader to believe in any creed or

any dogma. All I claim is that law and order regulate

life. From their observance good results come here and

now. From disobedience comes the reverse. In one case

we get the good, the strength, the perfection of life; in the

other we get the pain, the distress, and the disease. It is

a condition of mind to be actualized. Obedience to the inner

law will bring about a perfect demonstration. If we put

heaven off for a future realization, it will always be postponed.

"The kincdom of Gnd is within von." We must realise (~ir*Ts
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Mental Influences. 2 3

There are only two paths in life, and we must choose
between them. The eternal law is ever seeking to bring about
perfect expression of life. If we understand the law and con-

form to it, then peace and rest result. Oppose the law, and
purification can come only through bitter experience. There
is no going back; there is no standing still. In the evolution
of life we must unfold to that which tends toward the per-
fect likeness of God. In some lives this comes gradually.
while in others the development is more rapid. There is no

escaping from thepurifying process. It may come “as by fire,"
or by obedience to the eternal law of God; but in either case

“all things are working together for good.” Everything is
seeking adjustment. The inner adjustment of law is written
on the tablet of every soul. By “law” I do not mean the
law of hygiene or that of physics, or of anythingthat operates
upon the external; for if the mind is right within it will
express itself outwardly in perfect wholesomeness. It is im-
possible for a man that is clean in mind to be unclean in body.
It is the inner cleanliness that expresses itself in the outer.
Our thoughts being right, every word and every deed will be
so expressed that nothing but good will result.

I am not asking the reader to believe in any creed or

any dogma. All I claim is that law and order regulate
life. From their observance good results come here and
now. From disobedience comes the reverse. In one case

we get the good, the strength, the perfection of life; in the
other we get the pain, the distress, and the disease. It is
a condition of mind to be actualized. Obedience to the inner
law will bring about a perfect demonstration. If we put
heaven off for a future realization, it will always be postponed.
“The kingdom of Gnd is within vmi.” “7e must renli7e Cod’:
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WHAT IS TRUTH?

BY J. A. PLUMMEK.

For nineteen centuries Pilate's question has puzzled the

soul. The answer has differed almost with each succeeding

hour. The thinking mind never stands still, and every mo-

ment of time, affording additional opportunity for thought,

has carried us along to broader planes of observation—and the

oft-repeated question is again and again answered anew.

Truth is absolute, but our changing point of vision gives

it always relative application. It is ours only as we assimilate

it. To the wise man, that is folly which to the fool may seem

supremest wisdom. He that is learned in the history of our

race feels the glow of truth where the unillumined soul knows

nothing but inky darkness.

Moses thought he argued with God, and convinced Him of

the error of His ways. In the'dawn of the twentieth century

we find this to have been a psychical illusion. But Moses was

thereby led up to a higher level of living. He saw more of real

goodness and felt perchance that heaven was nearer home;

yet, what was truth to him is now to us simply an interesting

study.

Joshua supposed that the sun stood still a while, that he

might make his work of carnage more complete. How many

people are there now who think that killing men is worshiping

God?

The world moves, and as the shadows disappear the error.

and the folly of attributing brutal instincts and motives to a

nntiirsi nricrin WnmP5 mnrp anr l metre pvirlpnt TVip lanmiaw
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WHAT IS TRUTH?

BY J. A. PLUMMER.

For nineteen centuries Pilate’s question has puzzled the
soul. The answer has differed almost with each succeeding
hour. The thinking mind never stands still, and every mo-

ment of time, affording additional opportunity for thought,
has carried us along to broader planes of observation—and the
oft-repeated question is again and again answered anew.

Truth is absolute, but our changing point of vision gives
it always relative application. It is ours only as we assimilate
it. To the wise man, that is folly which to the fool may seem

supremest wisdom. He that is learned in the history of our

race feels the glow of truth where the unillumined soul knows
nothing but inky darkness.

Moses thought he argued with God, and convinced Him of
the error of His ways. In the‘dawn of the twentieth century
we find this to have been a psychical illusion. But Moses was

thereby led up to a higher level of living. He saw more of real
goodness and felt perchance that heaven was nearer home;
yet, what was truth to him is now to us simply an interesting
study.

Joshua supposed that the sun stood still a while, that he
might make his work of carnage more complete. How many
people are there now who think that killingmen is worshiping
God ?

The world moves, and as the shadows disappear the error_
and the folly of attributing brutal instincts and motives to a

namral nrioin he-r-nme: mnrp and mnre evident. The lnnmimre
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taught that the world was flat, and that the sun went around

the earth, knew all the truth when sitting in judgment on our

canonical writings? Is it true that our salvation depends on

faith in their inerrancy? Is it also true that character alone

counts for nothing in the life to coine? Must we accept

against our reason some priestly doctrine, or forever wander

through a realm of blackest darkness? Must we believe in

hell in order to reach heaven? Did the loving Father of us all

create a Devil, and then our race for him to capture and con-

fine in endless torments? Is it possible that Infinite Life is

such a failure? Must nobility of soul end only in ultimate ruin

unless the faith is also cherished that untold millions are des-

tined to eternal gloom? Was the book of Revelation closed

ere science had had its birth? Was all spiritual truth disclosed

in the morning of civilization? Did not our fathers simply

teach up to the level of their development? Was inspiration

theirs, and theirs alone?

"From out the wilderness" there comes no answering

voice; but deep within the soul we feel the strenuous "No!"

If God is omnipresent and Omnipresence, all knowing and

all Knowledge, all loving and all Love, He accompanies the

life current in our veins and throbs in our pulse just as much

to-day as ever in the history of man. There is no personality

to the Infinite. "God is Life." "God is Spirit"—not a Spirit

.

Paul caught this glimpse of truth and thereafter he spoke as

one with soul illumined.

From the infancy of man to his present state is a long line

of thinking. What we are pleased to call goodness is the slow

accretion of the centuries. The studv of life has brought tis
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What is Truth! is

taught that the world was flat. and that the sun went around
the earth, knew all the truth when sitting in judgment on our

canonical writings? Is it true that our salvation depends on

faith in their inerrancy? Is it also true that character alone
counts for nothing in the life to come? Must we accept
against our reason some priestly doctrine, or forever wander
through a realm of blackest darkness? Must we believe in
hell in order to reach heaven? Did the loving Father of us all
create a Devil, and then our race ‘for him to capture and con-

fine in endless torments? Is it possible that Infinite Life is
such a failure? Must nobilityof _soul end only in ultimate ruin
unless the faith is also cherished that untold millions are des-
tined to eternal gloom? Was the book of Revelation closed
ere science had had its birth? Was all spiritual truth disclosed
in the morning of civilization? Did not our fathers simply
teach up to the level of their development? Was inspiration
theirs, and theirs alone?

“From out the wilderness" there comes no answering
voice; but deep within the soul we feel the strenuous “No!”

If God is omnipresent and Omnipresence, all knowing and
all Knowledge, all loving and all Love, He accompanies the
life current in our veins and thro-bs in our pulse just as much
to-day as ever in the history of man. There is no personality
to the Infinite. “God is Life.” “God is Spirit”-—-not a Spirit.
Paul caught this glimpse of truth and thereafter he spoke as

one with soul illumined.
From the infancy of man to his present state is a long line

of thinking. What we are pleased to call goodness is the slow
accretion of the centuries. The studv of life has i)r(‘)119'i1t us
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where," the conclusion is unavoidable that we are as near to

him on earth as we will ever be.

My way to everlasting bliss and your way to endless woe

find little lodgment now among the world's accepted truths.

Virtue is the growth of the ages; perfection did not mark

man's inception. Adam would be a barbarian to-day.

The tides of destiny wait not on mere beliefs. Doing and

being and taking part in the general uplifting of humanity

constitute the largest expression of Truth.

Immunity from future "fire" is not the great desideratum

of present life. The conflagration in the soul that burns out

thoughts of kindness and takes away compassion for the weak-

ness of man is the deepest hell we'll ever find, and its entrance

is through the door of personal selfishness.

To me, agnosticism is unsatisfying. It does not answer

the requirements of a mind that seeks to know. Intuitively,

we believe that what we see is not all there is in life. Some-

thing back of it all, back of the thought that thinks, back of the

feeling that feels, speaks in its own peculiar language and tells

us of an existing soul. He that possesses most of this inde-

finable element is always the master spirit of his age. It did

not spring into being at birth, else it would pass into nothing-

ness at death. A beginning presupposes an ending. Is not

life, then, but a part of the Infinite manifested in man? If

God is "All in all," what are creeds and doctrines? Mere flesh

barriers, not soul cleavages; simply shadows cast by a central

sun.

Spiritual truth admits of no "trust." There is no "corner-

ing" of eternity. The gates of Paradise are opened and closed

by our own lives here and now; not by some white-winged

angel in a distant, far-off land, on our profession of faith in
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26 MIND.

where,” the conclusion is unavoidable that we are as near to
him on earth as we will ever be.

My way to everlasting bliss and your way to endless woe

find little lodgment now among the world’s accepted truths.
Virtue is the growth of the ages; perfection did not mark

man’s inception. Adam would be a barbarian to—day.
The tides of destiny wait not on mere beliefs. Doing and

being and taking part in the general uplifting of humanity
constitute the largest expression of Truth.

Immunity from future “fire” is not the great desideratum
of present life. The conflagration in the soul that burns out

thoughts of kindness and takes away compassion for the weak-
ness of man is the deepest hell we'll ever find, and its entrance
is through the door of personal selfishness.

To me, agnosticism is unsatisfying. It does not answer

the requirements of a mind that seeks to know. Intuitively,
we believe that what we see is not all there is in life. Some-
thingback of it all, back of the thought that thinks,back of the
feeling that feels, speaks in its own peculiar language and tells
us of an existing soul. He that possesses most of this inde-
finable element is always the master spirit of his age. It did
not spring into being at birth,else it would pass into nothing-
ness at death. A beginning presupposes an ending. Is not

life, then, but a part of the Infinite manifested in man? If
God is “All in all,” what are creeds and doctrines? Mere flesh
barriers, not soul cleavages; simply shadows cast by a central
sun.

Spiritual truth admits of no “trust.” There is no “corner-
ing” of eternity. The gates of Paradise are opened and closed
by our own lives here and now; not by some white-winged
angel in a distant, far-off land, on our profession of faith in
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is dissolved. It is there that doctrinal distinctions are con-

sumed. It is there that names by which we conjure become

meaningless unless the spirit gives them life. It is there that

we no longer "see as through a glass darkly," but know Him

face to face. It is there that the Infinite and the finite unite

in life's continuous flow. It is there that God and man are

one.

The amelioration of man, not the adulation of Deity, is

the crying mission of the hour. Service to our kind is noblest

worship. We must live our prayers. And what is prayer?

The holiest of thoughts and aspirations. 'Tis the awakening

within us of our better selves; the communion of the soul with

eternal Good, not the imploring of some Deity for personal

favors—to revoke the law of cause and effect, and thereby

open an avenue of escape from the consequences of our wicked

deeds. That seems to me like selfishness or cowardice. The

good within, not the good besought from without, measures

the depth of the soul; and there, in the silence, alone, the spirit

of man feels Truth. To paraphrase the words of Father

Ryan „We must wa]k -n the vajjey o{ sj]encei

Down the dim, voiceless valley alone;

And we'll hear not the sound of a footstep

Around us, but God's and our own."

No "miserable worm of the dust" man is here. He is the

highest manifestation of the God-life. The rocks, the hills,

the universe of stars above, give back no answering thought.

Man thinks, and knows he thinks; and 'tis the God within that

is the soul. His or its greatness is not augmented by any

words of ours. The Creator of the Universe needs no com-

mendation from our lips. All that we can hope for is the

calling forth of his reflected glory from within, and to reach
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What is Truth! :1

is dissolved. It is there that doctrinal distinctions are con-

sumed. It is there that names by which we conjure become
meaningless unless the spirit gives them life. It is there that
we no longer “see as through a glass darkly,”but know Him
face to face. It is there that the Infinite and the finite unite
in life's continuous flow. It is there that God and man are

one.

The amelioration of man, not the adulation of Deity, is
the crying mission of the hour. Service to our kind is noblest
worship. We must live our prayers. And what is prayer?
The holiest of thoughts and aspirations. ’Tis the awakening
withinus of our better selves; the communion of the soul with
eternal Good, not the imploring of some Deity for personal
favors-—to revoke the law of cause and effect, and thereby
open an avenue of escape from the consequences of our wicked
deeds. That seems to me like selfishness or cowardice. The
good within, not the good besought from without, measures
the depth of the soul; and there. in the silence, alone, the spirit
of man feels Truth. To paraphrase the words of Father
Ryan—— “ We must walk in the valley of silence,

Down the dim, voiceless valley alone;
And we'll hear not the sound of a footstep

Around us, but God's and our own.”

No “miserable worm of the dust" man is here. He is the

highest manifestation of the God-life. The rocks, the hills,
the universe of stars above, give back no answering thought.
Man thinks,and knows he thinks;and ’tis the God within that
is the soul. His or its greatness is not augmented by any
words of ours. The Creator of the Universe needs no com-

mendation from our lips. All that we can hope for is the

calling forth of his reflected glory from within, and to reach
‘I~--co 81¢ --
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depth within us answering back to still profounder depths

without.

There's no begging here for "daily bread." It is the grate-

ful acceptance of our part, the performance of our task, the

touching of one chord reverberating in the sympathy of uni-

versal harmony. It is the anthem ringing clear from within

the holy of holies—the response of omnipresent life to omni-

present Life.

The enrichment of present existence, the lifting of bur-

dens that press others down, is the greatest good; and the

Christ-like man is he that stretches forth a helping hand and

leads to that better way without regard to creeds, beliefs, or

future promises—he lives the truth.

The greatest good that any man can do is to inspire a love

for the higher life in the mind of another. "For his or her

sake" forms a very large part of the motive for human action.

The crowning point in a human life is where, having begotten

love, the influence engendered is used to stimulate the noblest

qualities into action.—Selected.

All great men have a curious under-sense of powerlessness,

feeling that the greatness is not in them, but through them, that

they could not do or be anything else than God made them.

And they see something divine and God-made in every other

man they meet.—Ruskin.

The universal love and the spirit of joyful service toward
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28 MIND.

depth within us answering back to still profounder depths
without.

There’s no begging here for “dailybread.” It is the grate-
ful acceptance of our part, the performance of our task, the
touching of one chord reverberating in the sympathy of uni-
versal harmony. It is the anthem ringing clear from within
the holy of holies-—the response of omnipresent life to omni-
present Life.

The enrichment of present existence, the lifting of bur-
dens that press others down,,is the greatest good; and the
Christ-like man is he that stretches forth _a helping hand and
leads to that better way without regard to creeds, beliefs, or

future promises——he lives the truth.

00030-O-OIIOIOOO-OI

THE greatest good that any man can do is to inspire a love
for the higher life in the mind of another. “For his or her
sake” forms a very large part of the motive for human action.
The crowning point in a human life is where, having begotten
love, the influence engendered is used to stimulate the noblest
qualities into action.—Selected.

OOIIO-O-O-CD000-OI

ALL great men have a curious under-sense of powerlessness,
feeling that the greatness is not in them, but through them, that
they could not do or be anything else than God made them.
And they see something divine and God-made in every other
man they meet.—Rusk:'n.

 

THE universal love and the spirit of joyful service toward
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CONCERNING WOMAN.

BY ALIDA CHANLER EMMET.

In the spiritual life there are two states. The first is the

positive, or affirmative, and is expressed by the words / am;

the second is the negative, or receptive, and is expressed by the

words / receive. The former of these states is represented by

man, who is an ultimate expression or image of God, and the

second by woman, who is the intermediary source of that ex-

pression.

The meaning of woman is non-resistance to force; and by

obedience to this law in the higher sense she becomes the chief

channel of inspiration to man from God. She is subjective,

he objective; she is receptive, he positive or affirmative.

The giving and receiving between the sexes have been

too much restricted to their personalities; hence passion, over-

nourished, has concentrated the force of life on the lower or

selfish nature of man. Man's soul has failed to receive its due

nourishment from woman; his lower nature has fed on her

passion, and he has starved spiritually and morally—at times

almost to annihilation.

The present need of the world, therefore, is a new woman-

hood: one that shall be a purely spiritual force, and shall free

itself from man's lower nature and become the inspiration of

his higher consciousness—the sap of his tree of knowledge

and of life. Woman must become independent of personal

passion in order that she may receive the full influx of wisdom

from Grid, iintaintpd hv the. lower nature nf man This mnrli-
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CONCERNING WOMAN.

BY ALIDA CHANLER EMMET.

In the spiritual life there are two states. The first is the
positive, or affinnative, and is expressed by the words I am;
the second is the negative, or receptive, and is expressed by the
words I receive. The former of these states is represented by
man, who is an ultimate expression or image of God, and the
second by woman, who is the intermediary source of that ex-

pression.
The meaning of woman is non-resistance to force; and by

obedience to this law in the higher sense she becomes the chief
channel of inspiration to man from God. She is subjective.
he objective; she is receptive, he positive or aflirmative.

The giving and receiving between the sexes have been
too much restricted to their personalities; hence passion, over-

nourished, has concentrated the force of life on the lower or

selfish nature of man. Man’s soul has failed to receive its due
nourishment from woman; his lower nature has fed on her
passion, and he has starved spiritually and morally—at times
almost to annihilation.

The present need of the world, therefore, is a new woman-

hood: one that shall be a purely spiritual force, and shall free
itself from man’s lower nature and become the inspiration of
his higher consciousness—the sap of his tree of knowledge
and of life. Woman must become independent of personal
passion in order that she may receive the full influxof wisdom
from God. untninferl hv' the lower nature nf man. This mindi-
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lower nature being annulled, there shall be born men and wo-

men that shall express the perfect union of the sexes and walk

as gods on earth.

It is not in a literal or individual sense that the divine con-

ception need be repeated, but in a general and moral one.

Women, freed from ties of prejudice, conventionality, and

mistaken sentiment, will do their work as wives and mothers

in the world at large—in the business and political as well

as in the social world. But, in order that good may come of

this broader life and field, they must bring their woman nature

into full play in all their dealings with the world. And this

woman nature must be purged of over-indulged passion, of

vanity, and of personal ambition; for it is through the soul

freed from the love of self that divine wisdom flows without

obstruction. If woman lack this higher receptivity, her proper

heritage and meaning, she becomes either the source and re-

flection of man's lower nature or a being without its full pow-

ers, creating the stagnation of which John speaks in Revela-

tion, "Because thou art neither cold nor hot I will spew thee

out of my mouth."

It was not to women alone, however, that these words were

addressed; men, when out of their sphere of positive action,

become as stagnant pools. But the sin of inertia has been little

seen in man. His love of self, fed by woman's passion, has

sent him into the world creating and destroying to his own

ends, and has annulled the consciousness of his and of wo-

man's relation to life. Yet, as home life has not been man's

only field, he has, in a measure, thriven and grown strong

through the labor of his hands and brain, and by putting to
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lower nature being annulled, there shall be born men and wo-

men that shall express the perfect union of the sexes and walk
as gods on earth.

It is not in a literal or individual sense that the divine con-

ception need be repeated, but in a general and moral one.

Women, freed from ties of prejudice, conventionality, and
mistaken sentiment, will do their work as wives and mothers
in the world at large——in the business and political as well
as in the social world. But, in order that good may come of
this broader life and field, they must bring their woman nature
into full play in all their dealings with the world. And this
woman nature must be purged of over-indulged passion, of
vanity, and of personal ambition; for it is through the soul
freed from the love of self that divine wisdom flows without
obstruction. If woman lack this higher receptivity, her proper
heritage and meaning, she becomes either the source and re-

flection of man's lower nature or a being without its full pow-
ers, creating the stagnation of which John speaks in Revela-
tion, “Because thou art neither cold nor hot I will spew thee
out of my mouth.”

It was not to women alone, however, that these words were

addressed; men, when out of their sphere of positive action,
become as stagnant pools. But the sin of inertia has been little
seen in man. His love of self, fed by woman's passion, has
sent him into the world creating and destroying to his own

ends, and has annulled the consciousness of his and of wo-

man’s relation to life. Yet, as home life has not been man’s
only field, he has, in a measure, thriven and grown strong
through the labor of his hands and brain, and by putting to’
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Concerning IVoman.

him a knowledge of life broader than the life she lived—one

that began and ended in his love. Therefore, her inspiration

was necessarily personal and led to personal ends—to an ex-

pression of himself rather than of God.

As woman's influence on man has been restricted her own

development has been greatly hampered. Man has received

his impetus from woman, has loved and cared for her, and

has then gone forth to produce the fruits of this impetus; but

woman, believing man to be her source of inspiration and her

destiny, has lived on that part of his life which has been hers,

namely, on his love, sympathy, and protection.

The dawn of woman's true work and destiny is rapidly

approaching—is now here; but before this light is fully

reached woman must go through the fire of purification. She

must awake to the consciousness of her mission.

The Incarnation and the Resurrection are two great in-

stances of the highest spiritual growth—instances of the

power of mind over matter, of soul over body. They show

the breaking away of the spirit from conditions outgrown.

There was no man living worthy to be the father of the Christ.

A woman then, born of the necessity of her times, proved the

meaning and power of her sex, namely, that of the recipient

of God and the giver to man.

The power of the Incarnation and of the life and teaching

of Jesus has been striving through the centuries to be brought

to the use of humanity. There may no longer be the need of a

Virgin Mother, or of a crucified Savior, but there is the need

of a pure and enlightened womanhood and of a self-abnegating

manhood.

The work of woman, therefore, is one of being rather than

of dome: one of claritv of vision, bv which, thrnueh man.
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Conccrniug Woman. 3:

him a knowledge of life broader than the life she lived-one
that began and ended in his love. Therefore, her inspiration
was necessarily personal and led to personal ends-—-to an ex-

pression of himself rather than of God.
As woman's influence on man has been restricted her own

development has been greatly hampered. Man has received
his impetus from woman, has loved and cared for her, and
has then gone forth to produce the fruits of this impetus; but
woman, believingman to be her source of inspiration and her
destiny, has lived on that part of his life which has been hers,
namely, on his love, sympathy, and protection.

The dawn of woman's true work and destiny is rapidly
approaching—is now here; but before this light is fully
reached woman must go through the fire of purification. She
must awake to the consciousness of her mission.

The Incarnation and the Resurrection are two great in-
stances of the highest spiritual growth—instances of the
power of mind over matter, of soul over body. They show
the breaking away of the spirit from conditions outgrown.
There was no man living worthy to be the fatherof the Christ.
A woman then, born of the necessity of her times, proved the
meaning and power of her sex, namely, that of the recipient
of God and the giver to man.

The power of the Incarnation and of the life and teaching
of Jesus has been striving through the centuries to be brought
to the use of humanity. There may no longer be the need of a

Virgin Mother, or of a crucified Savior, but there is the need
of a pure and enlightened womanhood and of a self-abnegating
manhood.

The work of woman, therefore, is one of being rather than
of doing: one of claritv of vision. bv which. through man.
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MIND.

husband and children; and in so doing she need not spend the

strength abroad that is needed at heme. It may be more in

sympathy and thought than in action that her work is to be

accomplished; but her nature must be free—free from vanity

and over-concentrated affection, and open to the highest in-

spiration, which, having received, she cannot fail to devote

to the highest and broadest ends.

When you have learned, through your soul's deep experi-

ence, that the indwelling Spirit is the source of all true living

and high service, Nature, which now seems to you a vast machine,

will be transfigured into the shining vesture of the Eternal; and

the inner chambers of your soul, ever open to the celestial sun-

rise, shall be filled with its unclouded peace.—"Light on the Hid-

den Way."

We expect immediate results. We wish, we plan, we pray

for them. Not God's law, but the law of our impatience, governs

us. We fret at delays, at slow, small gains; consider them un-

natural—when they are simply the inevitable laws of progress,

the conditions through which all things inevitably pass in their

way to accomplishment.—/. F. W. Ware.

If you wish to be miserable, you must think about yourself,

about what you want, what you like, what respect people ought

to pay you; and then to you nothing will be pure. You will spoil

everything you touch. You will make sin and misery for yourself

out of everything that God sends you. You will be as wretched

as you choose.—Charles Kingsley.
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3; MIND.

husband and children; and in so doing she need not spend the
strength abroad that is needed at home. It may be more in
sympathy and thought than in action that her work is to be
accomplished; but her nature must be free—free from vanity
and over—concentrated affection, and open to the highest in-
spiration, which, having received, she cannot fail to devote
to the highest and broadest ends.

-00-0-O-It-O-O'|O"O°

WHEN you have learned, through your soul's deep experi-
ence, that the indwelling Spirit is the source of all true living
and high service, Nature, which now seems to you a vast machine,
will be transfigured into the shining vesture of the Eternal; and
the inner chambers of your soul, ever open to the celestial sun-

rise, shall be filled with its unclouded peace.———“I.ight on the Hid—
den Way.”

 

\-VE expect immediate results. VV'e wish, we plan, we pray
for them. Not God's law, but the law of our impatience, governs
us. We fret at delays, at slow, small gains; consider them un-

natural—wlien they are simply the inevitable laws of progress.
the conditions through which all things inevitably pass in their
way to accomplishment.—I. F. I/V. Ware.

I -

IF you wish to be miserable, you must think about yourself,
about what you want, what you like, what respect people ought
to pay you; and then to you nothingwill be pure. You will spoil
everythingyou touch. You will make sin and misery for yourself
out of everything that God sends you. You will be as wretched
as you choose.—CharIvs Kingsley.
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DOMINION.

BY MAIA PRATT STANTON.

A hungry spirit walked the ways of earth—

A woman, burdened sore with sense of blight—

A soul which keenly felt its daily dearth

Of that which stands for joy, uplift, and light.

No weakling's discontent was hers—in sooth,

Unrest divine goaded to'ard Heaven her looks.

She thirsted deep for progress, beauty, truth—

For freedom, friendship, knowledge, travel, books.

But her starved days seemed fixed in barren mold.

So in despair she dumbly crushed desire

Until she felt all forceless, numb and cold—

Insensible to former craving fire.

One day, as in a last expiring flame.

Her spirit blazed in anguished, sharp command.

"O God!" she cried, "I call once more Thy name;

I want my own—demand it at Thy hand!

Long have I prayed and plead for soul delight—

No longer do I beg on bended knee!

It is not alms I ask, but my birthright

As child of Universal Potency.

Man is not born a pauper, but a prince,

The rightful heir to all that mortals crave.

I do not at annihilation wince;

I would be nothing rather than a slave."

From out the Silence flashed the answer grand:

"Well hast thou spoken—well fulfilled the Law.

Good waits forever on the soul's demand,

And of its children asks not tears nor awe.

The heir of wealth must boldly state his claim,

Assert his birthright, realize his power.

This thou at last hast done in the One Name.
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DOMINION.

av MAIA PRATT STANTON.

A hungry spirit walked the ways of earth-
A woman, burdened sore with sense of blight-

A soul which keenly felt its daily dearth
Of that which stands for joy, uplift, and light.

No weakling’s discontent was hers-—in sooth,
Unrest divine goaded to’ard Heaven her looks.

She thirsted deep for progress, beauty,truth-
For freedom, friendship, knowledge, travel, books.

But her starved days seemed fixed in barren mold.
So in despair she dumbly crushed desire

Until she felt all forceléss, numb and cold-
Insensible to former craving fire.

One day, as in a last expiring flame.
Her spirit blazed in anguished, sharp command.

“O God!” she cried, “I call once more Thy name;
I want my own—demand it at Thy hand!

Long have I prayed and plead for soul delight-
No longer do I beg on bended knee!

It is not alms I ask, but my birthright
As child of Universal Potency.

Man is not born a pauper, but a prince,
The rightful heir to all that mortals crave.

I do not at annihilation wince;
I would be nothing rather than a slave.”

From out the Silence flashed the answer grand:
“Well hast thou spoken—well fulfilled the Law.

Good waits forever on the sou1’s demand.
And of its children asks not tears nor awe.

The heir of wealth must boldly state his Claim.
Assert his birthright, realize his power-

T ‘s thou at last hast done in the One Name.
.0 816



UNIVERSALITY IN RELIGION.

BY HESSAY W. GRAVES.

Wherever sense can reach or mind imagine, we find action

and reaction—the constant interplay of opposed forces: in

physical matter attraction and repulsion; in the internal world,

love and hate, good and evil. The higher the field of action,

the more potent and the more remarkable is the action of these

forces.

Religion is the highest plane. The intensest love and the

crudest hate mankind has shown have been associated with

religion.

Out of the turmoil will harmony ever come? Many are

the panaceas—social, political, religious—that are vaunted as

the only hope of humanity. How many of these will bear the

test of inwardness; how many touch the springs of action;

how many promise beneficence in direct measure of their uni-

versal application? If they are local, partial, symptom-regard-

ing, they are condemned already.

Can we not recognize at once the essentially mental nature

of our problems and our maladies, and, penetrating to the

center, feel assurance that outward phases of pain and strife

shall surely disappear when that center is made pure and calm?

The method of inwardness must ever appeal most powerfully

to those who have sought deeply in human nature for the

solution of life's problems. And if a man have found there

any clue he will not add to the existing discord by denouncing

those who follow their convictions. Socialism, the single tax,
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UNIVERSALITY IN RELIGION.

BY HESSAY w. GRAVES.

Wherever sense can reach or mind imagine, we find action
and reaction—the constant interplay of opposed forces: in
physical matter attraction and repulsion; in the internal world.
love and hate, good and evil. The higher the field of action,
the more potent and the more remarkable is the action of these
forces.

Religion is the highest plane. The intensest love and the
cruelest hate mankind has shown have been associated with
religion. '

Out of the turmoil will harmony ever come? Many are

the panaceas-—social, political, religious——that are vaunted as

the only hope of humanity. How many of these will bear the
test of inwardness; how many touch the springs of action;
how many promise beneficence in direct measure of their uni-
versal application? If they are local, partial, syrnptom-regard-
ing, they are condemned already.

Can we not recognize at once the essentially mental nature
of our problems and our maladies, and, penetrating to the
center, feel assurance that outward phases of pain and strife
shall surely disappear when thatcenter is made pure and calm?
The method of inwardness must ever appeal most powerfully
to those who have sought deeply in human nature for the
solution of life's problems. And if a man have found there
any clue he will not add to the existing discord by denouncing
those who follow their convictions. Socialism, the single tax,
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Universality in Religion.

35

such a consummation—hasten by following manfully individ-

ual convictions, whatever they may be, and retard by criticiz-

ing and denouncing others because forsooth they are not weak

echoes of ourselves.

The social fabric is seething with the forces that shall

mold the future; and in that ferment the forces of so-called evil

must inevitably contribute their quota to the grand result.

But Harmony—that may be made the watchword of all.

Whether one shall seek to better environment by external

agencies, or to conquer the world of mind through an under-

standing of eternal laws and principles, he shall be welcomed

by Nature—ever universal, ever non-partizan, ever the friend

of all.

The great lesson, it would seem, that is plowed by the

present state of society into the consciousness of man is the

stupendous waste of energy resulting from the antagonism be-

tween workers in the various fields of effort. Yet might our

work, whatever it is, be conceived in a spirit too high for

jealousy and too earnest for sloth.

Can we find a better watchword than Harmony? No; and

it shall be realized just in proportion as the sacred, the central,

fact of Individuality is vindicated by the universality of our

aims. Every investigation of the internal nature of man bears

witness to this truth. It were futile to seek harmony through

attempted elimination of differences—that were to blaspheme

individuality. Each must be himself: true to the pole-star of

right as seen through conscience; no man judging another or

daring to make him afraid.

Evidently the real warfare to which the future invites must

be interior to the man—the mind the armory. We shall yet
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Universality in Religion. 3 5

such a consummation—hasten by following manfully individ-
ual convictions, whatever they may be, and retard by criticiz-
ing and denouncing others because forsooth they are not weak
echoes of ourselves.

The social fabric is seething with the forces that shall
mold the future; and in that ferment the forces of so-called evil
must inevitably contribute their quota to the grand result.
But Harmony—that may be made the watchword of all.
Whether one shall seek to better environment by external
agencies, or to conquer the world of mind through an under-
standing of eternal laws and principles, he shall be welcomed
by Nature—ever universal, ever non-partizan, ever the friend
of all.

The great lesson, it would seem, that is plowed by the
present state of society into the consciousness of man is the
stupendous waste of energy resulting from the antagonism be-
tween workers in the various fields of effort. Yet might our

work, whatever it is, be conceived in a spirit too high for
jealousy and too earnest for sloth’.

Can we find a better watchword than Harmony? No; and
it shall be realized just in proportion as the sacred, the central,
fact of Individuality is vindicated by the universality of our

aims. Every investigation of the internal nature of man bears
witness to this truth. It were futile to seek harmony through
attempted elimination of differences—that were to blaspheme
individuality. Each must be himself: true to the pole-star of

right as seen through conscience; no man judging another or

daring to make him afraid.
Evidently the real warfare to which the future invites must

be interior to the man—the mind the armory. We shall yet

Go glut



MIND.

To control the mind, to cast out selfishness, to receive con-

sciously the Light from within—what a task! The solution of

all problems lies capsulate here. And yet the Masters in such

lore exist. Their message is with us. To quote from a little

work issued from the New York press only this year:

"Thy right is only to the work, never to its fruit. Let not the fruit of

the work be thy motive; yet desire not to abstain from work.

"Perform works standing in union, putting desire away; be equal in

success or failure, for equal-mindedness is union.

"Work is far lower than union in wisdom; seek refuge in wisdom, for

pitiful are those whose motive is the fruit.

"He who has reached union in wisdom gives up even here all things

done well or ill; strive, therefore, after union. Union is well-being in

works.

"For the wise who have found union in wisdom, giving up the fruit

born of works, set quite free from the bond of birth, go to the goal where

no sorrow dwells."

This is the preparation for a good old age: duty well done,

for its own sake, for God's sake, and for the sake of the com-

monwealth of man. When a man works only for himself, he gets

neither rest here nor reward hereafter.—Robert Collyer.

Whether any particular day shall bring to you more of hap-

piness or of suffering is largely beyond your power to determine.

Whether each day of your life shall give happiness or suffering

rests with yourself.—George S. Merriam.

Call it happiness or call it blessedness, the life whose end

is righteousness is a life which satisfies, and which one is not

willing, but glad, to live; its ways are ways of pleasantness, and

all its paths are peace.—Rufus Ellis.
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36 MIND.

To control the mind, to cast out selfishness, to receive con-

sciously the Light from within—whata task! The solution of
all problems lies capsulate here. And yet the Masters in such
lore exist. Their message is with us. To quote from a little
work issued from the New York press only this year:

“Thy right is only to the work, never to its fruit. Let not the fruit of
the work be thy motive ; yet desire not to abstain from work.

“Perform works standing in union, putting desire away; be equal in
success or failure, for equal-mindedness is union.

“Work is far lower than union in wisdom; seek refuge in wisdom, for
pitiful are those whose motive is the fruit.

“He who has reached union in wisdom gives up even here all things
done well or ill; strive, therefore, after union. Union is well-being in
works.

“For the wise who have found union in wisdom, giving up the fruit
born of works, set quite free from the bond of birth, go to the goal where
no sorrow dwells.”

 

THIS is the preparation for a good old age: duty well done,
for its own sake, for God’s sake, and for the sake of the com-

monwealth of man. When a man works only for himself, he gets
neither rest here nor reward hereafter.—Robert Collyer.

 

VVHETHER any particular day shall bring to you more of hap-
piness or of suffering is largely beyond your power to determine.
Whether each day of your life shall give happiness or suffering
rests with yourself.—George S. Merriam.

 

CALL it happiness or call it blessedness, the life whose end
is righteousness is a life which satisfies, and which one is not

willing, but glad, to live; its ways are ways of pleasantness, and
all its paths are peace.—Rufus Ellis.
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ARE WE FREE?

BY W. H. PHILLIPS.

Is Liberty in the United States a fact or a superstition?

We American citizens are wont to boast of our Liberty and to

glorify our country above all others, as if Freedom were un-

known elsewhere. Let us see upon what we base our claims to

superiority and what this boasted Liberty of ours amounts to.

The immortal Declaration of Independence asserts that

-all men are born free and equal." Is this a truth or a mere

metaphor? All men are certainly born utterly helpless; but

what freedom has the babe in arms—the slave of its parents

or nurse, unable to feed itself or to procure food by itself, or to

direct any of its conscious actions contrary to the will of its

guardians? Who has any choice as to his father or mother;

as to the circumstances or surroundings of his birth, breeding,

or rearing; as to whether he shall be born an Israelite, Catho-

lic, Protestant, or Buddhist—an American, German, French-

man, Englishman, or Arab; or as to whether he shall be born

with a brain capable of development, or with some rare and

special gift, or with only an average intellect, or an idiot; or

handsome or homely, sound in body or deformed, healthy or

sickly? Over not one of the conditions essential to success in

life has man at his birth the slightest control or choice. When,

then, and how, is he born " free "?

And " equal "? Is a born idiot equal to a child with nor-

mal faculties? Is the babe beginning its existence in a hovel

and amidst poverty and the dregs and scum of society born
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ARE WE FREE?

in w. H. PHILLIPS.

Is Liberty in the United States a fact or a superstition?
We American citizens are wont to boast of our Liberty and to
glorify our country above all others, as if Freedom were un-

known elsewhere. Let us see upon what we base our claims to

superiority and what this boasted Liberty of ours amounts to.
The immortal Declaration of Independence asserts that

"all men are born free and equal." Is this a truth or a mere

metaphor? All men are certainly born utterly helpless; but
what freedom has the babe in arms—-the slave of its parents
or nurse, unable to feed itself or to procure food by itself, or to
direct any of its conscious actions contrary to the will of its
guardians? Who has any choice as to his father or mother;
as to the circumstances or surroundings of his birth, breeding,
or rearing; as to whether he shall be born an Israelite, Catho-
lic, Protestant, or Buddhist—an American, German, French-
man, Englishman, or Arab; or as to whether he shall be born
with a brain capable of development, or with some rare and
special gift, or with only an average intellect, or an idiot; or

handsome or homely, sound in body or deformed, healthy or

sickly? Over not one of the conditions essential to success in
life has man at his birththe slightest control or choice. When.
then, and how, is he born “ free ”?

And “ equal ”? Is a born idiot equal to a child with nor-

mal faculties? Is the babe beginning its existence in a hovel
and amidst poverty and the dregs and scum of society born
,-..
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MIND.

use were an architect if there were no bricklayers? And what

practical avail would it be to think or plan if there were no

power to execute? What could Man do if he were obliged to

walk on all fours?

No; we are not born free, and we are not born equal.

What the Declaration of Independence should have asserted

is that all men are born free and equal, or ought to be, before

the law. It is declared that all men are born with certain

natural, inalienable rights—as the right to life, liberty, and

the pursuit of happiness. This is another fiction. We have

been treated to many learned discussions of our natural rights,

but it still remains true that the only right that Nature seems

to know is comprehended in the phrase, "Might is Right *';

and it is because of this fact that man has created society—

to protect the weak against the strong. The only justification

there is for the existence of society and for its obliging men

to surrender this natural right of might is because it is the

only natural right, and it is the effort of society to overcome

or lessen the hardships of certain of Nature's conditions and

obstructions to civilization—" the simple plan that they should

take who have the power and they should keep who can."

"Ense petit placidam sub libertate quictam," says the motto

of Massachusetts. Homo homini lupus—man is a wolf to man

—speaks the Latin proverb; Quiti cupit facit—he who takes

it makes it. But man, realizing even when not willing to admit

it that might is his only right in a natural state, has organized

governments and society to confer certain rights upon him in

his search for Liberty. Grievously disappointed time and time

again, crushed and downtrodden, he has fought the battle for

Freedom over and over—and is fighting it yet.

In its fullest sense, Liberty is not a possibility. "The

Universe is governed bv Law." The sun. the moon, the stars.
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use were an architect if there were no bricklayers? And what
practical avail would it be to think or plan if there were no

power to execute? What could Man do if he were obliged to
walk on all fours?

No; we are not born free, and we are not born equal.
What the Declaration of Independence should have asserted
is that all men are born free and equal, or ought to be, before
the law. It is declared that all men are born with certain
natural, inalienable rights—as the right to life, liberty, and
the pursuit of happiness. This is another fiction. We have
been treated to many learned discussions of our natural rights,
but it still remains true that the only right that Nature seems

to know is comprehended in the phrase, “Might is Right”;
and it is because of this fact that man has created society-
to protect the weak against the strong. The only justification
there is for the existence of society and for its obliging men

to surrender this natural right of might is because it is the
only natural right, and it is the effort of society to overcome

or lessen the hardships of certain of Nature’s conditions and
obstructions to civilization—“the simple plan that they should
take who have the power and they should keep who can.”
“ Ense petit placidam sub Iibertate quietam,” says the motto
of Massachusetts. Homo homim' lu[ms—man is a wolf to man

—speaks the Latin proverb; Quin cupit facit—he who takes
it makes it. But man, realizing even when not willing to admit
it that might is his only right in a natural state, has organized
governments and society to confer certain rights upon him in
his search for Liberty. Grievously disappointed time and time
again, crushed and downtrodden, he has fought the battle for
Freedom over and over—and is fighting it yet.

In its fullest sense, Liberty is not a possibility. “The

Univetlseds Save-rned bv Law.” The sun. the moon. the stars.
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yet here and there is unable to do so because of the fires within

it. The birds of the air, the fishes of the sea—all are bound

and fettered by Nature's laws, which they cannot change. And

absolute Liberty—the freedom to do whatever one may wish

or caprice may dictate, without regard to or for others—is not

consistent with or possible in a civilized community; neither

is it compatible with Nature, or desirable. (I am not con-

founding Liberty with License.) But liberty, freedom, and

equality before and under the law are possible, and are what

man is seeking for. Have we found these in the United States,

or do they exist elsewhere to a greater extent?

Here a law is enacted for us by alleged representatives, and

without the people passing upon it. In Switzerland, the Cradle

of Liberty—Switzerland, which is generally overlooked in

these discussions and the credit given to the French Revolu-

tion of 1789, that movement which promised so much for man-

kind, and to which, indeed, we are under a heavy debt, but

which unfortunately stopped short of what it might have ac-

complished—in Switzerland they have what are called the in-

itiative and the referendum as parts of the system of govern-

ment; and every law before it takes effect can be passed upon

directly and at once by the people, or if it becomes obnoxious

be at once wiped out. The lawmakers are controlled by the

people and are unable to act in opposition. Is this true in the

United States? Do we control our legislators or the making

of our laws? Certainly we can elect other men in the course of

time and repeal obnoxious measures—when we spasmodically

are seized with a fit of public virtue—but this means time and

patient suffering in the meanwhile, and even then the result is

uncertain. Who hears of "bosses" outside of American

nolitirs?
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Are We Free? 39

yet here and there is unable to do so becauseof the fires within
it. The birds of the air, the fishes of the sea—all are bound
and fettered by Nature's laws, which they cannot change. And
absolute Liberty—the freedom to do whatever one may wish
or caprice may dictate, without regard to or for others-—is not
consistent with or possible in a civilized community; neither
is it compatible with Nature, or desirable. ( I am not con-

founding Liberty with License.) But liberty, freedom, and
equality before and under the law are possible, and are what
man is seeking for. Have we found these in the United States,
or do they exist elsewhere to a greater extent?

Here a law is enacted for us by alleged representatives, and
without the people passing upon it. In Switzerland, the Cradle
of Liberty—Switzerland, which is generally overlooked in
these discussions and the credit given to the French Revolu-
tion of 1789, thatmovement which promised so much for man-

kind, and to which, indeed, we are under a heavy debt, but
which unfortunately stopped short of what it might have ac-

complished-—in Switzerland they have what are called the in-
itiative and the referendum as parts of the system of govern-
ment; and every law before it takes effect can be passed upon
directly and at once by the people, or if it becomes obnoxious
be at once wiped out. The lawmakers are controlled by the
people and are unable to act in opposition. Is this true in the
United States? Do we control our legislators or the making
of our laws? Certainly we can elect other men in the course of
time and repeal obnoxious measures—when we spasmodically
are seized with a fit of public virtue—but this means time and
patient suffering in the meanwhile, and even then the result is
uncertain. Who hears of “ bosses" outside of American

nolitC:s?.0 glc
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suffer, submit, and wait. For many months we had a Con-

gress, elected on a plain and distinct issue, which practically

defied the will of the people, and accomplished—what? An

almost complete paralyzation of the industries of the United

States. And this has happened more than once.

What would result under similar circumstances in Eng-

land? Parliament would be dissolved, a new election held,

and the voice of the people would be heard and obeyed at once.

What power has Britain's King compared to that of our

President? What power has the House of Lords compared to

that of our Senate—if, indeed, the House of Lords has any

nowadays? It was an Englishman who declared that "every

man's house is his castle." It is Englishmen who make the

police their servants, not their masters—and it was an English

police force that went on a " strike!" It is disagreeable for us

as Americans to admit it, but the truth is that nowhere in the

world is individual liberty so widespread, guarded, and cher-

ished as in England. We scoff at the English aristocracy of

birth; but look at our own aristocracy of gold, trust, and rail-

way kings and monopolists. Which is the worse?

Again, where is the Liberty that dictates from whom and

where we shall purchase the very necessaries of life—under the

mask of "protection "? I am a Protectionist, but who can

honestly believe in the imposition of excessive and unneces-

sary duties such as we have? We pay seventeen cents a pound

for meat in New York that is shipped from Chicago to Berlin

and sold there for six cents! And this is true of almost all arti-

cles of food and clothing. Yet we are " free "!

Does any one imagine that the sta£e of affairs which the

Lexow Committee showed to exist in New York is anything

new, or is confined to New York? Could such a state of
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suffer, submit. and wait. For many months we had a’ Con-
gress, elected on a plain and distinct issue, which practically
defied the will of the people, and accomplished—what? An
almost complete paralyzation of the industries of the United
States. And this has happened more than once.

What would result under similar circumstances in Eng-
land? Parliament would be dissolved, a new election held,
and the voice of the people would be heard and obeyed at once.

.What power has Britain's King compared to that of our

President? What power has the House of Lords compared to
that of our Senate—if, indeed, the House of Lords has any
nowadays? It was an Englishman who declared that “ every
man’s house is his castle.” It is Englishmen who make the
police their servants, not their masters-—and it was an English
police force thatwent on a “ strike! " It is disagreeable for us

as Americans to admit it, but the truth is that nowhere in the
world is individual liberty so widespread, guarded, and cher-
ished as in England. We scoff at the English aristocracy of
birth; but look at our own aristocracy of gold, trust, and rail-
way kings and monopolists. \Vhich is the worse?

Again, where is the Liberty that dictates from whom and
where we shall purchase the very necessaries of life——under the
mask of “ protection ”? ' I am a Protectionist, but who can

honestly believe in the imposition of excessive and unneces-

sary duties such as we have? We pay seventeen cents a pound
for meat in New York that is shipped from Chicago to Berlin
and sold there for six cents! And this is true of almost all arti-
cles of food and clothing. Yet we are “ free ”!

_

Does any one imagine that the state of affairs which the
Lexow Committee showed to exist in New York is anything
new, or is co fined to New York? Could such a state of
"‘QuU‘8C’ ‘ " ""’ °"'
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been added to the statute-books of New York State; that is to

say, acts that were innocent before, and whose moral aspect has

in no way changed, are now criminal offenses. And with few

exceptions all these laws are directed against the laboring class

—against " strikes," "boycotts," etc. Even the press, which

stands between us and our " bosses," is hampered by absurd

libel laws. In fact, after reading the penal code of New York

State one is forced to wonder whether it is not a misdemeanor

to breathe.

Look now at one of our great " strikes " of a few years ago.

In my opinion no one conversant with the facts can deny that

this "strike" was justifiable. The Pullman Company had

been grinding both the public and its employees; everybody

is aware of this. It is doubtless true that, although it had de-

clared on an enormously watered stock its regular dividend at

the rate of eight per cent., the company did not make as much

money as in prosperous times, or even lost a little. But what

of it? We all suffered. And suppose the Pullman Company

had been obliged to reduce its dividend for one year, would it

not have paid better than the strike? Why did it not propor-

tionately reduce its rents and the cost of provisions at its

stores? And does any one imagine that if its earnings had in-

creased instead of decreased the wages of its employees would

have been increased? If it was right in its contention why did

it refuse to offer any proof of the fact—why imperiously de-

cline to arbitrate?

In this land of Liberty the arbitrary will of one man was

permitted to plunge the country into a state of disturbance,

and we saw the military force of the United States called out

on a pretext to enforce the dictates of monopoly. I say on a

nrrtpxt h^rausft mails arp not carrierl nn Pullman cars, nor
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Are We Free!’ 4:

been added to the statute-books of New York State; that is to

say, acts thatwere innocent before, and whose moral aspect has
in no way changed, are now criminal offenses. And with few
exceptions all these laws are directed against the laboring class
—against “ strikes," “ boycotts,” etc. Even the press, which
stands between us and our “ bosses,” is hampered by absurd
libel laws. In fact, after reading the penal code of New York
State one is forced to wonder whether it is not a misdemeanor
to breathe.

Look now at one of our great “ strikes ” of a few years ago.
In my opinion no one conversant with the facts can deny that
this “ strike ”

was justifiable. The Pullman Company had
been grinding both the public and its employees; everybody
is aware of this. It is doubtless true that, although it had de-
clared on an enormously watered stock its regular dividend at

the rate of eight per cent., the company did not make as much

money as in prosperous times, or even lost a little. But what
of it? We all suffered. And suppose the Pullman Company
had been obliged to reduce its dividend for one year, would it
not have paid better than the strike? Why did it not propor-
tionately reduce its rents and the cost of provisions at its
stores? And does any one imagine that if its earnings had in-
creased instead of decreased the wages of its employees would
have been increased? If it was right in its contention why did
it refuse to offer any proof of the fact—why imperiously de-
cline to arbitrate?

In this land of Liberty the arbitrary will of one man was

permitted to plunge the country into a state of disturbance.
and we saw the military force of the United States called out

on a pretext to enforce the dictates of monopoly. I say on a

nretext because mail: are not carried nn Pullman cars. nnr
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a protection to the people against the oppression of the rail-

road companies, it has been turned by the companies to their

own advantage in the use of United States troops. I am not

upholding " strikes" or mobs, and it is quite true that there

are emergencies when it becomes necessary to disregard the

strict letter of the law; but that is always dangerous, and this

was not such an emergency. Although the President's action

was upheld by many able lawyers, I still venture to say that it

was not constitutional and was uncalled for. It has been re-

peatedly held by the courts, and particularly by the courts of

New York, that a strike is not an excuse for the non-operation

of a railroad when it is in the power of the company to remove

the cause of the strike or to avoid it. The " Pullman " strike

is not an exception; what happened then will be repeated so

long as the public submits. It was only the exigencies of poli-

tics that forced a settlement of the Pennsylvania coal strike.

Again, look at the " government by injunction " which has

grown up in the United States. The power of a court to grant

injunctions is an absolute necessity for the due administration

of law: but is there any one who can justly claim that as

exercised to-day it is not shamefully abused and in direct vio-

lation of the principles to which it owes its existence? There

would be no difficulty in clearly defining the cases in which it

should be exercised; but we are " free," and therefore submit to

be enjoined almost from thinking.

There is another power also exercised by courts, and a

necessity to their existence, but which as practised to-day is in

anything but accord with freedom—the arbitrary, intangible,

often visionary "contempt of court," which in a measure

defies definition, but would be, if we were really free, carefully

guarded against abuse. Under this power a Judge who could

nrvr i-pnr1#»r n rtaricinn acrninct 11c fr»r fi ffir Hr»llarc wirVir»nt tli*»
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a protection to the people against the oppression of the rail-
road companies, it has been turned by the companies to their
own advantage in the use of United States troops. I am not

upholding “strikes” or mobs, and it is quite true that there
are emergencies when it becomes necessary to disregard the
strict letter of the law; but that is always dangerous, and this
was not such an emergency. Although the President’s action
was upheld by many able lawyers, I still venture to say that it
was not constitutional and was uncalled for. It has been re-

peatedly held by the courts, and particularly by the courts of
New York, that a strike is not an excuse for the non-operation
of a railroad when it is in the power of the company to remove

the cause of the strike or to avoid it. The “ Pullman ” strike
is not an exception; what happened then will be repeated so

long as the public submits. It was only the exigencies of poli-
tics that forced a settlement of the Pennsylvaniacoal strike.

Again, look at the “ government by injunction ” which has
grown up in the United States. The power of a court to grant
injunctions is an absolute necessity for the due administration
of law; but is there any one who can justly claim that as

exercised to-day it is not shamefully abused and in direct vio-
lation of the principles to which it owes its existence? There
would be no difficulty in clearly defining the cases in which it
should be exercised; but we are

“ free,” and therefore submit to
be enjoined almost from thinking.

There is another power also exercised by courts, and a

necessity to their existence, but which as practised to-day is in
anything but accord with freedom—the arbitrary, intangible,
often visionary “contempt of court,” which in a measure

defies definition, but would be, if we were really free, carefully
guarded against abuse. Under this power a Judge who could
nnf 1-nn(l:r :1 rl icinn naaincf nc Fnr fifhr Anllnre unit-hnnf H1»
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Are We Free?

As children we had bugaboos; as adults we continue to

have them under other names. The two principal ones of to-

day are called " Precedent " and " Vested Rights." Was there

ever a more shameful spectacle presented to a civilized ( ?)

world than the trial of the man Youtsey in Kentucky?" Prec-

edent" is the excuse given for it by the Judge. It was not

"Precedent" that gave birth to the Magna Charta.

And what is "precedent" but the overthrow of "prec-

edent "? And "vested rights"—what are they in the

majority of cases but the upholding of acts of spolia-

tion committed by our barbarous ancestors; or a mask

for oppression; or the control of the living through the will of

the dead? How is that freedom which reaches its hand from

the grave and forcibly binds us by law, though the entire en-

vironment of man has changed?

Incidentally, attention may be called to another insidiously

growing abuse by our courts, which seemingly is occurring

without exciting comment—the forcing of juries into agreeing

upon a verdict. In a recent case in Chicago, when the jury

retired eleven jurymen were in favor of acquitting the de-

fendant; but, as a result of this process, when they were dis-

charged eleven were in favor of conviction and only the strict

conscientiousness and exceptionally firm will of the twelfth

man saved the prisoner. This abuse is wholly subversive of

the principles of trial by jury and reduces it to a farce.

I might cite many other illustrations in answer to the ques-

tion that heads this article, but the foregoing are sufficient to

show that the liberty of which we boast is not so much of a

fact as we would fain believe. I do not for one moment think

that republican government is a failure, or that men are going

to oermit it to be swent out of existence: but if " straws show
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Are We Free!
As children we had bugaboos; as adults we continue to

have them under other names. The two principal ones of to-
day are called “ Precedent ” and “ Vested Rights.” Was there
ever a more shameful spectacle presented to a civilized ( ?)
world than the trial of the man Youtsey in Kentucky? “ Prec-
edent” is the excuse given for it by the Judge. It was not
“ Precedent ” that gave birth to the Magna Charta.
And what is “ precedent ” but the overthrow of “ prec-
edent "? And “ vested rights ”—what are they in the
majority of cases but the upholding of acts of spolia-
tion committed by our barbarous ancestors; or a mask
for oppression; or the control of the living through the will of
the dead? How is that freedom which reaches its hand from
the grave and forcibly binds us by law, though the entire en-

vironment of man has changed?
Incidentally. attention may be called to another insidiously

growing abuse by our courts, which seemingly is occurring
without exciting comment—the forcing of juries into agreeing
upon a verdict. In a recent case in Chicago, when the jury
retired eleven jurymen were in favor of acquitting the de-
fendant; but, as a result of this process, when they were dis—
charged eleven were in favor of conviction and only the strict
conscientiousness and exceptionally firm will of the twelfth
man saved the prisoner. This abuse is wholly subversive of
the principles of trial by jury and reduces it to a farce.

I might cite many other illustrationsin answer to the ques-
tion that heads this article, but the foregoing are sufiicient to
show that the liberty of which we boast is not so much of a

fact as we would fain believe. I do not for one moment think
that republican government is a failure, or that men are going
to permit it to be swenf out of existence: but if “ straws show

C0 816



THE SUN AND THE OAK.

BY A. A. HAINES.

High on the slope of a long, green hill there stood a mighty

oak. It stretched its great arms wide and welcomed the storms

and the gales; and far over the hill-top it looked and gave a

greeting to every morn. The squirrels frisked about it and

loved the hollows in its trunk; and feathery birds, upon its

boughs, long had wooed and sung. In its shade, so broad and

winsome, many a dreamer dreamed; and many a tattered wan-

derer, wretched and worn, in its kindly shadow forgot to long.

The wind liked to play in the branches and talk with the beauti-

ful leaves; and it slyly pulled the acorns sleeping on the

boughs, and it laughed with the leaves when the acorns tum-

bled to the ground.

The tree was old, exceeding old—it had seen scores of

years pass by; but it caught their whispers as they passed, and

had learned from the flitting years. Yet, in spite of all its

wisdom, its love, its wealth of life, the tree had a hidden sor-

row—it was sad because of life. Long the oak had pondered,

often it mused and sighed; it longed to know the reason of

life's constant, changing flow. The tree had seen each spring-

time robe the hills and the fields anew; in wonder it watched

the green stalks rise from out the damp brown mold, and it

saw the summer spin and wind fresh silk round the long white

corn. The brooks and the river it tried to find, but they were

always new; and the rocks—they all were changing too. It

caught the frost, sly and cunning, breaking the rock on the

side of the hill, and it was not long ere the rock vanished in

the flow of the rushing streams. The flowers flamed in the
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THE SUN AND THE OAK.

BY A. A. HAINES.

High on the slope of a long, green hill there stood a mighty
oak. It stretched its great arms wide and welcomed the storms
and the gales; and far over the hill-top it looked and gave a

greeting to every morn. The squirrels frisked about it and
loved thehollows in its trunk; and feathery birds, upon its
boughs, long had wooed and sung. In its shade, so broad and
winsome, many a dreamer dreamed; and many a tattered wan-

derer, wretched and worn, in its kindly shadow forgot to long.
The wind liked to play in thebranches and talk with thebeauti-
ful leaves; and it slyly pulled the acorns sleeping on the
boughs, and it laughed with the leaves when the acorns tum-
bled to the ground.

The tree was old, exceeding old—it had seen scores of
years pass by; but it caught their whispers as they passed, and
had learned from the flitting years. Yet, in spite of all its
wisdom, its love, its wealth of life, the tree had a hidden sor-

row—it was sad because of life. Long the oak had pondered,
often it mused and sighed; it longed to know the reason of
life’s constant, changing flow. The tree had seen each spring-
time robe the hills and the fields anew; in wonder it watched
the green stalks rise from out the damp brown mold. and it
saw the summer spin and wind fresh silk round the long white
corn. The brooks and the river it tried to find, but they were

always new; and the rocks-—they all were changing too. It
caught the frost, sly and cunning, breaking the rock on the
side of the hill, and it was not long ere the rock vanished in
the flow of the rushing streams. The flowers flamed in the
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their pure, white lives, then touched the earth and died. The

sky was always changing—no morn ever came twice. Rest-

lessness was everywhere; all things disappeared.

"Will this coming and going never cease?" the old tree

softly sighed; "nothing ever comes to stay." And it looked

where the fallen acorns lay. "Is there not something constant

—something that I can hold? What is this darkness inscrut-

able that hides all birth and death? Perhaps I am dreaming

—but no; that cannot be, for the love of the birds is in my

heart: that was never a dream. Whence came they, my beau-

tiful ones? Why have they gone from my boughs? Shall

I no more see them—nevermore hear their songs?"

The great tree shook with sorrow and bowed its stately

head; and the old night wind sighed and moaned. The sun,

though shining far away, knew the oak tree mourned, and sent

great beams of moonlight with a message for its burdened

heart. The moonlight said it should not mourn; its woe was

nearly o'er. There was something true and strange that the

oak had never known; and in the early morning the sun would

tell the tree, when its sorrow would be ended—it never again

would grieve.

A sigh of hope shook all its leaves as the tree raised its

low-bent head. It knew the sun was always true, and it waited

for the morn. The dawn came gay and rosy and laughed the

clouds away, and made a golden pathway to the earth where

the green hill lay. The leaves of the tree moved softly, and

its giant boughs bent low as the sun poured gently upon it the

splendor of his beams; and in the early stillness the sun spoke

to the tree: "O tree, thou shouldst not grieve. Let thy mourn-

ing cease; for know that all thine anguish is but a dismal

A— TU^-a ;„ c~,t-npM-iincr rnnsrant • there is RnmpthinPr thou
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The Sun and the Oak. 45

their pure, white lives, then touched the earth and died. The
' sky was always changing—-no morn ever came twice. Rest-

lessness was everywhere; all things disappeared.
“Will this coming and going never cease?” the old tree

softly sighed; “nothing ever comes to stay." And it looked
where the fallen acorns lay. "Is there not somethingconstant

—somethingthat I can hold? What is this darkness inscrut-
able that hides all birth and death? Perhaps I am dreaming
—but no; that cannot be, for the love of the birds is in my
heart: that was never a dream. Whence came they,my beau-
tiful ones? Why have‘ they gone from my boughs? Shall
I no more see them—nevermorehear their songs?”

The great tree shook with sorrow and bowed its stately
head; and the old night wind sighed and moaned. The sun,
though shining far away, knew the oak tree mourned, and sent

great beams of moonlight with a message for its burdened
heart. The moonlight said it should not mourn; its woe was

nearly o'er. There was something true and strange that the
oak had never known; and in the early morning the sun would
tell the tree, when its sorrow would be ended—it never again
would grieve.

A sigh of hope shook all its leaves as the tree ‘raised its
low-bent head. It knew the sun was always true, and it waited
for the mom. The dawn came gay and rosy and laughed the
clouds away, and made a golden pathway to the earth where
the green hill lay. The leaves of the tree moved softly, and
its giant boughs bent low as the sun poured gently upon it the
splendor of his beams; and in the early stillness the sun spoke
to the tree: “O tree, thou shouldst not grieve. Let thymourn-

ing cease; for know that all thine anguish is but a dismal
4...... TL..- :..- anmothina rnnsfanft there is something than
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MIND.

breathes. It alone is constant; it alone is free. But it ever

changes its raiment—it lives in myriad forms, and on, and on,

and on it soars to heights beyond all dreams. There is no

birth; there is no death: there is only change of form. The

garments dropped in passing are woven again and worn. The

same things are always here—they neither come nor go; but

this, never hast thou known. Look beyond the hill-tops, out

where the ocean rolls. Behold how great and wide it is; hear

its mighty roar. Though its waters are so great, though they

be so strong, yet they put on other forms—and some are ex-

ceeding small. The drops that sparkle on the grass and the

dancing, whirling snow are lovely shapes the ocean takes to

work in frosty air. The clouds that roam, the rain that falls,

the streams that swiftly flow, the frost that works in rock and

soil—they are other forms its waters wear. The wind speaks

in different voices; the storm has many moods. I myself live

in countless forms, yet thou hast known but one. In the color

of the flowers I move—in the tints of wood and field. I am

the glow of the orchards gay; the blue of the sky and the sea.

The smoke from yonder chimney is made by my golden beams

that have slept in forms of deep-black coal, long, long ages

through. Again they have put on their vestments of shining,

yellow light; but always are they my children—it matters not

what seems. I live in the air; I dwell in the sea; I am moving

everywhere. In this grand old tree I am with thee—why hast

thou never known? And thou, too, art in other forms. Be-

hold on the ground the acorn. See what thou hast sown!

There thou art lying, sleeping within its tiny walls. Yet thou

wilt wake and live again in the form of another tree, for each
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45 MIND.

breathes. It alone is constant; it alone is free. But it ever

changes its raiment—it lives in myriad forms, and on, and on,
and on it soars to heights beyond all dreams. There is no

birth; there is no death: there is only change of form. The
garments dropped in passing are woven again and worn. The
same things are always here-—they neither come nor go; but
this, never hast thou known. Look beyond the hill-tops, out
where the ocean rolls. Behold how great and wide it is; hear
its mighty roar. Though its waters are so great, though they
be so strong, yet they put on other forms—and some are ex-

ceeding small. The drops that sparkle on the grass and the
dancing, whirling snow are lovely shapes the ocean takes to
work in frosty air. The clouds that roam, the rain that falls,
the streams that swiftly flow, the frost that works in rock and
soil—theyare other forms its waters wear. The wind speaks
in different voices; the storm has many moods. I myself live
in countless forms, yet thou hast'known but one. In the color
of the flowers I move—in the tints of wood and field. I am

the glow of the orchards gay; the blue of the sky and the sea.

The smoke from yonder chimney is made by my golden beams
that have slept in forms of deep-black coal, long, long ages
through. Again they have put on their vestments of shining,
yellow light; but always are they my children—it matters not
what seems. I live in the air; I dwell in the sea; I am moving

' everywhere. In this grand old tree I am with thee—why hast
thou never known? And thou, too, art in other forms. Be-
hold on the ground the acorn. See what thou hast sown!
There thou art lying, sleeping within its tiny walls. Yet thou
wilt wake and live again in the form of another tree, for each

Co 816



The Sun and the Oak.

47

every form it is peering; all difference is in the wearing of a

thinner or thicker screen. Look behind the form if thou wilt

see the real; live the self of thee if thou wouldst know the

changeless—the free. Live and know the self alone—where,

it matters not. Whatever form thou art wearing, let the self

shine out. Fix thine eyes on Substance; care not for form.

Stand thou in the Eternal One; thy self live evermore."

A hush, a peace the world knows not, brooded o'er the

hill, and a beauty born of the Light ne'er seen shone out from

that mighty oak. Nevermore could it grieve; never would

it mourn: the tree knew its earthly mission—the dream was

forever o'er.

To think is better than not to think, even though one takes

the chance, now and then, of thinking erroneously, just as it is

better to be a free moral agent in matters of conduct than to be a

stick or a machine, even though one goes wrong now and then

in the exercise of this freedom.—Rev. A. B. Hervey, D.D.

We, too, like our great Leader, must be made perfect through

suffering; but the struggle by night will bring the calmness of

the morning, the hour of exceeding sorrow will prepare the day

of godlike strength, the prayer for deliverance calls down the

power of endurance.—James Martineau.

How is our fainting courage reassured, and our faltering will

reenforced, and our troubled heart calmed, when we but think of

God and remember that "his greatness lies around our incom-

pleteness—round our restlessness his rest 1"—Samuel Longfellow-
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The Sun and the Oak. 47

every form it is peering; all difference is in the wearing of a

thinneror thicker screen. Look behind the form if thou wilt
see the real; live the self of thee if thou wouldst know the
changeless-—the free. Live and know the self alonc~—where,
it matters not. Whatever form thou art wearing, let the self
shine out. Fix thine eyes on Substance; care not for form.
Stand thou in the Eternal One; thy self live evermore.”

A hush, a peace the world knows not, brooded o’er the
hill, and a beautyborn of the Light ne'er seen shone out from
that mighty oak. Nevermore could it grieve; never would
it mourn: the tree knew its earthly mission—the dream was

forever o’er.
U.-O-O-O-O-O-$0

To THINK is better than not to think, even though one takes
the chance, now and then, of thinkingerroneously, just as it is
better to be a free moral agent in matters of conduct than to be a

stick or a machine. even though one goes wrong now and then
in the exercise of this freedom.—Ret2. A. B. Hervey, D.D.

 

WE, too, like our great Leader, must be made perfect through
suffering; but the struggle by night will bring the calmness of
the morning, the hour of exceeding sorrow will prepare the day
of godlike strength, the prayer for deliverance calls down the

power of endurance.—Iames Martineau.

 

How IS our fainting courage reassured, and our faltering will
reenforced, and our troubled heart calmed, when we but thinkof
God and remember that “his greatness lies around our incom-
pleteness——round our restlessness his rest !”—Samuel Longfellow.

IO-0-IOUIOIIO-O-000'

C0 glut



MATA THE MAGICIAN.

By Isabella Ingalesk.

CHAPTER. X.

MY MOTHER.

When we returned to the study, after breakfast, Mata de-

clared she must start that day for school; that Guru had said

last night when he was here that there should be no further

delay.

"But are you able?" I asked, in surprise.

"I feel as strong and well as ever, and Guru would not

have bade me go if it were not best," she said.

I asked Kate to remain at my office during my absence, and

to tell all callers that I would be at home on the following

Sunday, but on no account to mention Mata nor my errand.

The girl promised faithfulness to all my directions, and added:

"Divil a bit o' satisfaction'll ony wan get from me regardin'

the whereabouts of ye, docther."

At the convent school I made arrangements for a five-

years course in such studies as were needed to fit Mata for the

social life she would lead, and returned well satisfied that she

would be nicely cared for in her new home.

I found Kate had cleaned and regulated my bachelor quar-

ters to a point of neatness far beyond my anticipations. Every-

thing was in perfect order and the old study had once more

resumed the look of comfort it had worn when Ted was

housekeeper. She also had a warm dinner ready, and while

I was enjoying it she undertook to tell me the news. Among
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

Bv ISABELLA INGALESE.

CHAPTER,X.
MY MOTHER.

When we returned to the study, after breakfast, Mata de-
clared she must start that day for school; that Guru had said
last night when he was here that there should be no further
delay.

“But are you able?” I asked, in surprise.
“I feel as strong and well as ever, and Guru would not

have bade me go if it were not best,” she said.
I asked Kate to remain at my oflfice during my absence, and

to tell all callers that I would be at home on the following
Sunday, but on no account to mention Mata nor my errand.
The girl promised faithfulnessto all my directions, and added:
“Divil a bit o’ satisfaction’llony wan get from me regardin’
the whereabouts of ye, docther.”

At the convent school I made arrangements for a five-
years course in such studies as were needed to fit Mata for the
social life she would lead, and returned well satisfied that she
would be nicely cared for in her new home.

I found Kate had cleaned and regulated my bachelor quar-
ters to a point of neatness far beyond my anticipations. Every-
thing was in perfect order and the old study had once more

resumed the look of comfort it had worn when Ted was

housekeeper. She also had a warm dinner ready, and while
I was enjoying it she undertook to tell me the news. Among
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"Ye see, sur," she replied, "Pat says as how 'tis foolish

t' be waitin' ony longer, as he's a stiddy job an' has saved a

thrifle o' two hundther' or so o' his wages, an' I have as much;

we can go housekapin' on a small bit, av we both agrees to it,

an' 'twould make a home fer both av us."

"A very good idea, and I shall give you a wedding pres-

ent," I said.

Kate put away the dishes, swept the kitchen, and then

came in with her hat and shawl ready to leave.

"I'm goin', sur," she said. "Good-by."

"Here is something to help you start your new life with,"

I said, as I held out a check for one hundred dollars.

"May the saints love an' purtect ye from all harrum so

long as ye live, sur; but I'm afraid ye can't afford it," she said.

"Yes, I can; and with it I offer you my best wishes for the

future. May you be happy and prosperous."

The girl wiped a tear from the end of her nose, where it

had trickled down from her overflowing eyes, and, as

she hid the precious paper away in her bosom, murmured:

"Sure, ye air a thrue gintlemon, so ye air; an' I niver

ixpictid so foine a prisint at all, at all. But if ye're iver in

throuble an nade a frind, Kate Maloney's the wan t' sind fer,

an' I'll sarve ye wid me heart's blood, so I will."

I thanked her and promised to let her know if at some

future time she could be of assistance, and bade her good-

night.

At last I was alone, and had time to think. Seating myself

in an easy-chair before the fire, and leaning my head back upon

its comfortable cushions, I let my mind wander backward in

a mental review of the many events that had occurred during

the last few years of my life. It was just seven days ago, to
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"Ye see, sur," she replied, “Pat says as how ’tis foolish
t‘ be waitin’ ony longer, as he’s a stiddy job an’ has saved a

thrifle0’ two hundther’ or so 0’ his wages, an’ I have as much;
we can go housekapin’ on a small bit, av we both agrees to it,
an’ ’twould make a home fer both av us.”

“A very good idea, and I shall give you a wedding pres-
ent,” I said.

Kate put away the dishes, swept the kitchen, and then
came in with her hat and shawl ready to leave.

“I’m goin’, sur,” she said. “Good-by.”
“Here is something to help you start your new life with,”

I said, as I held out a check for one hundred dollars.
“May the saints love an’ purtect ye from all harrum so

long as ye live, sur; but I’m afraid ye can't afford it,” she said.
“Yes, I can; and with it I offer you my best wishes for the

future. May you be happy and prosperous.”
The girl wiped a tear from the end of her nose, where it

had trickled down from her overflowing eyes, and, as

she hid the precious paper away in her bosom, munnured:
“Sure, ye air a thrue gintlemon, so ye air; an’ I niver
ixpictid so foine a prisint at all, at all. But if ye’re iver in
throuble an nade a frind, Kate Maloney’s the wan t’ sind fer,
an’ I’ll sarve ye wid me heart's blood, so I will.”

I thanked her and promised to let her know if at some

future time she could be of assistance, and bade her good-
night.

At last I was alone, and had time to think. Seating myself
in an easy-chair before the fire, and leaning my head back upon
its comfortable cushions, I let my mind wander backward in
a mental review of the many events that had occurred during .

the last few years of my life. It was just seven days ago, to
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whirled round the corners of the building, shaking the win-

dow sashes and swinging the signs. It seemed that an age

had passed since then, and that years instead of days had been

registered on the calendar of time. Then my thoughts went

back to the time when, a boy of fourteen years, I was left with

my mother—one of the dearest and best of parents—to travel

through life without the help and encouragement of a father:

he to whom a boy is expected to look as a model for his own

unformed character. Not having his advice and counsel, my

mother assumed the double relationship—that of companion

and friend as well as parent.

With true earnestness and sympathy she entered into the

plans for future greatness that the coming years of manhood

were expected to bring to me. It was her sweet face that

always came between me and the temptation to do wrong;

and, after I left her to undertake my course at college, her let-

ters, like white doves of purity, came to me every week filled

with loving encouragement. They served as talismans, bring-

ing me good luck in my examinations and helping to quicken

my intuition.

My mother was always true, and taught me that deception,

whether acted or spoken, was a lie; and that the harm result-

ing from one was as great as that resulting from the other.

She believed that truthfulness, charity, benevolence, brotherly

love, and unselfishness were the soul's jewels, which should be

treasured in all hearts and, by constant use, be kept shining

so brightly as to illuminate one's whole life. Gold, she said,

was a necessity only on the material plane, as a medium of

trade; at best it was perishable and transitory wealth, and

should never be compared in value with virtue.
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5o MIND.

whirled round the corners of the building, shaking the win~
dow sashes and swinging the signs. It seemed that an age
had passed since then, and that years instead of days had been
registered on the calendar of time. Then my thoughts went
back to the time when, a boy of fourteen years, I was left with
my mother—one of the dearest and best of parents——to travel
through life without the help and encouragement of a father:
he to whom a boy is expected to look as a model for his own

unforrned character. Not having his advice and counsel, my
mother assumed the double relationship—that of companion
and friend as well as parent.

With true earnestness and sympathy she entered into the
plans for future greatness that the coming years of manhood
were expected to bring to me. It was her sweet face that
always came between me and the temptation to do wrong;
and, after I left her to undertake my course at college, her let-
ters, like white doves of purity, came to me every week filled
with loving encouragement. They served as talismans, bring-
ing me good luck in my examinations and helping to quicken
my intuition.

My mother was always true, and taught me that deception,
whether acted or spoken, was a lie; and thattheharm result-
ing from one was as great as that resulting from the other.
She believed that truthfulness, charity, benevolence, brotherly
love, and unselfishness were the soul’s jewels, which should be
treasured in all hearts and, by constant use, be kept shining
so brightly as to illuminate one’s whole life. Gold, she said,
was a necessity only on the material plane, as a medium of
trade; at best it was perishable and transitory wealth, and
should never be compared in value with virtue.
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wrapped round her slender form, she half reclined upon a

couch and talked to me about my future.

"My boy," she said, "I have a presentiment that this is the

last day we shall be together in this world. I am not strong

and seem to tire with the least exertion. Before leaving you.

I hoped to see you established in your profession and doing

well; but I fear my hopes will not be realized, and there are

some matters that must not be neglected or postponed. You

know our means are not abundant. There will be, however,

quite enough to take you through college and start you in a

humble office in some small city where you must work your

way to whatever height you may attain. I do not deplore the

fact that you have not wealth, for many times it leads astray

those who, had they been obliged to work for a living, might

have kept in the path of virtue. It is no disgrace to toil; it is

the law of Nature. The birds, the bees, and even God himself

must work. Then why should man, the masterpiece of all

creation, think labor beneath his lofty greatness? The idea

that work is degrading is a great mistake; and one truth you

must bear in mind is, that all men are dependent on their fel-

lows for the necessities, comforts, and luxuries of life. The

man who counts his gold by the bagful is dependent upon the

man poorer than himself for his supply of food and fuel. He

cannot eat, drink, nor wear his gold, and if there were no one

in the world ready to exchange with him he would have to

suffer want, although still in possession of his gold. Many

attach great value to those glittering gems called diamonds;

but they are only the artificial representation of the real jewels,

virtue and honor. If you cannot afford but one kind, keep the

everlasting ones—and these the poorest man in all the world

may possess."

At that moment our interview was interrupted by callers,

and we had no further conversation that Hav At. iot#>r hmir
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wrapped round her slender form, she half reclined upon a

couch and talked to me about my future.
“My boy,” she said, “I have a presentiment that this is the

last day we shall be together in this world. I am not strong
and seem to tire with the least exertion. Before leaving you,
I hoped to see you established in your profession and doing
well; but I fear my hopes will not be realized, and there are

some matters that must not be neglected or postponed. You
know our means are not abundant. There will be, however,
quite enough to take you through college and start you in a

humble ofiice in some small city where you must work your
way to whatever height you may attain. I do not deplore the
fact that you have not wealth, for many times it leads astray
those who, had they been obliged to work for a living, might
have kept in the path of virtue. It is no disgrace to toil; it is
the law of Nature. The birds, the bees, and even God himself
must work. Then why should man, the masterpiece of all
creation, think labor beneath his lofty greatness? The idea
that work is degrading is a great mistake; and one truth you
must bear in mind is, that all men are dependent on their fel-
lows for the necessities, comforts, and luxuries of life. The
man who counts his gold by the bagful is dependent upon the
man poorer than himself for his supply of food and fuel. He
cannot eat, drink, nor wear his gold, and if there were no one

in the world ready to exchange with him he would have to
suffer want, although still in possession of his gold. Many
attach great value to those glittering gems called diamonds;
but they are only the artificial representation of the real jewels,
virtue and honor. If you cannot afford but one kind, keep the
everlasting ones—and these the poorest man in all the world

may possess.”
At that moment our interview was interrupted by callers,

Ef—}Q)\*.’QC%iIlEd no further conversation that riav Ar - later hm"-
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The long up-hill journey from the day I took the last look

at my mother's dead face as she lay in the casket had been filled

with poverty and struggle. There was no disgrace attached

to our name, nor had I ever done a thing I would blush to

have her know. Sometimes the goal seemed not worth the

effort made to attain it; then came the temptation to cease

striving and drift with the tide. Now, however, my shadows

had turned to sunshine and my poverty to plenty, and I was

happy. But the shadows in the room gave warning that the

fire was nearly burned out, and I decided to retire, hoping in

dreamland to meet my Mata, look again into her glorious

eyes, and listen to her sweet voice.

CHAPTER XI.

THE HON. JOHN BRUNT, ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

At an early hour on the following morning I was waited

upon by the Hon. John Brunt, attorney-at-law. This gentle-

man informed me that he represented Miss Arabella Smythe

and her mother, and had called to see me for the purpose of

trying to bring about some kind of an amicable understanding

between myself and the ladies mentioned.

"What do you mean, sir?" I asked, in astonishment.

The legal gentleman was a very pompous man and seemed

to realize that upon him rested a great and important duty.

Drawing his portly figure to its greatest height, and setting

his hat well back upon his head and a little to one side, he

hooked both thumbs into the armholes of his vest, set his left
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52 ‘MIND.

The long up-hill journey from the day I took the last look
at my mother’s dead face as she lay in thecasket had been filled
with poverty and struggle. There was no disgrace attached
to our name, nor had I ever done a thing I would blush to
have her know. Sometimes the goal seemed not worth the
effort made to attain it; then came the temptation to cease -

striving and drift with the tide. Now, however, my shadows
had turned to sunshine and my poverty to plenty, and I was

happy. But the shadows in the room gave warning that the
fire was nearly burned out, and I decided to retire, hoping in
dreamland to meet my Mata, look again into her glorious
eyes, and listen to her sweet voice.

CHAPTER XI.

rm-: HON. JOHN BRUNT, ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

At an early hour on the following morning I was waited
upon by the Hon. John Brunt, attorney-at-law. This gentle-
man informed me that he represented Miss Arabella Smythe
and her mother, and had called to see me for the purpose of
trying to bring about some kind of an amicable understanding
between myself and the ladies mentioned.

“What do you mean, sir?” I asked, in astonishment.
The legal gentleman was a very pompous man and seemed

to realize that upon him rested a great and important duty.
Drawing his portly figure to its greatest height, and setting
his hat well back upon his head and a little to one side, he
hooked both thumbs into the armholes of his vest, set his left
r--. r.€:';t)_._<8l.C«,_--_1_.| _-__:....-.I 1.2- -_--- -.._: 1__I_-_1 41----..
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riage with you—which you rashly and, I must say, impudently

ignored. Mrs. Smythe offered her daughter to you for a wife:

you have given her neither a favorable nor an unfavorable

reply. You ought to know that your conduct is very ungentle-

manly and betrays a lack of gratitude and politeness. The

ladies feel this humiliation very much; Miss Smythe is com-

pletely prostrated, and her mother is—well, very indignant, to

say the least."

I was dum founded, and believed the case was with-

out parallel on the American continent. When my wits re-

turned sufficiently to allow me to speak, I exclaimed: "How

could my conduct cause Miss Smythe prostration or her

mother annoyance?"

My legal visitor inclined his head till he could look over

the rims of his spectacles at me; he frowned so fiercely that

his eyebrows met together over his nose, and, bringing his left

foot down upon the floor with a slap that made the medicine

bottles in the cabinet dance, roared: "Young man, do you

realize that you are poor, without even a name to back you:

that these ladies you've insulted are the wealthy leaders of

society, to whom all the best people in town bow with the

greatest of respect? They are social queens!" And the man

let go his hold on an armhole long enough to make a sweeping

gesture indicating that his clients ruled the social world.

I did not reply, and while he waved his left hand high

above his head, he continued: "They're worth no end of

money—did you know that? Zounds! I think you are a

blooming fool to let such an opportunity slip through your

fingers. I wish it had been presented to me."

"You are quite- welcome to this great opportunity that
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Mata the Magician. 53

riage with you—which you rashly and, I must say. impudently
ignored. Mrs. Smytheoffered her daughter to you for a wife:
you have given her neither a favorable nor an unfavorable
reply. You ought to know thatyour conduct is very ungentle-
manly and betrays a lack of gratitude and politeness. The
ladies feel this humiliation very much; Miss Smythe is com-

pletely prostrated, and her mother is-—well, very indignant, to

say the least."
I was dumfounded, and believed the case was with-

out parallel on the American continent. When my wits re-

turned sufficiently to allow me to speak, I exclaimed: “How
‘could my conduct cause Miss Smythe prostration or her
mother annoyance?”

My legal visitor inclined his head till he could look over

the rims of his spectacles at me; he frowned so fiercely that
his eyebrows met together over his nose, and, bringing his left
foot down upon the floor with a slap that made the medicine
bottles in the cabinet dance, roared: “Young man, do you
realize that you are poor, without even a name to back you:
that these ladies you've insulted are the wealthy leaders of
society, to whom all the best people in town bow with the
greatest of respect? They are social queens!” And the man

let go his hold on an armhole long enough to make a sweeping
gesture indicating thathis clients ruled the social world.

I did not reply, and while he waved his left hand high
above his head, he continued: “They’re worth no end of
money—did you know that? Zounds! I think you- are a

blooming fool to let such an opportunity slip through your
fingers. I wish it had been presented to me.”

“You are quite‘ welcome to this great opportunity that
I 9 ((9
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oblige me by putting an end to this interview. My time is

valuable." And I began putting on my overcoat.

"Hold on!" exclaimed the gentleman. "Am I to under-

stand that you refuse to consider Mrs. Smythe's proposition

under any circumstances? Could you be induced to reconsider

your decision if a certain amount of money—say ten. or even

twenty thousand dollars—were to be placed to your credit at

the bank?"

Turning away in disgust, I remarked:

"Mr. Brunt, realizing that you are only saying what you

have been hired to say, I am restraining myself from kicking

you into the street. There is nothing either you or they can

offer that would induce me to reconsider my non-acceptance of

their proposal. I may be financially poor, but I am not ready

to sell myself for the Smythe gold. Just why Mrs. Smythe

should have taken the idea into her head to give her daughter

to me for a wife I cannot understand. The woman is almost

twice my age, and nothing has ever occurred between us that

should give her reason to think that I am interested in her in

any way. When the ladies have been ill I have attended them

as their physician. I have never paid Miss Smythe any atten-

tion other than that imposed by my professional duties; and

if she has been so foolish as to give her love away unasked

and unsought, then it is her own mistake, and she must take

the consequences—if there are any."

Again the old man looked over the tops of his spectacles,

opened his eyes to their widest extent, and, with astonishment

pictured all over his face, muttered: "Humph! Gritty little

cub." Then in a tone of impatience he loftily replied: "Very

well. I must see my clients before offering you anything

more."

"You need not trouble yourself," I said; "my answer is
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54 MIND.

oblige me by putting an end to this interview. My time is
valuable.” And I began putting on my overcoat.

“Hold on!” exclaimed the gentleman. “Am I to under-
stand that you refuse to consider Mrs. Smythe’s proposition
under any circumstances? Could you be induced to reconsider
your decision if a certain amount of money—say ten, or even

twenty thousand dollars—were to be placed to your credit at
the bank?”

Turning away in disgust, I remarked:
“Mr. Brunt, realizing that you are only saying what you

have been hired to say, I am restraining myself from kicking
you into the street. There is nothing either you or they can

offer that would induce me to reconsider my non-acceptance of
their proposal. I may be financiallypoor, but I am not ready
to sell myself for the Smythe gold. Just why Mrs. Smythe
should have taken the idea into her head to give her daughter
to me for a wife I cannot understand. The woman is almost
twice my age, and nothing has ever occurred between us that
should give her reason to think that I am interested in her in

any way. When the ladies have been ill I have attended them
as their physician. I have never paid Miss Smytheany atten-
tion other than that imposed by my professional duties; and
if she has been so foolish as to give her love away unasked
and unsought, then it is her own mistake, and she must take
the consequences-—if there are any.”

Again the old man looked over the tops of his spectacles,
opened his eyes to their widest extent, and, with astonishment
pictured all over his face, muttered: “Humph! Gritty little
cub.” Then in a tone of impatience he loftilyreplied: “Very
well. I must see my clients before offering you anything
more.”

“You need not trouble yourself,” I said; “my answer is
F Co 31¢
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perturbed, I started on my daily rounds of calls among my

patients. The same afternoon I took a satchel filled with bags

of coin and started for the First National Bank. The receiv-

ing teller knew me very well, but, believing me of no financial

value and therefore of no consequence, he bowed coldly when

I appeared at his window. From the sphinx-like expression

on his face, I inferred that he believed me about to ask for the

accommodation of a loan, and was ready to refuse; but when

I informed him that I would deposit ten thousand dollars in

gold with him that day, he looked incredulous, and when I

lifted out the bags of money and laid them on the desk he

actually gasped. Taking a seat and picking up the morning

paper, I pretended to be interested in the perusal of its columns,

while my gold was being counted. When my book was ready

I looked it over, slipped it carelessly into my pocket as if this

were an every-day affair, took my empty satchel, bowed as

coldly to the teller as he had bowed to me. and left him be-

traying strong symptoms of approaching paralysis.

Returning to my office, I refilled my satchel and made my

way to the Second National Bank. The same ceremony, with

very little variation, was repeated until I had called at the

different banks and had deposited the whole fifty thousand dol-

lars. Next I hired a drawer in a vault and placed the jewels

and papers in it, and when everything had been disposed of

according to the directions of the old mystic I felt relieved

of a great burden.

It had not occurred to me that the tellers of the banks would

tell of my deposits; but when several gentlemen at the hotel

who had previously refused to recognize me came forward that

evening with smiles, greeting me with great cordiality, I con-
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Mata the Magician. 55

perturbed, I started on my daily rounds of calls among my
patients. The same afternoon I took a satchel filled with bags
of coin and started for the First National Bank. The receiv-
ing teller knew me very well. but, believingme of no financial
value and therefore of no consequence, he bowed coldly when
I appeared at his window. From the sphinx-like expression
on his face, I inferred that he believed me about to ask for the
accommodation of a loan, and was ready to refuse; but when
I informed him that I would deposit ten thousand dollars in
gold with him that day, he looked incredulous, and when I
lifted out the bags of money and laid them on the desk he
actually gasped. Taking a seat and picking up the morning
paper, I pretended to be interested in the perusal of its columns,
while my gold was being counted. When my book was ready
I looked it over. slipped it carelessly into my pocket as if this
were an every-day affair, took my empty satchel. bowed as

coldly to the teller as he had bowed to me, and left him be-
traying strong symptoms of approaching paralysis.

Returning to my office, I refilled my satchel and made my
way to the Second National Bank. The same ceremony, with
very little variation, was repeated until I had called at the
different banks and had deposited the whole fifty thousand dol-
lars. Next I hired a drawer in a vault and placed the jewels
and papers in it, and when everything had been disposed of
according to the directions of the old mystic I felt relieved
of a great burden.

It had not occurred to me that the tellers of the bankswould
tell of my deposits; but when several gentlemen at the hotel
who had previously refused to recognize me came forward that
evening with smiles, greeting me with great cordiality, I con-
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very pale and looked so miserable that I instantly revoked my

threat to chastise him for leaving Mata alone that day, and

asked what was troubling him. He said a runaway horse had

knocked him down the morning after I left. He was carried

home insensible, and since I was not to be found another doc-

tor had been called; and this was the first time he had been

out since the accident. He wanted to come back to work, and

I gave him his old position again.

CHAPTER XII.

THE SMYTHES' LAST APPEAL.

The next morning the Hon. John Brunt appeared at my

office at an early hour. His manner at this second visit did not

seem quite so pompous. I offered him a seat, which this time

he took, and, taking off his hat, wiped his bald head nervously

with his handkerchief. While I waited for him to speak he

cleared his throat, fumbled in his pocket for something he did

not find, looked into his hat, adjusted his spectacles on the

end of his nose, and then looked over them at me with so

owlish a stare that I leaned back in my chair and laughed

long and loudly. My visitor became indignant, and with a

very red face inquired what I was laughing at.

"At you," I replied.

"At me!" he exclaimed. "And what is there about me to

laugh at? You don't seem to realize that this is a serious

matter—one that should not be treated with levity."

The old man's aoDearance was so irresistibly funnv that I
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56 MIND.

very pale and looked so miserable that I instantly revoked my
threat to chastise him for leaving Mata alone that day, and
asked what was troubling him. He said a runaway horse had
knocked him down the morning after I left. He was carried
home insensible, and since I was not to be found another doc-
tor had been called; and this was the first time he had been
out since the accident. He wanted to come back to work, and
I gave him his old position again.

CHAPTER XII.

TH_E SMYTHES’ LAST APPEAL.

The next morning the Hon. John Brunt appeared at my
office at an early hour. His manner at this second visit did not

seem quite so pompous. I offered him a seat, which this time
he took, and, taking ofi his hat, wiped his bald head nervously
with his handkerchief. While I waited for him to speak he
cleared his throat, fumbled in his pocket for somethinghe did
not find, looked into his hat, adjusted his spectacles on the
end of his nose, and then looked over them at me with so

owlish a stare that I leaned back in my chair and laughed
long and loudly. My visitor became indignant, and with a

very red face inquired what I was laughing at.
“At you,” I replied.
“At me!” he exclaimed. "And what is there about me to

laugh at? You don't seem to realize that this is a serious
matter—-one that should not be treated with levity.”

The old man's appearance was so irresistiblv funnv that I
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"You had better be about it, then." I said, "because in

twenty minutes I have an engagement."

Mr. Brunt cleared his throat again. "Young man," he

«ud, "I have come to say that my clients would like to see you

at their residence this afternoon for the purpose of having

•ome conversation regarding this matter."

"You may tell your clients that I have no time to spare

and beg to be excused."

"Am I to understand that you refuse to see my clients

anywhere?"

"Certainly, sir."

The old man fidgeted in his seat; he crossed his right leg

over his left, uncrossed them, and crossed the left one over the

right.

"But I have been authorized by my clients to make some

kind of an arrangement with you regarding this matter. The

ladies have set their hearts upon this marriage; they are very

kind and generous—yes, they are generous to a fault. I don't

think I ever met such charming women as those two clients

of mine."

The old man seemed quite overcome by the loveliness of

character displayed by the Smythes. I smiled broadly, but

refrained from disturbing his meditations by another laugh.

"We will not discuss the characters of the ladies, if you

please, but will assume that they are above criticism and come

to the point at once, because I really must go."

"Yes, yes; that's more like it. Now you begin to talk

reasonable—reasonable, sir. Ah, let me see; where was I?"

"You were about to say that Mrs. Smythe and her daugh-

ter had authorized you to make an arrangement of some

kind"

"Oh, yes, yes; I was about to say," interrupted my vis-

itor—"well, as I was about to sav. Miss Smythe is greatly
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Mata the Magician. 5 7

“You had better be about it, then," I said. “because in

twenty minutes I have an engagement.”
Mr. Brunt cleared his throat again. “Young man," he

laid, “I have come to say that my clients would like to see you
at their residence this afternoon for the purpose of having
tome conversation regarding this matter.”

“You may tell your clients that I have no time to spare
and beg to be excused.”

“Am I to understand that you refuse to see my clients
anywhere?”

“Certainly, sir.”
The old man fidgeted in his seat; he crossed his right leg

over his left, uncrossed them, and crossed the left one over the
right.

“But I have been authorizedby my clients to make some

kind of an arrangement with you regarding this matter. The
ladies have set their hearts upon this marriage; they are very
kind and generous—yes, they are generous to a fault. I don't
think I ever met such charming women as those two clients
of mine.”

The old man seemed quite overcome by the loveliness of
character displayed by the Smythes. I smiled broadly, but
refrained from disturbing his meditations by another laugh.

“We will not discuss the characters of the ladies, if you
please, but will assume that they are above criticism and come

to the point at once, because I really must go.”
“Yes, yes; that's more like it. Now you begin to talk

reasonable~—reasonab1e, sir. Ah, let me see; where was I?”
“You were about to say that Mrs. Smytheand her daugh-

ter had authorizedyou to make an arrangement of some

kind "

“Oh, yes, yes; I was about to say,’ interrupted my vis-

itcE—C‘)‘\-rglcas I was about to say. Miss Smvthe is greatly
7
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treated her; and she is still quite willing to place her whole

fortune at your disposal—which is a great deal for her to do,

since she is immensely wealthy—if you will only consent to

marry her. She is so charming that you cannot help loving

her when once you get accustomed to her—and the trifle of

difference in your ages does not matter; you will never think

of it, after you get used to it."

The laugh that was choking me would not be repressed

another moment, and I almost roared. The man sprang to

his feet and in his excitement knocked off his spectacles, and

before they could be recovered he had ground them into pow-

der under one of his number-eleven shoes.

"I wish you would stop laughing. It is, to say the least,

very undignified!" he declared, vehemently.

"Then don't tell such funny stories," said I.

"I tell funny stories! Why, I never told a funny story in

my life!" he exclaimed. "I was never given to such hilarious-

ness; I take a more serious view of life."

Springing to his assistance I brought from under the

couch, where it had rolled, his shining tile, and as I handed up

the dented headpiece he glared at me and remarked that he

should not soon forget the indignities he had been subjected to

that morning. Then carefully placing the remains of his

smashed spectacles in their case, and tipping his hat jauntily

on one side of his head, he gave himself a little shake as if to

adjust his rumpled garments, and asked:

"Well, what shall I say to my clients?"

"You may tell Mrs. Smythe that when she sent out a detec-

tive to look into mv nrivate affairs there was one thin? he did
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58 MIND.

treated her; and she is still quite willing to place her whole
fortune at your disposal—which is a great deal for her to do,
since she is immensely wea1thy—if you will only consent to

marry her. She is so charming that you cannot help loving
her when once you get accustomed to her—and the trifle of
difference in your ages does not matter; you will never think
of it, after you get used to it.”

_

The laugh that was choking me would not be repressed
another moment, and I almost roared. The man sprang to
his feet and in his excitement knocked off his spectacles, and
before they could be recovered he had ground them into pow-
der under one of his number-eleven shoes.

“I wish you would stop laughing. It is, to say the least,
very undignified!” he declared, vehemently.

“Then don’t tell such funny stories,” said I.
“I tell funny stories! Why, I never told a funny story in

my life !” he exclaimed. “I was never given to such hilarious-
ness; I take a more serious view of life.”

Springing to his assistance I brought from under the
couch, where it had rolled, his shining tile, and as I handed up
the dented headpiece he glared at me and remarked that he
should not soon forget the indignities he had been subjected to

that morning. Then carefully placing the remains of his
smashed spectacles in their case, and tipping his hat jauntily
on one side of his head, he gave himself a little shake as if to

adjust his rumpled garments, and asked:
“Well, what shall I say to my clients?”
“You may tell Mrs. Smythethat when she sent out a detec-

five tn lnnk intn mv nrivate affairs there was one thing’ he did

Co glut



G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

PAGE NOT
AVAILABLE



EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

VOLUME EIGHT.

MIND is now three and a half years old. Its eighth volume

begins with this issue. Though still in the early stage

of its career, the magazine has made a pronounced impression,

commendatory of metaphysical teachings, in intellectual circles

that are quite distinct from any branch of the New Thought

movement. It is read with avidity in economic societies and social

clubs, in political and moral reform organizations, in liberal

Christian associations, and by individuals interested in the rescue

of science from the pitfalls of materialism. Its mission is to

introduce the leaven of spiritual truth into channels that have

become stagnant with theological decay, and it is by virtue alone

of its breadth of policy and evident sincerity that it has gained

access to these educational centers.

The profounder students of the New Thought, who recog-

nize the unity of all truth, predict the eventual rally of every

body of reformers to the metaphysical standard; indeed, they

hold that progress is impossible without recognition of the spirit-

ual element in all forms of advancement. This coalition of the

lovers of their race, when consummated, will present one prac-

ticable instance of that cooperation which is the law of mutual

success. By reason of the assured permanency of its position as
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

VOLUME EIGHT.

IND is now three and a half years old. Its eighth volume

begins with this issue. Though still in the early stage
of its career, the magazine has made a -pronounced impression.
commendatory of metaphysical teachings, in intellectual circles
that are quite distinct from any branch of the New Thought
movement. It is read with avidity in economic societies and social

clubs, in political and moral reform organizations, in liberal
Christian associations, and by individuals interested in the rescue

of science from the pitfalls of materialism. Its mission is to

introduce the leaven of spiritual truth into channels that have
become stagnant with theological decay, and it is by virtue alone
of its breadth of policy and evident sincerity that it has gained
access to these educational centers.

The profounder students of the New Thought, who recog-
nize the unity of all truth, predict the eventual rally of every
body of reformers _to the metaphysical standard; indeed, they
hold that progress is impossible without recognition of the spirit-
ual element in all forms of advancement. This coalition of the
lovers of their race, when consummated, will present one prac-
ticable instance of that cooperation which is the law of mutual
success. By reason of the assured permanency of its position as
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Serial Articles.—Our eighth volume opens auspiciously

with the first of a new series of essays from the brilliant pen of

the Rev. R. Heber Newton, D.D., on "The Training of Thought

as a Life Force." Dr. Newton's previous contributions to Mind

attracted world-wide attention, being copied and discussed edi-

torially by secular newspapers in various parts of the world, and

his present articles on the above subject will be found even more

instructive and helpful. Our readers will be glad to learn also

that Editor Patterson's essay on "Mental Influences," which ap-

pears in this issue, is likewise the initial paper of a series on topics

relating to Advanced Thought by the same writer. These con-

tributions to the Essay department will cover the whole range

of spiritual science, touching incidentally upon subjects of timely

and popular interest viewed from the metaphysical standpoint.

* * *

Bound Volumes.—It is not our custom to obtrude the com-

mercial side of our enterprise—for it has necessarily a financial

aspect—upon the attention of the readers of Mind through our

literary pages. But there is one feature of The Alliance Pub-

lishing Company's business that should interest all friends of

the magazine, and that is the preparation of the publication for

reference and library use. As time passes, back numbers of Mind

become scarce and of increased value—some of the issues are

already out of print save in cloth-bound form, for which pur-

pose a few hundred extra copies of each edition are printed.

The present demand for the seven bound volumes now ready

for delivery will soon exhaust the supply, and all who wish to

procure complete sets should purchase them without delay. The

orice for a single volume is SJt.so. but the entire nrimh^r thus
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Editorial Department. 6:

SERIAL AR'rIcLEs.—Our eighth volume opens auspiciously
with the first of a new series of essays from the brilliant pen of
the Rev. R. Heber Newton, D.D., on “The Training of Thought
as a Life Force.” Dr. Newton’s previous contributions to MIND
attracted world-wide attention, being copied and discussed edi-

torially by secular newspapers in various parts of the world, and
his present articles on the above subject will be found even more

instructive and helpful. Our readers will be glad to learn also
that Editor Patterson's essay on “Mental Influences,” which ap-
pears in this issue, is likewise the initial paper of a series on topics
relating to Advanced Thought by the same writer. These con-

tributions to the Essay department will cover the whole range
of spiritual science, touching incidentally upon subjects of timely
and popular interest viewed from the metaphysical standpoint.

¥ * it

BOUND VoLUM1=.'s.—It is not our custom to obtrude the com-

mercial side of our enterprise-—for it has necessarily a financial

aspect—upon the attention of the readers of MIND through our

literary pages. But there is one feature of The Alliance Pub-

lishing Company's business that should interest all friends of
the magazine, and that is the preparation of the publication for
reference and library use. As time passes, back numbers of MIND
become scarce and of increased value—some of the issues are

already out of print save in cloth-bound form, for which pur-

pose a few hundred extra copies of each edition are printed.
The present demand for the seven bound volumes now ready
for delivery will soon exhaust the supply, and all who wish to

procure complete sets should purchase them without delay. The
price for a single volume is $I.<o. but the entire number thus
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A MONUMENT TO THE MEMORY OF ATLANTIS.

NOTABLE discovery of more than ordinary interest for

historians, especially those who have a leaning toward

antiquities, has lately been made by the well-known archaeologist,

Augustus Le Plongeon. This discovery should particularly at-

tract the attention of Americans, since it enables them to lay claim

to one of the most important monuments of ancient times. The

edifice in question is the Pyramid of Xochicalco, standing 5,395

feet above the level of the sea, and situated to the south-south-

west of Cuernavaca, sixty miles from the city of Mexico. For

more than a century the pyramid has been occasionally visited

by distinguished travelers, including the learned Humboldt; but

none succeeded in discovering the purpose for which the monu-

ment had been erected, nor in deciphering the mysterious in-

scriptions on its sides.

As far back as 1886, Dr. Le Plongeon published his alpha-

betic key to the Maya hieroglyphs, comparing this with the an-

cient Egyptian hieratic alphabet. He has now found that the

signs on the Pyramid of Xochicalco are both Maya and Egyptian;

and a careful study of these decorative inscriptions has made it

plain to him that the pyramid was a monumental structure erected

to commemorate the submergence and destruction of the great

Land of Mu (Plato's Atlantis), together with its population of

64,000,000 human beings, about 11,500 years ago.

Dr. Le Plongeon, in his remarkable work, "Queen Moo and

the Egyptian Sphinx," gives four Maya accounts of the same
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62 MIND.

A MONUMENT TO THE MEMORY OF ATLANTIS.

NOTABLE discovery of more than ordinary interest for
historians, especially those who have a leaning toward

antiquities, has lately been made by the well-known archaeologist.
Augustus Le Plongeon. This discovery should particularly at-

tract the attention of Americans, since it enables them to lay claim
to one of the most important monuments of ancient times. The
edifice in question is the Pyramid of Xochicalco, standing 5,395
feet above the level of the sea, and situated to the s0uth-s0uth-
west of Cuernavaca, sixty miles from the city of Mexico. For
more than a century the pyramid has been occasionally visited

by distinguished travelers, including the learned Humboldt; but
none succeeded in discovering the purpose for which the monu-

ment had been erected, nor in deciphering the mysterious in-

scriptions on its sides.
As far back as 1886, Dr. Le Plongeon published his alpha-

betic lcey to the Maya hieroglyphs, comparing this with the an-

cient Egyptian hieratic alphabet. He has now found that the

signs on the Pyramid of Xochicalco are both Maya and Egyptian;
and a careful study of these decorative inscriptions has made it

plain to him that the pyramid was a monumental structure erected
to commemorate the submergence and destruction of the great
Land of Mu (Plato's Atlantis), together with its population of

64,000,000 human beings, about 11,500 years ago.
Dr. Le Plongeon, in his remarkable work, “Queen M00 and

the Egyptian Sphinx,” gives four Maya accounts of the same
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This discovery may go far toward solving the mystery of the

origin of the Egyptian and the Maya races, as well as other

mooted questions, historical and geological. J. E. M.

THE BEAUTIFUL AND THE USEFUL.

I do not agree with Goethe that we should encourage

the beautiful because the useful encourages itself. Beauty has

inherent attractions, as is proved by the very term, which im-

plies "to be admired." But the useful is often a very hard sub-

ject, to be sought with toil and tears. A boy grubs his way

through the tangled forest of philology and grammar. You mav

direct his attention to a lofty spire that glitters a long way off,

and assure him if he perseveres he will cut his way through this

very hot and dry tropical jungle. But he may faint.by the way-

side, or even desert before he reaches the goal of his labors.

We must make the useful easy and attractive. We must

conceal from the youthful mind the labor required, and so dis-

tribute that labor along the line of learning that the highest alti-

tude is to be attained by the easiest grades. (It is thus that

the Pacific Railroad attains the Sierra Madre summit, and the

surprised passenger looks down on the land below without being

sensible of the force that has been applied to attain it.) Interest

his mind in the elements of learning, and mix this labor with

that recreation which his tender years require. A badly warmed,

ventilated, or lighted schoolroom; school furniture uncomfort-

able or unsuitable; an incomprehensible book of grammar, in

which the small pupil is assumed to comprehend all that the wise

author has taken a lifetime to acquire; long hours and savage

severity in the teacher—these tend greatly to discourage the

youthful mind from pursuing the useful, and incline it to suspect

that thp lipatitifnl mnct lip nut rvf Hnnrs: wVi»« the hirds sinET and
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Editorial Department. 63

This discovery may go far toward solving the mystery of the

origin of the Egyptian and the Maya races, as well as other
mooted questions, historical and geological. J. E. M.

 

THE BEAUTIFUL AND THE USEFUL.

I do not agree with Goethe that we should encourage
the beautiful because the useful encourages itself. Beauty has
inherent attractions, as is proved by the very term, which im-
plies “to be admired.” But the useful is often a very hard sub-
ject, to be sought with toil and tears. A boy grubs his way
through the tangled forest of philology and grammar. You mav

direct his attention to a lofty spire that glitters a long way off,
and assure him if he perseveres he will cut his way through this
very hot and dry tropical jungle. But he may faint. by the way-
side, or even desert before he reaches the goal of his labors.

We must make the useful easy and attractive. We must

conceal from the youthful mind the labor required, and so dis-
tribute that labor along the line of learning that the highest alti-
tude is to be attained by the easiest grades. (It is thus that
the Pacific Railroad attains the Sierra Madre summit, and the
surprised passenger looks down on the land below without being
sensible of the force that has been applied to attain it.) Interest
his mind in the elements of learning, and mix this labor with
that recreation which his tender years require. A badly warmed.
ventilated, or lighted schoolroom; school furniture uncomfort-
able or unsuitable; an incomprehensible book of grammar, in
which the small pupil is assumed to comprehend all that the wise
author has taken a lifetime to acquire; long hours and savage
severity in the teacher—these tend greatly to discourage the
youthful mind from pursuing the useful, and incline it to suspect
that H19 lvssmtifnl mnc+ he nut nf rinnrs: wl-um the birds sing‘ and
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NEW CENTURY IDEALS.

To weigh the material in the scales of the personal, and

measure life by the standard of love; to prize health as contagious

happiness, wealth as potential service, reputation as latent influ-

ence, learning for the light it can shed, power for the help it can

give, station for the good it can do; to choose in each case

what is best on the whole, and accept cheerfully incidental evils

involved; to put my whole self into all that I do, and indulge

no single desire at the expense of myself as a whole; to crowd

out fear by devotion to duty, and see present and future as one;

to treat others as I would be treated, and myself as I would

my best friend; to lend no oil to the foolish, but let my light

shine freely for all; to make no gain by another's loss, and buy

no pleasure with another's pain; to harbor no thought of an-

other which I would be unwilling that other should know; to

say nothing unkind to amuse myself, and nothing false to please

others; to take no pride in weaker men's failings, and bear no

malice toward those who do wrong; to pity the selfish no less

than the poor, the proud as much as the outcast, and the cruel

even more than the oppressed; to worship God in all that is

good and true and beautiful; to serve Christ wherever a sad

heart can be made happy or a wrong will set right; and to recog-

nize God's coming kingdom in every institution and person that

helps men to love one another.—William De Witt Hyde, in the

January Outlook.

Dr. Cauldwell says that everybody has consumption, which

is a somewhat more radical statement than Dr. Hamilton's that

every Christian Scientist is insane. When a doctor sets out to
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64 MIND.

NEW CENTURY
i

IDEALS.

To weigh the material in the scales of the personal, and
measure life by the standard of love; to prize health as contagious
happiness, wealth as potential service, reputation as latent influ-
ence, leaming for the light it can shed, power for the help it can

give, station for the good it can do; to choose in each case

what is best on the whole, and accept cheerfully incidental evils
involved; to put my whole self into all that I do, and indulge
no single desire at the expense of myself as a whole; to crowd
out fear by devotion to duty, and see present and future as one;
to treat others as I would be treated, and myself as I would
my best friend: to lend no oil to the foolish, but let my light
shine freely for all; to make no gain by another’s loss, and buy
no pleasure with another’s pain; to harbor no thought of am

other which I would be unwilling that other should know; to

say nothingunkind to amuse myself, and nothing false to please
others; to take no pride in weaker men’s failings, and bear no

malice toward those who do wrong; to pity the selfish no less
than the poor, the proud as much as the outcast, and the cruel
even more than the oppressed; to worship God in all that is
good and true and beautiful; to serve Christ wherever a sad
heart can be made happy or a wrong will set right; and to recog-
nize God’s coming kingdom in every institution and person that
helps men to love one another.—WilliamDe Witf Hyde, in the
January Outlook.

 

DR. CAULDWELL says that everybody has consumption, which
is a somewhat more radical statement than Dr. Hamilton's that
every Christian Scientist is insane. When a doctor sets out to
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

Florence Peltier Perry and the Rev. Helen Van-Anderson.

FOR THE PARENTS.

Answers to Correspondents.

.Mrs. T.—Do not feel discouraged at what you call the

"lack of order" in your restless little girl. You say she seems

exceedingly fond of beautiful things, yet will take no care of

anything, even of expensive clothing or toys. Perhaps you

have not been discriminate in the choice or quantity of her

possessions. Too great an abundance fatigues rather than

stimulates the mind. A child cannot at once grasp the rela-

tion between many parts and the perfect u'hole; hence, a few

things well chosen and harmoniously related will often teach

order and appreciation of beauty a hundredfold better than the

most elaborate "preachment" on the vice of carelessness.

There is much to be taught by environment; and a child

surrounded by objects that suggest the ideal will often become

intuitively cultured in all that tends to real art, whether the

Fine Arts—music, literature, painting, etc.—or the simplest

and finest of all: the art of true living:. .
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

FLORENCE PI-ZLTIER PERRY AND rm-: R1-:v. HELEN VAN—ANDI-ZRSON.

FOR THE PARENTS.

:\NSWERS T0 CORRESl‘()Nl)EN'l‘S.

Mrs. T.—Do not feel discouraged at what you call the
‘‘lack of order” in your restless little girl. You say she seems

exceedingly fond of beautiful things, yet will take no care of

anything, even'of expensive clothing or toys. Perhaps you
have not been discriminate in the choice or quantity of her

possessions. Too great an abundance fatigues rather than
stimulates the mind. A child cannot at once grasp the rela-
tion between many parts and the perfect whole; hence, a few

things well chosen and harmoniously related will often teach
order and appreciation of beautya hundredfold better than the

most elaborate “preachment”on the vice of carelessness.
There is much to be taught by environment; and a child

surrounded by objects that suggest the ideal will often become

intuitively cultured in all that tends to real art, whether the

Fine Arts—music, literature, painting, etc.—or the simplest
and finest of all: the art of true living. .
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that begins to stir and thrill toward outer form when the child

draws pictures on the parlor wall, or in the spacious margins

of books. But too often thoughtless mothers have scolded

and shaken the little would-be artist into rebellious tears and

outraged feelings, which, more than anything else, break that

tie of sympathy and fellowship which should bind, through

all the years to come, the child to the mother heart. And thus

what to the child is the delight of original creation is to the

mother simply the exhibition of tantalizing destructiveness.

This misunderstanding results, naturally, in the child turning

from the subjective or soul side of his being to the objective

or sense side. His dream is ended, his work destroyed, and

he an outlaw. Think of this, in all its far-reaching sugges-

tiveness.

When the child knows that order must be preserved be-

cause that is the only way to keep the beauty of the home,

and at the same time is encouraged to give expression to his

own thoughts of the beautiful, he is as eager to take his part in

making and keeping visible harmony as any one else. When

the environment and home atmosphere are ideal, even the rest-

less children will unconsciously yield to the subtle influence

and gradually become orderly and artistic. Make all voice-

less things speak of beauty, of order, of rest, of purity, of

truth. You will notice the evolution of the moral sense, also,

through these means. As surely as "cleanliness is next to

godliness," so is beauty next to truth.

* * *

About your four-year-old boy, Mrs. C.: Under no cir-

cumstances allow him to argue with you. It makes no dif-
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66 MIND.

that begins to stir and thrilltoward outer form when the child
draws pictures on the parlor wall, orgin the spacious margins
of books. But too often thoughtless mothers have scolded
and shaken the little would-be artist into rebellious tears and

outraged feelings, which, more than anything else, break that
tie of sympathy and fellowship which should bind, through
all the years to come, the child to the mother heart. And thus
what to the child is the delight of original creation is to the
mother simply the exhibition of tantalizing destructiveness.
This misunderstanding results, naturally, in the child turning
from the subjective or soul side of his being to the objective
or sense side. His dream is ended, his work destroyed, and
he an outlaw. Think of this, in all its far-reaching sugges-
tiveness.

When the child knows that order must be preserved be-

cause that is the only way to keep the beauty of the home,
and at the same time is encouraged to give expression to his

own thoughtsof the beautiful,he is as eager to take his part in

making and keeping visible harmony as any one else. When
the environment and home atmosphere are ideal, even the rest-

less children will unconsciously yield to the subtleinfluence
and gradually become orderly and artistic. Make all voice-
less things speak of beauty, of order, of rest, of purity, of
truth. You will notice the evolution of the moral sense, also,
through these means. As surely as “cleanliness is next to

godliness,” so is beauty next to truth.

it # 1|‘

About your four-year-old boy, ;\lrs. C.: Under no cir-

cumstanges allow him to argue with you. It makes no dif-
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have decreed. This is a point that cannot be too strongly

emphasized. In the first years of a child's life the parent

stands as the embodiment of Law as well as Love. Law is

inexorable. Its decrees are absolute. An infringement brings

sure penalty. Without law there would be no order in the

universe, no harmony in the home—no symmetry anywhere.

If you, as the voice of Law, issue an edict, see that it is obeyed.

You have a reason for its utterance, or you would be silent.

You are the supreme authority. Let no entreaty, persuasion,

or argument tempt you to be moved, else, alas! you are no

longer Law. This is the beginning of chaos in your domain,

and, saddest of all, the perversion of your boy's respect. Do

not be harsh; be simply firm and patient. If you begin on

these principles, you will lead your child easily into the way

of humility, obedience, reverence, and love. Without these

virtues in his disposition, he is, or sooner or later may be-

come, that often-seen and much-to-be-pitied object in the

chaotic home—a "spoiled child"; and this means often a

spoiled man or woman. It means lack of self-control; it

means a want of reverence for the "powers that be." Since

Nature is seeking through every means in her power to teach

the lesson that Law only brings order out of chaos, why should

parents not work according to her example?

Speaking of governing children, Susan Blow, in her book,

says most admirably: "Are you clearly conscious that the

method of force means to its victims a life oscillating between

slavery and anarchy, while the method of explanation fosters

irreverence and conceit, and is practically an appeal to the in-
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The Family Circle. 67

have decreed. This is a point that cannot be too strongly
emphasized. In the first years of a child's life the parent
stands as the embodiment of Law as well as Love. Law is
inexorable. Its decrees are absolute. An infringement brings
sure penalty. Without law there would be no order in the

universe, no harmony in the home—no symmetry anywhere.
If you, as the voice of Law, issue an edict, see that it is obeyed.
You have a reason for its utterance, or you would be silent.
You are the supreme authority. Let no entreaty, persuasion.
or argument tempt you to be moved, else, alas! you are no

longer Law. This is the beginningof chaos in your domain,
and, saddest of all, the perversion of your boy's respect. Do
not be harsh; be simply firm and patient. If you begin on

these principles, you will lead your child easily into the way
of humility, obedience, reverence, and love. Without these
virtues in his disposition, he is, or sooner or later may be-

come, that often-seen and much-to-be-pitied object in the

chaotic home—a “spoiled child”; and this means often a

spoiled man or woman. It means lack of self-control; it

means a want of reverence for the “powers that “be.” Since
Nature is seeking through every means in her power to teach
the lesson that Law only brin-gs order out of chaos, why should

parents not work according to her example?
.

Speaking of governing children, Susan Blow, in her book.

says most admirably: “Are you clearly conscious that the

method of force means to its victims a life oscillatingbetween

slavery and anarchy, while the method of explanation fosters
irreverence and conceit, and is practically an appeal to the in-
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"Can a mother help her children through her silent mental

attitude toward them?"

Certainly; and that is one of the grandest uses to which

metaphysical science can be put. When the children are small,

their mother can keep them well, happy, and harmonious with

others—can do much through her silent thought to uplift and

develop the higher nature and quicken the moral and spiritual

activities that make character. When they have grown older

and taken their places in the wide world outside, she can fol-

low them with her loving thought and weave a magic mantle

of protection for their unconscious wearing. A mother of

our acquaintance, whose son had enlisted as an American

soldier in far-off Manila, declared that he would be protected

through everything because she was "thinking truth" about

liim. Many were his escapes, his thrilling and dangerous ex-

periences; but he came home safe and sound, with nothing

more than his hat shattered and a bullet-hole in his sleeve.

Did her thought do it? We believe so. But in all this think-

ing for others, even one nearest and dearest, we must not

encroach on their individuality. In spiritual things we may

not dictate. In material things we may only suggest.

It is important to know that thought given at night is

more likely to be received quickly. So the devoted mother

can breathe forth in her thought upon the child, near or far,

to educate, comfort, and bless.

* * *

"The functions of the home, the church, and the school

must be to develop through self-activity the highest selfhood

of this child created in the image of God. The child's indi-
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68 MIND.

“Can a mother help her children through her silent mental
attitude toward them?”

Certainly; and that is one of the grandest uses to which

metaphysicalscience can be put. When the children are small,
their mother can keep them well, happy, and harmonious with
others-——can do much through her silent thought to uplift and

develop the higher nature and quicken the moral and spiritual
activities that make character. When they have grown older
and taken their places in the wide world outside, she can fol-
low them with her loving thought and weave a magic mantle
of protection for their unconscious. wearing. A mother of
our acquaintance, whose son had enlisted as an American
soldier in far-off Manila, declared that he would be protected
through everything because she was “thinking truth" about

him. Many were his escapes, his thrillingand dangerous ex-

periences; but he came home safe and sound, with nothing
more than his hat shattered and a bullet-hole in his sleeve.
Did her thought do it? We believe so. But in all this think-

ing for others. even one nearest and dearest, we must not

encroach on their individuality. In spiritual things we may
not dictate. In material things we may only suggest.

It is important to know that thought given at night is

more likely to be received quickly. So the devoted mother
can breathe forth in her thought upon the child, near or far,
to educate, comfort, and bless.

as an as

“The functions of the home, the church, and the school
must be to develop through self—activity the highest selfhood
of this child created in the image of God. The child's indi-
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FOR THE CHILDREN.

"Robins call robins in tops of trees;

Doves follow doves, with scarlet feet;

Frolicking babies, sweeter than these.

Crowd green corners where highways meet.

"Violets stir and arbutus wakes,

Claytonia's rosy bells unfold;

Dandelion through the meadow makes

A royal road with seals of gold."

—Helen Hunt Jackson.

LOUISE AND HER FRIENDS.

It is quite a long time since I had the pleasure of telling a

story to the boys and girls who read Mind. This is a story

about a little girl whose name is Louise.

When Louise was very young she would go out in the field,

lie on her back and look up to the beautiful sky and the fleecy

clouds and think how beautiful they were, and would say:

"Dear, beautiful clouds and sky, I am one with you. I am a

part of you and you are a part of me; I love you and you love

me, dear beautiful clouds and sky."

And when the older children of the family were asked

where Louise was, they would say: "Oh, I suppose she is out

in the field dreaming I"

But what a wonderful dream it all was! With eyes wide

open she would dream that the great mountains and the val-

leys and the rivers were a part of her and she was a part of

them; that the birds that sang, and the crickets that chirped,

and the saucy little chipmunks, and the handsome gray squir-

rels, and the nimble grasshoppers, and the gaudy butterflies

were all a part of herself, and that she was a part of them all

—that she loved them and they loved her.
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FOR THE CHILDREN.

“ROBINS call robins in tops of trees;
Doves follow doves, with scarlet feet;

Frolicking babies, sweeter than these.
Crowd green corners where highways meet.

“Violets stir and arbutus wakes,
Claytonia's rosy bells unfold;

Dandelion through the meadow makes
A royal road with seals of gold.”

-—Hclen Hun! Jackson.

 

LOUISE AND HER FRIENDS.

It is quite a long time since I had the pleasure of telling a

story to the boys and girls who read MIND. This is a story
about a little girl whose name is Louise.

When Louise was very young she would go out in the field.
lie on her back and look up to the beautiful sky and the fleecy
clouds and think how beautiful they were, and would say:
“Dear, beautifulclouds and sky, I am one with you. I am a

part of you and you are a part of me; I love you and you love
me, dear beautifulclouds and sky.”

And when the older children of the family were asked
where Louise was, they would say: “Oh, I suppose she is out
in the field dreaming l”

But what a wonderful dream it all was! With eyes wide
open she would dream that the great mountains and the val-
leys and the rivers were a part of her and she was a part of
them; that the birds that sang, and the crickets that chirped.
and the saucy little chipmunks, and the handsome gray squir-
rels, and the nimble grasshoppers, and the gaudy butterflies
were all a part of herself, and that she was a part of them all
—that she loved them and they loved her.

Tharp Sc Ana rrfP2f vunnrlm-fnl Inve in all fhinac and wl1r>n
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part of her. All the little birds and animals were her little

brothers and sisters, and all the larger ones her big brothers

and sisters. Louise was very kind and gentle to them all. and for

this reason they were all kind and gentle to her.

When she would go to the barnyard (for Louise lived in

the country) a great big turkey-gobbler would spread his tail

to look like a great fan, to make himself look as handsome as

possible, I suppose; and he would say: "Good-morning, Miss

Louise; I am delighted to see you." He did not speak just as

little girls or boys would, but in his own language of "Gobble,

gobble, gobble." Louise knew what he meant, and she talked

in her cute little way and told him how well he was looking

and how glad she was to see him.

Next she would visit Mr. Gander and his flock, and he

would come running up with his neck stretched away out,

talking in a funny way and saying, "Hiss-iss, hiss-iss, hiss-iss"

—something like college boys do occasionally. Some little

girls and boys might have thought that Mr. Gander was angry,

but Louise knew better. She had never done anything to hurt

his feelings, and of course he was too much of a gentleman to

hurt her. She knew that his hiss-iss meant only "Good-morn-

ing, Louise"; and this was his way of telling her how glad he

was to see her.

Then the visit to the old mother-hen was such a joy!

Mother-hen had known Louise for a long time—almost four

years. Each year she took great delight in showing Louise

her large family of little chickens—such tiny little tots! Old

mother-hen would say to her small but numerous family:

"Now, you chickens, look just as pretty and peep just as hard

as you can, for Miss Louise is coming!" Old mother-hen

was very proud of her family, and the chickens would all say,

"Peep, peep, peep," and mother-hen would say, "Cluck, cluck,

cluck!" This is the way that the chickens and mother-hen

sav pood-mornine: and Louise would sav: "Thank vou.
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7° MIND.

part of her. All the little birds and animals were her little
brothers and sisters, and all the larger ones her big brothers
and sisters. Louise was very kind and gentle to them all, and for
this reason they were all kind and gentle to her.

,

When she would go to the barnyard (for Louise lived in
the country) a great big turkey-gobbler would spread his tail
to look like a great fan, to make himself look as handsome as

possible, I suppose; and he would say: “Good-morning, Miss
Louise; I am delighted to see you.” He did not speak just as

little girls or boys would, but in his own language of “Gobble,
gobble, gobble.” Louise knew what he meant, and she talked
in her cute little way and told him how well he was looking
and how glad she was to see him.

Next she would visit Mr. Gander and his flock, and he
would come running up with his neck stretched away out,
talking in a funny way and saying, “Hiss-iss, hiss-iss, hiss-iss”
—something like college boys do occasionally. Some little
girls and boys might have thought that Mr. Gander was angry,
but Louise knew better. She had never done anythingto hurt
his feelings, and of course he was too much of a gentleman to
hurt her. She knew that his hiss-is: meant on-ly “Good-mom-
ing, Louise”; and this was his way of telling her how glad he
was to see her.

Then the visit to the old mother-hen was such a joy!
Mother-hen had known Louise for a long time—almost four
years. Each year she took great delight in showing Louise
her large family of little chickens—such tiny little tots! Old
mother-hen would say to her small but numerous family:
“Now, you chickens, look just as pretty and peep just as hard
as you can, for Miss Louise is coming!" Old mother-hen
was very proud of her family,and the chickens would all say,
“Peep, peep, peep,” and mother-hen would say, “Cluck, cluck,
cluck!” This is the way that the chickens and mother-hen
sav good-morning: and Louise would sav: “Thank vou.

Co 816
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7 1

to all the little and big animals that lived together on the farm.

And they all told her in their own language how glad they were

to see her and how much better they felt because she loved

them.

Louise would then go into the house to learn her lessons;

but when the afternoon came and all the lessons were over,

with Prince, the big dog, walking close to her side, and Fido,

the little one, running about hither and thither and barking

for very joy, all three would go out to the fields together, and

after walking and running a while Louise would lie down on

the soft green grass and Prince would get very close—so close

that she would put her little head on his body for a pillow and

Fido would nestle close to her feet. Then Louise, with eyes

wide open, would look up to the sky and would begin to dream

all over again that she was one with the great beautiful world

and everything in it; that it loved her as she loved it; that

she was a part of everything and that everything was a part of

her—and she was very happy because it was so.

After a time the pretty eyes would close and she would

go off into real dreamland, and in her sleep a beautiful woman,

who looked to Louise as she thought the angels must look,

would come to her and hold the little girl in her arms and kiss

her and tell her how much she loved her little daughter and

how happy it made her because Louise loved everything and

everybody—because love was the very best and greatest thing

in all the world. Then she would kiss her good-by, and by-

and-by Fido would bark, because, I suppose, he wanted his

little mistress to pay more attention to him. And she would

wake up from her beautiful dream and then they would have

another romp before going home for supper.

I wonder if the little girls and boys who read Mind ever

dream that the sky and the clouds, the mountains and the val-

leys, the rivers and the ocean, and the animals and the birds

of all kinds are a part of themselves; that they are a part of
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The Family Circle. 71

to all the little and big animals that lived together on the farm.
And they all told her in their own language how glad they were

to see her and how much better they felt because she loved
them.

Louise would then go into the house to learn her lessons;
but when the afternoon came and all the lessons were over,
with Prince, the big dog, walking close to her side, and Fido,
the little one, running about hither and thitherand barking
for'very joy, all three would go out to the fields together, and
after walking and running a while Louise would lie down on

the soft green grass and Prince would get very close—so close
that she would put her little head on his body for a pillow and
Fido would nestle close to her feet. Then Louise, with eyes
wide open, would look up to the sky and would begin to dream
all over again that she was one with the great beautifulworld
and everything in it; that it loved her as she loved it; that
she was a part of everythingand that everythingwas a part of
her—and she was very happy because it was so.

After a time the pretty eyes would close and she would
go off into real dreamland, and in her sleep a beautifulwoman,
who looked to Louise as she thought the angels must look,
would come to her and hold the little girl in her arms and kiss
her and tell her how much she loved her little daughter and
how happy it made her because Louise loved everything and
everybody—because love was the very best and greatest thing
in all the world. Then she would kiss her good-by, and by-
and—by Fido would bark, because, I suppose, he wanted his
little mistress to pay more attention to him. And she would
wake up from her beautiful dream and then they would have
another romp before going home for supper.

I wonder if the little girls and boys who read MIND ever

dream that the sky and the clouds. the mountains and the val-
leys, the rivers and the ocean, and the animals and the birds
of all ‘kinds re a part of themselves; that they are a part of
--_-,(.jO 8 .
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MIND.

MERCURY IN TOWN.

There was a great commotion up in the sky. Mercury had

his hands full. For several days he and the breezes had been

hunting up the clouds that had been driven away, and now the

clouds came flying back again, and Mercury was hurrying

on the showers that the new spring days were asking for.

Presently the rains fell, and every living thing sang thanks;

for the hills and valleys were turning brown and the brooks

were running away.

One large, soft, white cloud rested lightly on the side of

a mountain, blown there from the west. A rift came in it—

just at the edge, against the blue sky; and there appeared

two winged feet, then a hand with a winged wand, then a smil-

ing face crowned with a winged hat. Mercury had come.

The children who lived near by had been watching the

flying clouds. From babyhood everything in Nature meant

something special to Roman children of olden time. They

knew that the stir in the clouds meant that Mercury was at

work with the rains that would fall in time to wake up the

flowers that had been asleep all winter.

And now Mercury took out his shepherd's pipe, which he

had made for himself when he gave his lyre to Apollo, and

began to play. The children flew to catch the merry sounds,

and danced with the new butterflies, and sang with the birds.

Such a happy time!

Music was one of Mercury's calls to the children. Some-

times he would have Eros with him, who would bring so much

love that there wouldn't be a quarrel for days. Sometimes

Mercury would tell all kinds of stories. He loved mischief,

but was always in good humor, and had just the right answer

ready to smooth away all ill feeling.

The pipe began to play softly. Then the children knew

something was coming. They all drew nearer. Mercury's
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72 MIND.

MERCURY IN TOWN.

There was a great commotion up in the sky. .\Iercury had
his hands full. For several days he and the breezes had been
hunting up the clouds that had been driven away, and now the
clouds came flying back again, and Mercury was hurrying
on the showers that the new spring days were asking for.

Presently the rains fell, and every living thingsang thanks:
for the hills and valleys were turning brown and the brooks‘
were running away.

One large, soft, white cloud rested lightly on the side of
a mountain, blown there from the west. A rift came in it——
just at the edge, against the blue sky; and there appeared
two winged feet, then a hand with a winged wand, then a smil-
ing face crowned with a winged hat. Mercury had come.

The children who lived near by had been watching the
flying clouds. From babyhood everything in Nature meant

something special to Roman children of olden time. They
knew that the stir in the clouds meant that Mercury was at
work with the rains that would fall in time to wake up the
flowers that had been asleep all winter.

And now Mercury took out his shepherd’s pipe, which he
had made for himself when he gave his lyre to Apollo, and
began to play. The children flew to catch the merry sounds,
and danced with the new butterflies, and sang with the birds.
Such a happy time!

Music was one of Mercury's calls to the children. Some.-
times he would have Eros with him, who would bring so much
love that there wouldn't be a quarrel for days. Sometimes
‘Mercury would tell all kinds of stories. He loved mischief,
but was always in good humor, and had just the right answer

ready to smoothaway all ill feeling.
The pipe began to play softly. Then the children knew

something was coming. They all drew nearer. Mercury's
CL) ,
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And Mercury answered:

"Blue Eyes, Black Eyes, Brown Eyes, and Gray.

Come hither and hear what I have to say.

Watch yonder trees and you will see

A lovely nymph in ev'ry tree.

"For ev'ry bush keep open eyes.

For therein royal treasure lies.

And in one hour Apollo's rays

Will show you many, many ways

To feast your eyes, and hands, and heart,

And ev'ry child shall have a part."

Now the pipe began to play again—longer, louder, and in

coaxing tones. The children watched. Mercury's eyes began

to twinkle. Ate (goddess of mischief) must surely be hover-

ing near.

Black eyes said, "Mercury is only teasing."

Blue eyes said, "Wait."

Brown eyes looked so happy that they made the others

believe that everything was "coming true." And Gray Eyes

looked so thoughtful that Mercury's eyes stopped twinkling,

and he smiled just as he did when he had Eros with him;

and the little fluttering hearts were full of hope once more.

"Oh, how beautiful! Look, look!" the children called to

one another.

The tree-trunks began to move, the bark gave way, deep

clefts opened, and out stepped the beautiful dryads, loved of

gods and men. Down the mountain-sides tripped the lovely

oreads that haunt the mountain nooks. From meadow and

stream came trooping more beautiful nymphs—Rhodeia, of

the brook "flowing among rose-trees," was there. Meleolosis,

"of the river that waters the meadows," and Telesto, "nymph

of the cool spring's," were both there.
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The Family. Circle. 73

And Mercury answered:

“Blue Eyes, Black Eyes, Brown Eyes, and Gray.
Come hither and hear what I have to say.
Watch yonder trees and you will see

A lovely nymph in ev'ry tree.

“For ev'ry bush keep open eyes,
For therein royal treasure lies.
And in one hour Apollo's rays
Will show you many, many ways
To feast your eyes, and hands, and heart,
And ev'ry child shall have a part."

Now the pipe began to play again—longer, louder, and in
coaxing tones. The children watched. Mercury’s eyes began
to twinkle. Ate (goddess of mischief) must surely be hover-
ing near.

Black eyes said, “Mercury is only teasing.”
Blue eyes said, “Wait.”
Brown eyes looked so happy that they made the others

believe that everything was “coming true.” And Gray Eyes
looked so thoughtful that Mercury’s eyes stopped twinkling,
and he smiled just as he did when he had Eros with him;
and the little fluttering hearts were full of hope once more.

“Oh, how beautiful! Look, look!” the children called to

one another.
The tree-trunks began to move, the bark gave way, deep

clefts opened, and out stepped the beautiful dryads, loved of
gods and men. Down the mountain-sides tripped the lovely
oreads that haunt the mountain nooks. From meadow and
stream came trooping more beautiful nymphs—Rhodeia, of
the brook “flowing among rose-trees,” was there. Meleolosis,
“of the river that waters the meadows,” and Telesto, “nymph
of the cool springs," were both there.
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eyes looked into marvelous grottoes, glittering with rainbow

colors, where fantastic elves were dancing. Some looked into

caves with roofs held up by pillars of gold—the floors of pearl

and ivory. Barrows were bringing to the waiting hands heaps

of brilliant gems, gathered from all over the world. And the

hearts—what did Mercury have for them? About this part of

the feast he had talked long and earnestly with Jupiter.

"Would toys, beautiful and various trinkets, answer?"

"No," said Minerva, who had been invited to the discus-

sion, with her owl that blinked fearfully and turned his head

twice at the suggestion of toys.

"Would long, happy feasts, from time to time, in the

palaces made by the Immortals do?"

"No," said all to this. Here the owl sighed.

"How about a short visit to Olympus?"

"No!" Mortals—even ever so little—must wait Jupiter's

final bidding before entering the home of the gods.

"What shall we give to these dear children?"

The blue-eyed goddess laid her hand on the owl's white

breast, and awaited permission to speak.

"What sayest thou, Minerva?" said Jupiter.

And Minerva answered: "Would that Eros might go to

every child, and leave with each a flower whose bloom will

be immortal and whose name is Love!"

And now the moment has come for the children's heart-

gifts. Their hands had taken the beautiful gems gathered

from everywhere; their minds had enjoyed the enchanting

sights; and now Eros carries to each sweet young heart the

beautiful flower, Love, that will bloom forever and forever.

Twilight came; the nymphs vanished to wood and

mountain-stream. Mercury waved his adieu on the wing to
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74 MIND.
eyes looked into marvelous grottoes, glittering with rainbow
colors, where fantastic elves were dancing. Some looked into
caves with roofs held up by pillars of gold—the floors of pearl
and ivory. Barrows were bringing to the waiting hands heaps
of brilliant gems, gathered from all over the world. And the
hearts—what did Mercury have for them? About this part of
the feast he had talked long and earnestly with Jupiter.

“Would toys, beautiful and various trinkets, answer?”
- “No,” said Minerva, who had been invited to the discus-

sion, with her owl that blinked fearfully and turned his head
twice at the suggestion of toys.

“Would long, happy feasts, from time to time, in the
palaces made by the Immortals do?”

“No,” said all to this. Here the owl sighed.
“How about a short visit to Olympus?”
“No!” Mortals—-even ever so little—-must wait }upiter’s

final biddingbefore entering the home of the gods.
“What shall we give to these dear children?"
The blue-eyed goddess laid her hand on the owl's white

breast, and awaited permission to speak.
“What sayest thou, Minerva?” said Jupiter.
And Minerva answered: “Would that Eros might go to

every child, and leave with each a flower whose bloom will
be immortal and whose name is Love l”

And now the moment has come for the children's heart-
gifts. Their hands had taken the beautiful gems gathered
from everywhere; their minds had enjoyed the enchanting
sights; and now Eros carries to each sweet young heart the
beautifulflower, Love, that will bloom forever and forever.

Twilight came; the nymphs vanished to wood and
mountain-stream. Mercury waved his adieu on the wing to
hie hnmn in fllumnin anrl fl-up nhilrirnn cleinnnrl bank in their
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LITTLE GYPSY'S TEA-PARTY.

I know a cunning little dog,

A terrier, black and tan—

The brightest, cutest little thing

That on four legs e'er ran;

She'll sit up like a kangaroo

And beg for sugar lumps,

And when her mistress tells her " No,"

Poor Gyp is in the " dumps."

Gyp has a favorite little friend,

A bright and charming child,

With rosy cheeks and nut-brown hair,

And smile so soft and mild.

You'd say it was a pretty sight—

If you that sight could see—

When Gypsy and her little friend,

With dolly, play " take tea."

The little girl the hostess is,

The doll her daughter clear,

And Gypsy is the honored guest,

Invited to good cheer.

With tail upright and ears sharp pricked,

And nose high in the air,

Miss Gypsy sits and patient waits

Until she gets her share.

"Eat, Gypsy, eat!" the hostess says,

And Gypsy quick obeys,

While full of mirth her hostess is

At fivDSv's funnv wavs.
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The Family Circle.

LI'l"I‘LE GYPSY’S 'l‘EA-PARTY.

I know a cunning little dog,
A terrier, black and tan-

The brightest, cutest little thing
That on four legs e’er ran;

She'll sit up like a kangaroo
And beg for sugar lumps,

And when her mistress tells her “ No,"
Poor Gyp is in the “ dumps.”

Gyp has a favorite little friend,
A bright and charming child,

With rosy cheeks and nut-brown hair,
And smileso soft and mild.

You'd say it was a pretty sight——
If you that sight could see—

When Gypsy and her little friend,
VVit:h dolly,play “ take tea."

The little girl the hostess is.
The doll her daughter dear.

And Gypsy is the honored guest,
Invited to good cheer.

With tail upright and ears sharp pricked,
And nose high in theair.

;\liss Gypsy sits and patient waits
Until she gets her share.

“ Eat, Gypsy, eat! ” the hostess says.
And Gypsy quick obeys,

While full of mirth her hostess is
w : ’ f
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The meal is ended; Gypsy barks,

As she would utter " grace."

"Returning thanks," her hostess thinks,

Would be much more in place.

Mary L. Clark.

VOICES.

I was in the market-place, alone in my carriage, with a

Turk on the driver's seat, and he didn't know my language and

I didn't know his. This was away off in a city in Egypt. It

happened, my dear children, that the friends I was traveling

with had gone into the bazaars to look at the carpets and fine

silken stuffs and the curios of that strange country, while I

waited in the carriage until they should come out again.

Perhaps the driver wanted to exercise his horses. At any

rate, for some reason I never knew, he drove through several

narrow, crowded streets, and then turned into a large open

square full of men unloading from their camels every sort of

green, growing thing. They were all talking fast and hard.

Yet I did not hear one familiar voice nor sound among them

all. How strange it seemed to me! I understood no more

what they said than I did when I listened to the braying of

the donkeys. Oh, I was so glad when my driver turned his

horses in the direction of the bazaars, and my friends joined

me again, so I could have some one to talk with whom I under-

stood!

But there are ever so many little people, right here at

home, that twitter and peep and hum and sing, happy as happy

can be—and yet it isn't in any language that you and I can

understand. In early spring there are the birds that sing and

"-- 1 :t i.-4.*i~
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76 MIND.

The meal is ended; Gypsy barks,
As she would utter “ grace.”

“ Returning thanks,”her hostess thinks,
Would be much more in place.

MARY L. CLARK.

VOICES.

I was in the market-place. alone in my carriage, with a

Turkon the driver’s seat, and he didn't know my language and
I didn't know his. This was away off in a city in Egypt. It
happened, my dear children, that the friends I was traveling
with had gone into the bazaars to look at the carpets and fine
silken stufis and the curios of that strange country, while I
waited in the carriage until they should come out again.

Perhaps the driver wanted to exercise his horses. At any
rate, for some reason I never knew, he drove through several
narrow, crowded streets, and then turned into a large open
square full of men unloading from their camels every sort of
green, growing thing. They were all talking fast and hard.
Yet I did not hear one familiar voice nor sound among them
all. How strange it seemed to me! I understood no more

what they said than I did when I listened to the braying of
the donkeys. Oh, I was so glad when my driver turned his
horses in the direction of the bazaars, and my friends joined
me again, so I could have some one to talk with whom I under-
stood!

But there are ever so many little people, right here at

home, that twitter and peep and hum and sing, happy as happy
can be——and yet it isn't in any language that you and I can

understand. In early spring there are the birds that sing and
. 11
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listen! A little green insect in the tree-top says, "Katy did,"

and then right away another one says, "Katy didn't"; and all

the evening long I've listened to hundreds of shrill voices

that seemed to be saying nothing but "Katy did" and "Katy

didn't." But, if they were to hear me say that, they might

tell me, if they could make me understand, that they didn't say

any such thing and were not disputing at all.

But, my dears, I couldn't begin to tell you all the many

voices we hear; for the air is filled with them. But there is a

Voice that can be heard, even when we do not see anything

near us; and no one hears it but just the person to whom it is

speaking.

Harry knows about this Voice; for we were talking of this

very thing only last night. He was playing with his uncle's

penknife, and somehow he broke one of the blades. His first

thought was to throw it on the driveway and make it appear

that Uncle Fred had dropped it, and the carriage-wheels had

driven over it and broken it; for Harry took it without asking

for it. Now, Harry knew that this would be deceiving^ and he

began to feel unhappy; for he heard distinctly the Voice

within him saying: "Don't do anything wrong, Hafry. Do

right." So he went and told Uncle Fred how sorry he was.

and then he felt happy.

There isn't a voice in all the world that is so sweet as this

Voice of God when it speaks to us. It is a very low, soft Voice,

and we need to listen. When we are happy—which you know

God meant we always should be—it is because that "still,

small Voice" is telling us we are good. Now listen, my dears.

Aren't we happy? Mary J. Woodward-Wratherbee.

I am glad a task to me is given,

To labor at day by dav;

For it brings me health and strength and hope,
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listen! A little green insect in the tree-top says, “Katy did,”
and then right away another one says, “Katy didn’t”; and all
the evening long I’ve listened to hundreds of shrill voices
that seemed to be saying nothing but “Katy did” and “Katy
didn’t.” But, if they were to hear me say that, they might
tell me, if theycould make me understand, that they didn't say
any such thingand were not disputing at all.

But, my dears, I couldn’t begin to tell you all the many
voices we hear; for the air is filled with them. But there is a

Voice that can be heard, even when we do not see anything
near us; and no one hears it but just the person to whom it is
speaking.

Harry knows about this Voice; for we were talking of this

very thing only last night. He was playing with his uncle's
penknife, and somehow he broke one of the blades. His first
thought was to throw it on the driveway and make it appear
that Uncle Fred had dropped it, and the carriage-wheels had
driven over it and broken it; for Harry took it without asking
for it. Now, Harry knew that this would be deceiving, and he
began to feel unhappy; for he heard distinctly the Voice
within him saying: “Don’t do anything wrong, Harry. Do
right.” So he went and told Uncle Fred how sorry he was.

and then he felt happy.
There isn't a voice in all the world that is so sweet as this

Voice of God when it speaks to us. It is a very low, soft Voice.
and we need to listen. When we are happy—which you know
God meant we always should be—it is because that “still,
small Voice” is telling us we are good. Now listen, my dears.
Aren't we happy? MARY J. \VO()D\\’.'\Rl)—\Vl-IATHERBEE.

 

I AM glad a task to me is given,
To labor at day by day;

For it brings me hea1th and strength and hope,
U0 ,_
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A LITTLE PILGRIM.

He was about to start on his journey. The morning was clear

and bright, and all around him the valley was smiling in loveli-

ness. The birds were singing their matin-song, and the early sun

shone on the little pilgrim and on the banner he carried. Now,

the banner had upon it in letters of gold the one word Love.

"Love conquers all things," said the radiant pilgrim; and

from the hills beyond the valley came the echo, "Love conquers

all things."

So the boy began his journey. At first the ascent seemed

easy—he was hardly beyond the valley. The birds were on the

tree-tops all around him, and the skies were blue above him.

Then a tiny cloud drifted across the blue, and the ascent of the

mountain grew more difficult. The little pilgrim thought, "The

hills are steep;" but he looked at the word upon his banner, and

his heart grew fearless as before, so that he climbed up quickly.

There were others traveling the same road, and some of them

passed gaily onward; but some came haltingly along, and some

fell by the wayside. The little pilgrim on whose banner was the

word, Love, often went to the aid of such as these, and spoke

to them words of encouragement and good cheer. To those that

fell he gave a helping hand, lifting them to their feet so that

again they struggled upward. And always after he had helped

others it was as if wings were given his feet, so fast he ascended.

Then came a time when the storms descended and beat upon

the pilgrim's head. The blackness of darkness was around him.

But the golden word upon his banner gleamed through the dark-

ness and brightened all his way. Its light shone for others, too,

so that they might not miss the path.
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78 MIND.

A LITTLE PILGRIM.

He was about to start on his journey. The morning was clear
and bright, and all around him the valley was smiling in loveli-
ness. The birds were singing their matin-song, and the early sun

shone on the little pilgrim and on the banner he carried. Now,
the banner had upon it in letters of gold the one word Love.

“Love conquers all things,” said the radiant pilgrim; and
from the hills beyond the valley came the echo, “Love conquers
all things.”

So the boy began his journey. At first the ascent seemed
easy—he was hardly beyond the valley. The birds were on the
tree-tops all around him, and the skies were blue above him.
Then a tiny cloud drifted across the blue, and the ascent of the
mountain grew more difiicult. The little pilgrim thought, “The
hills are steep ;” but he looked at the word upon his banner, and
his heart grew fearless as before, so that he climbed up quickly.

There were others traveling the same road, and some of them
passed gaily onward; but some came haltingly along, and some

fell by the wayside. The little pilgrim on whose banner was the
word. Love, ofiten went to the aid of such as these, and spoke
to them words of encouragement and good cheer. To those that
fell he gave a helping hand, lifting them to their feet so that
again they struggled upward. And always after he had helped
others it was as if wings were given his feet, so fast he ascended.

Then came a time when the storms descended and beat upon
the pilgrim’s head. The blackness of darkness was around him.
But the golden word upon his banner gleamed through the dark-
ness and brightened all his w-ay. Its light shone for others, too,
so that they might not miss the path.
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

WISDOM OF THE AGES. By George A. Fuller, M.D. 211 pp. Cloth,

$1.00. Banner of Light Publishing Company, Boston.

It is not often that anything of great value to the world is

obtained through what is known in psychical parlance as"auto-

matic writing." Yet these "revelations from Zertoulem, the

prophet of Tlaskanata," transcribed through the agency of Dr.

Fuller, contain much profound truth. They purport to come from

the spirit of a Master of the race that attained a high state of

civilization in Central America thousands of years prior to re-

corded history. Many of the assertions find corroboration in the

archaeologic discoveries of Dr. Augustus Le Plongeon—one of

which is noticed editorially in this issue of MiND^and tend to

establish the claims of certain scholars that the region that con-

nects North and South America was the real birthplace of the

human race. The esoteric teachings of the communicating in-

telligence are in perfect alignment with those of our modern

occultists who are capable of demonstrating the truths to which

they give utterance. The work is rational, credible, scholarly,

dignified, and spiritual in the true sense; and if this could be

said of more of the literature of Spiritualism, the odium which

now attaches to the cult in many of its features and claims would

soon disappear.

EVOLUTION OF THE INDIVIDUAL. By Frank Newland Doud, M.D.

96 pp. Cloth, $1.00. The Reynolds Publishing Company, Chicago.

As presented in most current books on the subject, the

philosophy of individualism is open to the objection that it is too

idealistic and abstract for easy comprehension; but the present

volume is above criticism on that ground. When the average

doctor of medicine begins to see the light of metaphysical truth,

and is brave enough to publish his convictions, his aim is happily

to make the teaching of practical utility in daily life. Individual

heW.<i««ss is thp L-^v-note nf TV Doud's book: attention is
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

WISDOM OF THE AGES. By George A. Fuller, M.D. 211 pp. Cloth,
$1.00. Banner of Light Publishing Company, Boston.

It is not often that anything of great value to the world is
obtained through what is known in psychical parlance as“auto-
matic writing.” Yet these “revelations from Zertoulem, the
prophet of Tlaskanata,” transcribed through the agency of Dr.
Fuller, contain much profound truth. They purport to come from
the spirit of a Master of the race that attained a high state of
civilization in Central America thousands of years prior to re-

corded history. Many of the assertions find corroboration in the
archaeologic discoveries of Dr. Augustus Le Plongeon—one of
which is noticed editorially in this issue of MIND-.—and tend to
establish the claims of certain scholars that the region that con-

nects North and South America was the real birthplaceof the
human race. The esoteric teachings of the communicating in-
telligence are in perfect alignment with those of our modern
occultists who are capable of demonstrating the truths to which
they give utterance. The work is rational, credible, scholarly,
dignified, and spiritual in the true sense; and if this could be
said of more of the literature of Spiritualism, the odium which
now attaches to the cult in many of its features and claims would
soon disappear.

EVOLUTION OF THE INDIVIDUAL. By Frank Newland Doud, M.D.
96 pp. Cloth, $1.00. The Reynolds Publishing Company, Chicago.

As presented in most current books on the subject, the
philosophyof individualism is open to the objection that it is too
idealistic and abstract for easy comprehension; but the present
volume is above criticism on that ground. When the average
doctor of medicine begins to see the light of metaphysical truth,
and is brave enough to publish his convictions, his aim is happily
to make the teaching of practical utility in daily life. Individual

heI..:.{i.6ss8.1C«h.- lrev-note of nr Doud’s book: attention is
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evolved scientifically—therefore most easily. Obedience to

the law of life as revealed in the common sense of mankind is

enjoined, to the end that a rational mode of living may be

adopted universally and the physical and mental ills to which

the race seems heir may be relegated to their native nothing-

ness. The true dignity and majesty of the individual are

shown to be still potential but to form an alluring goal of in-

tellectual effort.

PERFECT HEALTH. By One Who Has It. 209 pp. Cloth, $1.00. Pub-

lished by the author, Charles C. Haskell, Norwich, Conn.

This work contains one more simple panacea for the removal

of bodily ills—a universal recipe, alleged not only to cure every

disease but to enable the patient to retain his recovered health

indefinitely. The author's claims, as is the case with most en-

thusiasts, are somewhat extravagant, and exactly one-half the

book is filled with testimonials from grateful readers who extol

the merits of the "plan" in no conservative terms. "Don't eat

breakfast!" This is the foundation principle; and, in view of the

American tendency to overeating, it has much to recommend it.

Abstention from food for some hours after rising in the morn-

ing, and partaking of only two meals a day, would doubtless

benefit any one, whether sick or well; yet so long as physical

constitutions differ as widely as the mental processes by which

they are governed, it would seem impossible to prescribe a regi-

men of universally equal applicability. It is as true to-day as in

the time of the Nazarene that "not that which goeth into the

mouth defileth a man, but that which cometh out." Mr. Has-

kell's book is very readable, however, and contains many wise

hints. J. E. M.

OTHER NEW PUBLICATIONS.

"NEW THOUGHT" HYMNS. Words and music. Paper, 26

selections. Byron & Willard, publishers, Minneapolis.
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evolved. scientifically—therefore most easily. Obedience to
the law of life as revealed in the common sense of mankind is
enjoined, to the end that a rational mode of living may be
adopted universally and the physical and mental ills to which
the race seems heir may be relegated to their native nothing-
ness. The true dignity and majesty of the individual are

shown to be still potential but to form an alluring goal of in-
tellectual effort.

PERFECT HEALTH. By One Who Has It. 209 pp. Cloth, $1.00. Pub-
lished by the author,Charles C. Haskell, Norwich, Conn.

This work contains one more simple panacea for the removal
of ‘bodily il1s—a universal recipe, alleged not only to cure every
disease but to enable the patient to retain his recovered health
indefinitely. The author'sclaims, as is the case with most en-

thusiasts, are somewhat extravagant, and exactlyone-half the
book is filled with testimonials from grateful readers who extol
the merits of the “plan” in no conservative terms. “Don’t eat
breakfast1” This is the foundation principle; and, in view of the
American tendency to overeating, it has much to recommend it.
Abstention from food for some hours after rising in the morn-

ing, and partaking of only two meals a day, would doubtless
benefit any one, whether sick or well; yet so long as physical
constitutions differ as widely as the mental processes by which
they are governed, it would seem impossible to prescribe a regi-
men of universally equal applicability. It is as true to—day as in
the time of the Nazarene that “not that which goeth into the
mouth defileth a man, but that which cometli out.” Mr. Has-
kell’s book is very readable, however. and contains many wise
hints. ' _I. E. .\-l.

 

OTHER
‘

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

“NEW THOUGHT” HYMNS. Words and music. Paper, 26
se tions lBy-ron & Willard, publishers, Minneapolis.
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Vol. VIII. MAY, 190 1. No. 2.

MYSTICISM AND SCIENCE.

BY FRANK BURR MARSH.

Whoever has examined even superficially the vast fabric

of mysticism must be struck by the opposition it displays to-

ward science. This opposition, however, is not so marked in

its teaching as in its spirit. Everywhere in the writings of

Theosophists and mystics is manifested a sort of contempt for

modern science. Why is this? There is no real opposition

in their teachings, for mysticism concerns itself mainly with

matters with which science does not deal. Why, then, are they

opposed? The reason is to be found in their different methods,

a brief examination of which will enable us to see clearly the

difference between them and the cause of their antagonism.

The scientific method is well known. It consists of reason

and observation. The method of mysticism, on the other

hand, employs intuition. The cause of the employment by the

mystic of a method at variance with that of science is either

that according to him this method is limited to the visible

world or that intuition furnishes a better and safer method

of reaching the truth concerning spiritual things. The idea
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MYSTICISM AND SCIENCE.

BY FRANK BURR MARSH.

\Vhoever has examined even superficially the vast fabric
of mysticism must be struck by the opposition it displays to-
ward science. This opposition, however, is not so marked in
its teaching as in its spirit. Everywhere in the writings of
Theosophists and mystics is manifested a sort of contempt for
modem science. Why is this? There is no real opposition
in their teachings, for mysticism concerns itself mainly with
matters with which science does not deal. Why, then, are they
opposed? The reason is to be found in their different methods,
a brief examination of which will enable us to see clearly the
difference between them and the cause of their antagonism.

The scientific method is well known. It consists of reason

and observation. The method of mysticism, on the other
hand, employs intuition. The cause of the employment by the
mystic of a method at variance with that of science is either
that according to him this method is limited to the visible
World or that intuition furnishes a better and safer method
of reaching the truth concerning spiritual things. The idea
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And he lias also stated the practical consequences of this

limitation:

"Behold, we know not anything.

I can but trust that good shall fall

At last—far off—at last, to all.

And every winter change to spring.

So runs my dream; but what am I?

An infant crying in the night,

An infant crying for the light.

And with no language but a cry."

If, then, we aspire to know more than the external world wc

must according to this theory either employ some different

method or accept some revelation. The great majority of

men have practically chosen one of these, for agnosticism is

not a doctrine with which any considerable part of mankind

can be content; few, indeed, can say, calmly and peacefully,

with Ingersoll: "We do not know—we hope and wait." Men

require some kind of an answer to questions regarding their

nature and destiny. The answer can be obtained in the ways

suggested; that is, supposing the limitation of the scientific

method to hold good. If, then, we set aside the theory of

revelation, we have left only the method of intuition.

What is intuition? The word comes from the Latin

intuitio, of which the German term anschauung is a trans-

lation. But the meaning of the German and the English

words is entirely different. The term intuition was borrowed

from scholastic theology, wherein it signified a knowledge

of God supernaturally obtained. In mysticism it is held that

the soul of a man that has reached the proper phase of develop-

ment can perceive truth directly, without the aid of reason

or the senses; and this transcendental faculty is called
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82 MIND.

And he has also stated the practical consequences of this
limitation:

“Behold, we know not anything.
I can but trust that good shall {all
At last-—far otT—at last, to all.
And every winter change to spring.
So runs my dream; but what am I?
An infant crying in the night,
An infant crying for the light,
And with no language but a cry."

If
. then,we aspire to know more than the external world we

must according to this theory either employ some different
method or accept some revelation. The great majority of
men have practically chosen one of these, for agnosticism is
not a doctrine with which any considerable part of mankind
can be content; few, indeed, can say, calmly and peacefully,
with Ingersoll: “We do not know—we hope and wait.” Men
require some kind of an answer to questions regarding their
nature and destiny. The answer can be obtained in the ways
suggested; that is, supposing the limitation of the scientific
method to hold good. If, then, we set aside the theory of
revelation, we have left only*themethod of intuition.

What is intuition? The word comes from the Latin
intm'tio, of which the German term anschauung is a trans-
lation. But the meaning of the German and the English
words is entirely different. The tenn intuition was borrowed
from scholastic theology, wherein it signified aknowledge
of God supernaturally obtained. In mysticism it is held that
the soul of a man that has reached the proper phase of develop-
ment can perceive truth directly, without the aid of reason

or the senses; and this transcendental faculty is called
...-&¢¢:C-:r\9¢|
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83

scientific method cannot give us any information upon such

subjects as the soul and a future life. These two problems

are very closely connected; for, if we could satisfactorily de-

termine the nature of the soul, we could probably solve the

difficulty. Can we by reason and observation determine the

nature of the soul? The reason usually given (leaving out of

consideration such metaphysical reasons as those of Kant)

is that scientific knowledge is only possible concerning the

visible world. This assertion is entirely unfounded. A large

part of science is concerned with things we do not see; as, for

example, atoms and ether. Both are invisible, but science

firmly believes in their existence.

If, from the facts of the physical world, science can deter-

mine something concerning the nature of the ether, why may

not science from the facts of psychology determine something

concerning the nature of the mind? It may, of course, be true

that the soul lies forever outside the realm of science, but we

have surely no a priori reason for saying so. The very fact

that we attempt to exclude science on the ground that it deals

only with the material shows that we have assumed that the

soul is not material; that is, we have assumed the very thing

we are trying to find out. We have, then, no real ground as

yet for the exclusion of the scientific method. The only

reason we can find is that in the past science has given us no

information concerning the soul or a future life; but this can

prove nothing as to what science may do in the future, for we

cannot assume that merely because a thing has not been it

may not be. Indeed, in the face of the great interest now being

taken in psychical research, which has only just begun, we have

reason to hope that the future may contain important revela-

tions. Still, the progress of scienCe js slow, and many do not

wish to wait.
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scientific method cannot give us any information upon such
subjects as the soul and a future life. These two problems
are very closely connected; for, if we could satisfactorilyde-
termine the nature of the soul, we could probably solve the
difficulty. Can we by reason and observation determine the
nature of the soul? The reason usually given (leaving out of
consideration such metaphysical reasons as those of Kant)
is that scientific knowledge is only possible concerning the
visible world. This assertion is entirely unfounded. A large
part of science is concerned with things we do not see: as. for
example, atoms and ether. Both are invisible, but science
firmly believes in their existence.

If, from the facts of the physical world, science can deter-
mine something concerning the nature of the ether, why may
not science from the facts of psychology determine something
concerning the nature of the mind? It may, of course, be true
that the soul lies forever outside the realm of science, but we

have surely no a priori reason for saying so. The very fact
that we attempt to exclude science on the ground that it deals
only with the material shows that we have assumed that the
soul is not material; that is, we have assumed the very thing
we are trying to find out. We have, then, no real ground as

yet for the exclusion of the scientific method. The only
reason we can find is that in the past science has given us no

information concerning the soul or a future life; but this can

prove nothing as to what science may do in the future. for we

cannot assume that merely because a thing has not been it
may not be. Indeed, in the face of the great interest now being
taken in psychical research, which has only just begun, we have
reason to hope that the future may contain important revela-
tions. Still, the progress of science is slow, and many do not

wish to wait.
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84

MIND.

mitted the existence of at least certain intuitions by admitting

axioms into the science of sciences—mathematics. Of course,

mathematical axioms are very different from mystical intui-

tions; but in a sense they are the same. An axiom is a self-evi-

dent truth. By admitting axioms the scientist has admitted

that some truths are self-evident, while the mystic has claimed

that under some conditions all truths become self-evident.

The scientist would, however, employ as few axioms as pos-

sible, while the mystic would make all truths axiomatic. The

one strives to practise constantly what the other practises as

little as possible. Indeed, of late years scientists have begun to

question the existence of any axioms, and a movement has

arisen to discard them altogether from science. Grassman

proposed to construct geometry without them. Dr. Paul

Carus declares them to be superstitions, and many others have

followed in similar paths—as Poe, who in his "Eureka" tries

to show that the axioms assumed by such logicians as John

Stuart Mill are self-contradictory.

Whether or not axioms exist, it is obvious that these in-

tuitions are very few when the mind is in a normal state. If,

then, intuition is to 1>e used as the mystic proposes to use it,

the mind must be brought into an abnormal or supernormal

state. This state is variously named. Perhaps as good a name

as any is that given to it by the Neo-Platonist. Plotinus—

ecstasy. This state may be attained in several ways, and when

once attained the mystic is able to grasp the great truths of

existence by intuition. They become self-evident to him.

But, it may be asked, how do we know that this state is dif-

ferent from the hypnotic trance, and that its revelations are

not due merely to auto-suggestion? Can we be sure that these

intuitions are trustworthy? To the mystic himself they may
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mitted the existence of at least certain intuitions by admitting
axioms into the science of sciences——mathematics. Of course,
mathematical axioms are very different from mystical intui-
tions; but in a sense they are the same. An axiom is a self—evi—
dent truth. By admitting axioms the scientist has admitted
that some truths are self—evident, while the mystic has claimed
that under some conditions all truths become self-evident.
The scientist would, however, employ as few axioms as pos-
sible. while the mystic would make all truths axiomatic. The
one strives to practise constantly what the other practises as

little as possible. Indeed, of late years scientists have begun to

question the existence of any axioms, and a movement has
arisen to discard them altogether from science. Grassman
proposed to construct geometry without them. Dr. Paul
Carus declares them to be superstitions, and many others have
followed in similar paths——as Poe, who in his “Eureka” tries
to show that the axioms assumed by such logicians as John
Stuart Mill are self-contradictory.

\Vhether or not axioms exist, it is obvious that these in-
tuitions are very few when the mind is in a normal state. If,
then, intuition is to be used as the mystic proposes to use it.
the mind must be brought into an abnomial or supernormal
state. This state is variously named. Perhaps as good a name

as any is that given to it by the Neo-Platonist, Plotinus--
ecstasy. This state may be attained in several ways, and when
once attained the mystic is able to grasp the great truths of
existence by intuition. They become self—evident to him.
But, it may be asked, how do we know that this state is dif-
ferent from the hypnotic trance, and that its revelations are

not due merely to auto-suggestion? Can we be sure that these
intuitions are trustworthy? To the mystic himself they may
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faltering confidence and perfect trust. It would seem, then,

that it is needful to demonstrate the reliability of mystical

intuition by some other means. To show its reliability we

must resort to ordinary methods of argument.

It is not my intention to go into this branch of the subject

with any degree of fulness, but merely to indicate the general

lines along which the proof must be sought. The state of

ecstasy has never been carefully or scientifically studied; so we

can arrive at no conclusions by study of the state itself,but must

appeal to the results. Now, these may be tested in two ways—

by consistency and by supernormal knowledge. If in in-

tuitional revelations we find knowledge which the mystic could

not have had, which no one at that time possessed, but which

we have since discovered, this would constitute a strong argu-

ment for the reliability of intuition. But the application of

this test is difficult, for it is very hard to determine with cer-

tainty the exact amount of knowledge that a person might

have possessed, either consciously or subconsciously, and be-

cause intuitions are largely concerned with matters concern-

ing which we possess no exact knowledge. Besides this proof,

we may apply the test of consistency. If intuition is a

trustworthy source of knowledge, the intuitions ought all

to agree. If, then, it can be shown that Buddha and the

Mahatmas of India, and Plotinus in Greece, and Paracelsus

and Jacob Boehme in western Europe—all without knowledge

of one another—reach exactly the same conclusions, it would

be at least an argument in support of intuition.

The obstacle in the way of this test is the difficulty of ascer-

taining exactly what the various mystics taught. For instance,
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faltering confidence and perfect trust. It would seem, then.
that it is needful to demonstrate the reliability of mystical
intuition by some other means. To show its reliability we

must resort to ordinary methods of argument.
It is not my intention to go into this branch of the subject

with any degree of fulness, but merely to indicate the general
lines along which the proof must be sought. The state of

ecstasy has never been carefully or scientificallystudied; so we

can arrive at no conclusions by study of the state itself,but must

appeal to the results.
. Now, these may be tested in two ways-—

by consistency and by supernormal knowledge. If in in-
tuitional revelations we find knowledge which the mystic could
not have had, which no one at that time possessed, but which
we have since discovered, this would constitute a strong argu-
ment for the reliability of intuition. But the application of
this test is difficult, for it is very hard to determine with cer-

tainty the exact amount of knowledge that a person might
have possessed, either consciously or subconsciously, and be-
cause intuitions are largely concerned with matters concern-

ing which we possess no exact knowledge. Besides this proof,
we may apply the test of consistency. If intuition is a

trustworthy source of knowledge, the intuitions ought all
to agree. If, then, it can be shown that Buddha and the
Mahatmas of India, and Plotinus in Greece, and Paracelsus
and Jacob Boehme in western Europe—all without knowledge
of one another—reach exactly the same conclusions, it would
be at least an argument in support of intuition.

The obstacle in the way of this test is the difiiculty of ascer-

taining exactlywhat the various mystics taught. For instance,
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possible. Their careful and impartial application will alone

enable us to say with any certainty whether or not there is a

method of acquiring knowledge of the universe in addition

to the method of science; but in the meantime we have surely

no reason to discard the scientific methods, even though we

may believe in and employ the mystic methods. For there

seems no reason why they should not be used together—the

one to verify and enlarge the truths brought by the other.

The real cause of the opposition of mysticism to science,

however, is not far to seek. The mystic is impatient with

the slowness of science, while the scientist rejects as visionary

the methods of the mystic. But their mutual antagonism is

neither necessary nor fundamental, and there is perhaps much

that each might learn from the other.

If the very law of life is a law of change; if every blossom

of beauty has its root in fallen leaves; if love and thought and

hope would faint beneath too constant light, and need for their

freshening the darkness and the dews; if it is in losing the

transient that we gain the eternal—then let us shrink no more

from sorrow, and sigh no more for rest, but have a genia!

welcome for vicissitude, and make quiet friends with loss and

death.—James Martineau.

"Doubt of any sort cannot be removed except by action."

On which ground, too, let him who gropes painfully in dark-

ness or uncertain light, and prays vehemently that the dawn may

ripen into day, lay this other precept well to heart, which was to

me of invaluable service: "Do the duty which lies nearest thee"—

which thou knowest to be a duty! Thy second duty will already

have become clearer.—Thomas Carlyle.
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possible. Their careful and impartial application will alone
enable us to say with any certainty whether or not there is a

method of acquiring knowledge of the universe in addition
to the method of science; but in the meantime we have surely
no reason to discard the scientific methods, even though we

may believe in and employ the mystic methods. For there
seems no reason why they should not be used together—the
one to verify and enlarge the truths brought by the other.

The real cause of the opposition of mysticism to science,
however, is not far to seek. The mystic is impatient with
the slowness of science, while the scientist rejects as visionary
the methods of the mystic. But their mutual antagonism is
neither necessary nor fundamental, and there is perhaps much
that each might learn from the other.

 

11-‘ the very law of life is a law of change; if every blossom
of beautyhas its root in fallen leaves; if love and thought and
hope would faint beneathtoo constant light, and need for their
freshening the darkness and the dews; if it is in losing the
transient that we gain the eternal—then let us shrink no more

from sorrow, and sigh no more for rest, but have a genial
welcome for vicissitude, and make quiet friends with loss and
(leath.——Jamcs Martiucau.

Q 

“DOUBT of any sort cannot‘ be removed except by action."
On which ground, too, let him who gropes painfully in dark-
ness or uncertain light, and prays vehemently that the dawn may
ripen into day, lay this other precept well to heart, which was to

me of invaluable service: “Do the duty which lies nearest thee”—
which thou knowest to be a duty! Thy second duty will already
have become clearer.—ThomasCarlyle.
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TRAINING OF THOUGHT AS A LIFE FORCE.

BY THE REV. R. HEBER NEWTON, D.D.

II.

First of all among man's natural desires, uppermost in the

minds of most men, is the wish for health. Without health,

all other gifts of life are practically worthless. It is the lack

of health that sours all the sweetness in the cup of life for

most people. Every one can appreciate this blessing, however

other blessings may be unappreciated.

It is curious, then, how constantly and habitually the fun-

damental condition for health, if this philosophy of life be

the true philosophy, is ignored by most men. Even the cus-

todians of health practically ignore it. Medical men do not

profess to be materialists. For the most part, they accept this

philosophy of life, as already stated, unhesitatingly. So far

as they are religious men, they are constrained to accept

it. Nevertheless, the constant preoccupation of the medical

man with the body, his absorbing attention to the physical

manifestation of the mental being, tends to produce a

practical materialism that is only too obvious. A myopia, or

nearsightedness, is induced, which blinds him to all but the

physical facts and factors in disease. Most medical men be-

lieve in the existence of the invisible substances that we call

molecules, but they do not seem to believe in the unseen and
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TRAINING OF THOUGHT AS A LIFE FORCE.

BY THE REV. R. HEBER NEWTON, D.D.

II.

First of all among man's natural desires, uppermost in the
minds of most men, is the wish for health. Without health,
all other gifts of life are practicallyworthless. It is the lack
of health that sours all the sweetness in the cup of life for
most people. Every one can appreciate this blessing, however
other blessings may be unappreciated.

It is curious, then, how constantly and habitually the fun-
damental condition for health, if this philosophy of life be
the true philosophy, is ignored by most men. Even the cus-

todians of health practically ignore it. Medical men do not

profess to be materialists. For the most part, they accept this
philosophy of life. as already stated, unhesitatingly. So far
as they are religious men, they are constrained to accept
it. Nevertheless, the constant preoccupation of the medical
man with the body, his absorbing attention to the physical
manifestation of the mental being, tends to produce a

practical materialism that is only too obvious. A myopia, or

nearsightedness. is induced, which blinds him to all but the
physical facts and factors in disease. Most medical men be-
lieve in the existence of the invisible substances that we call
molecules, but they do not seem to believe in the unseen and
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secretions. They believe that the liver depresses the mind, but

not that the mind depresses the liver.

As with our medical men, so with the laity. Most of us

act as if we believed not a whit in this underlying philosophy

of life, but as if we believed altogether in the very opposite

philosophy. We act as if we believed we were made up of

matter and not of mind; as if we ourselves were these bodies

and not the souls within them. If we have a pain in the stom-

ach, we ask ourselves what we have eaten that has disagreed

with us—we do not ask what we have thought that has dis-

agreed with us. When feverish symptoms make themselves

manifest, we say that we have taken a "cold"—not that we

have been inflamed by inward imaginations and desires. We

believe in eating and sleeping and exercising, as means toward

health—which is well; but we do not believe in any inward

experiences corresponding to this physical regimen, as of at

least equal moment in the preservation of health. "Oh, rest

in the Lord! Wait patiently on Him, and He shall give thy

heart's desire!"—this we believe in for the soul; but how few

of us believe in the hygienic potency of such an attitude of

spirit! How few of us believe that for the soul thus to rest

in the Lord is veritably to rest every tired nerve in the body,

to let down the tension of our high-strung lives, and to pro-

duce that quiet which we so much need! Opiates and ano-

dynes—these we thoroughly believe in, as means of inducing

rest, the sleep which in poetry we say the Lord "giveth His

beloved;" but how few of us put ourselves into placid slumber

by thus resting our souls in the Lord!

"I have meat to eat that ye know not of;" "Man doth
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secretions. They believe that the liver depresses the mind, but
not that the mind depresses the liver.

As with our medical men, so with the laity. Most of us

act as if we believed not a whit in this underlying philosophy
of life, but as if we believed altogether in the very opposite
philosophy. VVe act as if we believed we were made up of
matter and not of mind; as if we ourselves were these bodies
and not the souls within them. If we have a pain in the stom-

ach, we ask ourselves what we have eaten that has disagreed
with us—we do not ask what we have thought that has dis-
agreed with us. VVhen feverish symptoms make themselves
manifest, we say that we have taken a “cold”—not that we

have been inflamed by inward imaginations and desires. We
believe in eating and sleeping and exercising, as means toward
health——which is well; but we do not believe in any inward
experiences corresponding to this physical regimen, as of at
least equal moment in the preservation of health. “Oh, rest
in the Lord! Wait patiently on Him, and He shall give thy
heart’s desire!”——this we believe in for the soul; but how few
of us believe in the hygienic potency of such an attitude of
spirit! How few of us believe that for the soul thus to rest
in the Lord is veritably to rest every tired nerve in the body,
to let down the tension of our high-strung lives, and to pro-
duce that quiet which we so much need! Opiates and ano-

(lynes—these we thoroughly believe in, as means of inducing
rest, the sleep which in poetry we say the Lord “giveth His
beloved ;” but how few of us put ourselves into placid slumber
by thus resting our souls in the Lord!

“I have meat to eat that ye know not of ;" “Man doth
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well of Sychar, and his disciples went into the neighboring

village to buy him food. While they were gone he entered

into conversation with the woman of Samaria by the well-

side. In trying to help her soul, inward refreshment came to

him. In the thoughts he shared with her, his very body found

sustenance. When his disciples came back, his fatigue was

gone, his hunger was appeased, and he said—"I have meat

to eat that ye know not of." Who of us ever feeds his body

thus from his soul? Who of us believes that he can feed his

body thus from the soul? "Give us this day our daily bread"—

that is a good prayer for the soul; but for the body we believe

in the prayer only for the fresh loaves from the kitchen, not for

the fresh thoughts proceeding out of the mouth of God, on

which man liveth in his very body. And yet to receive into

our souls a great new thought, what potencies are thus freed;

what energies are thus liberated; what life-giving sustenance

is thus imparted! "Give me a great thought, that I may

refresh myself," said the noble German. Who of us prays this

prayer?

"Herein do I exercise myself to have always a conscience

void of offense toward God and toward man." How many of

us find in such exercise the means of anything more than what

we call spiritual strengthening? Who really believes that

by thus exercising his conscience he can circulate his blood,

can slough off the impurities from his system, and accomplish

what otherwise he might accomplish by a brisk walk or a good

ride? Yet, if the physical organization is the manifestation

of a spiritual substance, then the spiritual action should man-

ifest itself in the physical organization, a moral effort should

be equivalent to a physical exercise, and man should be able

to energize his body from his mind—to vitalize his physical

oreanism from his soul.
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well of Sychar, and his disciples went into the neighboring
village to buy him food. While they were gone he entered
into _conversation with the woman of Samaria by the well-
side. In trying to help her soul, inward refreshment came to
him. In the thoughts he shared with her, his very body found
sustenance. When his disciples came back, his fatigue was

gone, his hunger was appeased, and he said—“I have meat
to eat that ye know not of.” Who of us ever feeds his body
thus from his soul? Who of us believes that he can feed his
body thus from the soul? “Give us this day our dailybread”—
that is a good prayer for the soul; but for the body we believe
in theprayer only for the fresh loaves from the kitchen, not for
the fresh thoughts proceeding out of the mouth of God, on

which man liveth in his very body. And yet to receive into
our souls a great new thought, what potencies are thus freed;
what energies are thus liberated; what life-giving sustenance
is thus imparted! “Give me a great thought, that I may
refresh myself,” said the noble German. Who of us prays this
prayer?

A

“Herein do I exercise myself to have always a conscience
void of offense toward God and toward man." How many of
us find in such exercise the means of anythingmore than what
we call sp_iritual strengthening? Who really believes that
by thus exercising his conscience he can circulate his blood,
can slough off the impurities from his system, and accomplish
what otherwise he might accomplish by a brisk walk or a good
ride? Yet, if the physical organization is the manifestation
of a spiritual substance, then the spiritual action should man-

ifest itself in the physical organization, a moral effort should
be equivalent to a physical exercise, and man should be able
to energize his body from his mind——to vitalize his physical
organism from his soul.
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philosophy, it must be true that the innermost and most vital

powers of our body are mental and spiritual powers; that, in

the development and training of these mental and spiritual

powers, we are best making for the development of our phys-

ical powers—for health itself. If that philosophy be true, life

is not a mechanical process, but a mental or spiritual energy;

the body is not the creator of the mind, but the creation of the

mind. A man's physical organization is then a growth around

his inward being.

All this is, as yet, a matter of speculation, if you will. If

it be a sound speculation it must sooner or later come within

the ken of Science itself, and be capable of demonstration.

We are rapidly approaching this point, as it seems to me.

Take, for example, the remarkable experiments of Professor

Elmer Gates. Here is a genius who has been for years devot-

ing himself to scientific experiment along the line of the inter-

relationships of mind and matter. He ventures to affirm that

every cell in our body is a center of mind; that its real vitality

is mental; that it is endowed with powers of mentation; that

it is a thinking organism; that it is, in its substance, thought

itself. Each cell in our body is, then, a point of the force that

we call thought. The real force at work in our very bodies,

through these wonderful cell centers, is the force of thought.

Professor Gates shows, as the result of his long-continued sci-

entific experiments, that a man has the power of directing his

thought upon any organ or function of his body, and of per-

ceptibly affecting the action of that organ or of that function.

He claims that he can increase the temperature in the point of

his forefinger perceptibly, according to the record of the ther-

mometer, as a result of a few moments of concentrated

thought. He affirms that, by thus concentrating thought and
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philosophy,it must be true that the innermost and most vital
powers of our body are menta1’and spiritual powers; that, in
the development and training of these mental and spiritual
powers, we are best making for the development of our phys-
ical powers-—for health itself. If that philosophybe true, life
is not a mechanical process, but a mental or spiritual energy;
the body is not the creator of the mind, but the creation of the
mind. A man’s physical organization is then a growth around
his inward being.

All this is, as yet, a matter of speculation, if you will. If
it be a sound speculation it must sooner or later come within
the ken of Science itself, and be capable of demonstration.
\Ve are rapidly approaching this point, as it seems to me.

Take, for example, the remarkable experiments of Professor
Elmer Gates. Here is a genius who has been for years devot-
ing himself to scientific experiment along the line of the inter-
relationships of mind and matter. He ventures to affirm that
every cell in our body is a center of mind; that its real vitality
is mental; that it is endowed with powers of mentation; that
it is a thinkingorganism; that it is, in its substance, thought
itself. Each cell in our body is, then, a point of the force that
we call thought. The real force at work in our very bodies,
through these wonderful cell centers, is the force of thought.
Professor Gates shows, as the result of his long-continued sci-
entific experiments, that a man has the power of directing his
thought upon any organ or function of his body, and of per-
ceptibly affecting the action of that organ or of that function.
He claims that he can increase the temperature in the point of
his forefinger perceptibly, according to the record of the ther-
mometer, as a result of a few moments of concentrated
thought. He affirms that, by thus concentrating thought and
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"dirigition," or thought direction toward any part of the body

where vitalizing and healing forces may be needed. Other

interesting experiments by Professor Gates confirm his as-

tounding statement that, under the action of mental emotion,

love, hatred, fear, jealousy, etc., the secretions of the body are

so affected that the eye and tongue may recognize the changes.

The color of the secretions will be recognized by the color of

the thought, so to speak. The taste of the secretions will be

determined by the taste of the thought, as it were. All this is

but the beginning of a scientific demonstration of this ancient

and most profound philosophy of life.

As the philosophy comes to be recognized, its application

will be apparent. Already, that application is recognized by

our most intelligent physicians. They know the power of

suggestion. They habitually make use of a suggested idea,

as a therapeutic agent. They systematically arouse and direct

expectant attention, as a means of inducing a cure from with-

in—by the action of the mind. They know that the different

drugs they prescribe will have their potencies mightily reen-

forced if the patient believes in the physician, and not only

desires health but expects it. They understand well enough

the immense salubrity of a sunny and serene atmosphere in

the sick-room.

When I was a youngster I lay very ill at one time. I can

still recall the horror created in my mind by our family physi-

cian, a most desperately pessimistic man, who had not sense

enough to conceal his own anxieties when he came to my bed-

side. He would feel my pulse, look into my eyes, examine my

tongue, and then shake his head with a solemn frown and turn

away to the window, where my eye would follow him, as his

head, shaking from side to side, betokened the perturbation of

his mind over my condition. A fine way of helping me back

to health!
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“dirigition,” or thought direction toward any part of the body
where vitalizing and healing forces may be needed. Other
interesting experiments by Professor Gates confirm his as-

tounding statement that, under the action of mental emotion,
love, hatred, fear, jealousy, etc., the secretions of the body are

so aflfected that the eye and tongue may recognize the changes.
The color of the secretions will be recognized by the color of
the thought, so to speak. The taste of the secretions will be
determined by the taste of the thought, as it were. All this is
but the beginning of a scientific demonstration of this ancient
and most profound philosophyof life.

As the philosophy comes to be recognized, its application
will be apparent. Already, that application is recognized by
our most intelligent physicians. They know the power of
suggestion. They habitually make use of a suggested idea,
as a therapeutic agent. They systematically arouse and direct
expectant attention, as a means of inducing a cure from with-
in—by the action of the mind. They know that the different
drugs they prescribe will have their potencies mightily reen-

forced if the patient believes in the physician, and not only
desires health but expects it. They understand well enough
the immense salubrity of a sunny and serene atmosphere in
the sick-room.

When I was a youngster I lay very ill at one time. I can

still recall the horror created in my mind by our familyphysi-
cian, a most desperately pessimistic man, who had not sense

enough to conceal his own anxieties when he came to my bed-
side. He would feel my pulse, look into my eyes, examine my
tongue, and then shake his head with a solemn frown and turn

away to the window, where my eye would follow him. as his
head, shaking from side to side, betokened the perturbation of
his mind over my condition. A fine way of helping me back
‘to h th!
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with a pleasant smile, and has always something cheery and

hopeful to say. He manages to inspire confidence in himself

and assurance in his patients concerning themselves, and leaves

us feeling the better for his being with us. He carries part

at least of his pharmacopoeia in his own personality. He not

only writes prescriptions—he makes them. He may leave his

pellets or his powders behind him—he has already injected

his thought, and it is the thought that vitalizes his pre-

scriptions.

According to the adage, a man is his own physician or a

fool at forty. Most of us, then, are fools. Yet each one ought

to be his own physician by forty; ought to have so far learned

what he is himself as to be able to regulate not merely the ex-

ternal conditions of his body but also the internal conditions

of his mind. And, if we believed in our own philosophy, we

should be thus regulating our internal mental conditions, and

thus regulating our external physical conditions. For one

thing, if we were not fools still, we would cease our habitual

mental preoccupation with sickness. Talk is not idle. It is a

mighty potency. Talk is the expression of thought. A word

is the manifestation of a thought. Each word is a logos—a

thought in manifestation or in action. According, then, to

our habitual talk will be our habitual thought; and according

to our habitual thought will we be ourselves. If we persist

in constantly talking about sickness, how should we be other-

wise than possessed with the idea of sickness, the thought of

disease? So talking, we must be constantly overshadowed

by the haunting presence of infirmity and suffering. We com-

municate the contagion of fear, and poison one another with

our morbid imaginations. We thus seek to create an atmos-
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with a pleasant smile, and has always something cheery and
hopeful to say. He manages to inspire confidence in himself
and assurance in his patients concerning themselves, and leaves
us feeling the better for his being with us. He carries part
at least of his pharmacopoeia in his own personality. He not

only writes prescriptions-—he makes them. He may leave his
pellets or his powders behind him—he has already injected
his thought, and it is the thought that vitalizes his pre-
scriptions.

According to the adage. a man is his own physician or a

fool at forty. Most of us, then. are fools. Yet each one ought
to be his own physician by forty; ought to have so far learned
what he is himself as to be able to regulate not merely the ex-

temal conditions of his body but also the internal conditions
of his mind. And, if we believed in our own philosophy,we

should be thus regulating our internal mental conditions, and
thus regulating our external physical conditions. For one

thing, if we were not fools still, we would cease our habitual
mental preoccupation with sickness. Talk is not idle. It is a

mighty potency. Talk is the expression of thought. A word
is the manifestation of a thought. Each word is a logos—a
thought in manifestation or in action. According, then, to
our habitual talk will be our habitual thought; and according
to our habitual thought will we be ourselves. If we persist
in constantly talking about sickness, how should we be other-
wise than possessed with the idea of sickness, the thought of
disease? So talking, we must be constantly overshadowed
by the hauntingpresence of infirmity and suffering. We com-

municate the contagion of fear, and poison one another with
our morbid imaginations. We thus seek to create an atmos-
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there be among our dear Tabbies without a mutual comparison

of ailments?

Have you ever spent a month in a sanitarium? A sanita-

rium is a euphemistic term for an insane asylum. It is a col-

lection of men and women—suffering, or supposedly suffer-

ing, from all sorts of ailments—who come together to get

healed. Whatever the physical benefits of the dietary and

general hygienic regimen may be, they are largely neutralized

by the mental environment, the mental atmosphere created

by these hosts of people preoccupied with the thought of sick-

ness and suffering. I remember, once, in a concert in such a

sanitarium, a sudden pause in the music. There was no pause,

however, in sound; for the room was instantly filled with the

hum and murmur of the conversation of the guests—the fash-

ionable way of showing appreciation of music; from all quar-

ters of the room arising such words as "rheumatism," "in-

fluenza," "nervous prostration," etc. The good folk had been

busy comparing notes concerning their symptoms while the

music was going on. A beautiful way, this, to gain health!

A dear friend of mine who has just passed to the larger

life disused the form of asking, on entering our house—"I

hope you are well to-day," and substituted for it a far more

rational salutation—"I hope you are good to-day." If we

were only good we should be much more likely to be well.

Plainly, if our philosophy of life be sound, the first and

best way to create health is to cherish thoughts of health; to

fill our minds with the ideas of health. Every thought is cre-

ative; every idea is an energy tending to materialize itself.

Each image is an action of the imaging faculty wherein is the
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there be among our dear Tabbieswithout a mutual comparison
of ailments?

Have you ever spent a month in a sanitarium? A sanita-
rium is a euphemistic term for an insane asylum. It is a col-
lection of men and women--suffering, or supposedly suffer-
ing, from all sorts of ailments——who come together to get
healed. Whatever the physical benefits of the dietary and
general hygienic regimen may be, they are largely neutralized
by the mental enviromnent, the mental atmosphere created
by these hosts of people preoccupied with the thought of sick-
ness and suffering. I remember, once, in a concert in such a

sanitarium, a sudden pause in the music. There was no pause,
however, in sound; for the room was instantly filled with the
hum and murmur of the conversation of the guests—-the fash-
ionable way of showing appreciation of music; from all quar-
ters of the room arising such words as “rheumatism,” “in-.
fluenza,” “nervous prostration,” etc. The good folk had been
busy comparing notes concerning their symptoms while the
music was going on. A beautiful way, this, to gain health!

A dear friend of mine who has just passed to the larger
life disused the form of asking, on entering our house—“I
hope you are well to-day,” and substituted for it a far more

rational salutation—“I hope you are good to-day." If we

were only good we should be much more likely to be well.
Plainly, if our philosophy of life be sound, the first and

best way to create health is to cherish thoughts of health; to
fill our minds with the ideas of health. Every thought is cre-

ative; every idea is an energyitending to materialize itself.
Each image is an action of the imaging faculty wherein is the
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lieved that the way to make one what he ought to be, in any

respect, was to make him believe that he was just that.

So to cherish, habitually and systematically, thoughts of

goodness must tend to the creation of health. Disease must

be disorder, lack of harmony, a condition other than the

divine, beautiful order. And the divine order is at heart an

order in mind.

Sweet and kindly and loving thoughts must make for the

harmony even of the body itself. Sour, unkind, and hateful

thoughts must disorder the secretions and poison the blood

and disarrange the vibrations of our bodies. It cannot be

otherwise. Mental serenity must produce physical calmness.

Moral pureness must work toward physical cleanness. To be

right, then, in the soul must be the first condition of being right

in the body. There must be therapeutic potencies in spiritual

thoughts and emotions. If God, the Eternal and Infinitely

Good Being, is the heart of the creation, then the inner spring

of all its forces must be moral and spiritual energies. As with

the Universe, so with the human body and mind. If a man

can make himself habitually right in his thought and desire,

right in his will and purpose, he must become right in the

tissues built up out of the mind's action.

"Seek ye first the Kingdom of God, even his Tightness, and

all other things—matters of health as well as of character—

will be added thereto."

(To be continued.)

Eternal self-communion is our destiny. Shall it be com-

munion with selves that we must abhor or despise, or with selves

into which we can look with gratitude and gladness?—A. P.
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lieved that the way to make one what he ought to be, in any
respect, was to make him believe that he was just that.

So to cherish, habitually and systematically, thoughts of
goodness must tend to the creation of health. Disease must

be disorder, lack of harmony, a condition other than the
divine, beautiful order. And the divine order is at heart an

order in mind.
Sweet and kindly and loving thoughts must make for the

harmony even of the body itself. Sour, unkind, and hateful
thoughts must disorder the secretions and poison the blood
and disarrange the vibrations of our bodies. It cannot be
otherwise. Mental serenity must produce physical calmness.
Moral pureness must work toward physical cleanness. To be
right, then, in the soul must be the first condition of being right
in the body. There must be therapeutic potencies in spiritual
thoughts and emotions. If God, the Eternal and Infinitely
Good Being, is the heart of the creation, then the inner spring
of all its forces must be moral and spiritual energies. As with
the Universe, so with the human body and mind. If a man

can make himself habitually right in his thought and desire,
right in his will and purpose, he must become right in the
tissues built up out of the mind’s action.

“Seek ye first the Kingdom of God, even his rightness, and
all other things—matters of health as well as of character—
will be added thereto.”

( To be continued.)
0000-O-0-00!-OHIO-OI

ETERNAL self-communion is our destiny. Shall it be com-

munion with selves that we must abhor or despise, or with selves
into which we can look with gratitude and gladness?—A. P.
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INFLUENCE OF SEX ON DEVELOPMENT.

BY ELIZA BURT GAMBLE.

A study of the evolutionary processes in Nature reveals

the fact that nowhere throughout the history of life on the

earth is there observed so much confusion—or, perhaps I

should say, such a degree of inharmonious relations—as

among mankind; and nowhere has the principle of retrogres-

sion been so persistent as among the human species. Espe-

cially is this seen to be true during the later ages of man's

existence on the earth, or during the time in which he has been

pleased to call himself civilized.

If harmony is the law of the universe, and progress the

natural result of the proper adjustment of existing forces;

and if, in these later times, it is perceived that disorder reigns

where only harmony should prevail—we may be assured that

some fundamental principle underlying human development

has been ignored, and that the confusion observed in human

affairs is the legitimate penalty for disobedience to Nature's

laws.

The two universal facts or forces working throughout Na-

ture are the sex principles—male and female. Each of these

forces has its definite functions and duties to perform, and

neither may trespass upon the legitimate domain of the other

without destroying the harmony of their mutual relations.

What these duties and functions are may be understood only

after a thoroncrh and imnartial invpsticration of all the obtain-
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INFLUENCE OF SEX ON DEVELOPMENT.

BY ELIZA BURT GAMBLE.

A study of the evolutionary processes in Nature reveals
the fact that nowhere throughout the history of life on the
earth is there observed so much confusion——or, perhaps I
should say, such a degree of inharmonious relations-—as
among mankind; and nowhere has the principle of retrogres—
sion been so persistent as among the human species. Espe-
cially is this seen to be true during the later ages of man's
existence on the earth, or during the time in which he has been
pleased to call himself civilized.

If harmony is the law of the universe, and progress the
natural result of the proper adjustment of existing forces:
and if, in these later times, it is perceived that disorder reigns
where only harmony should prevail—we may be assured that
some fundamental principle underlying human development
has been ignored, and that the confusion observed in human
affairs is the legitimate penalty for disobedience to Nature's
laws.

The two universal facts or forces working throughout Na-
ture are the sex principles—male and female. Each of these
forces has its definite functions and duties to perform, and
neither may trespass upon the legitimate domain of the other
without destroying the harmony of their mutual relations.
What these duties and functions are may be understood only
after a thnrnmrh and imnartinl invesfiaatinn of all the obtain-
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As in the infancy of the race these two divergent and seem-

ingly opposing forces became the directing and controlling

agencies in human affairs, and as the ratio of progress has ever

l>een accelerated or retarded through the proper or improper

adjustment of these forces, it becomes the duty not alone of

the biologist but of the sociologist as well, and all those who

in these later times feel called upon to write or speak on sex

endowment, the relations of the sexes, and the influence that

each should exert on human affairs, to study the present as-

pect of society in the light of the recently developed facts rel-

ative to this subject. Indeed, any attempt to explain the

proper sphere of women or men, and the relations that each

should sustain to the other, which does not take into account

the fundamental bias given to the two lines of sex demarca-

tion, and which fails to note the effect upon subsequent devel-

opment of the characters indelibly stamped upon each at the

time of that early division of labor indicated by the separation

of the two sex principles, is as useless as to attempt to study

the heavens without a telescope or to circumnavigate the

globe without chart or compass. Dogmatism in science is

even more offensive than dogmatism in religion.

An investigation of the characters acquired by the sexes

during the primitive stages of their independent career serves

to show the bias given to each at the time this early division

of labor was effected, and reveals something more than a hint

of the part each was destined to play in the subsequent devel-

opment of life on the earth. It is observed that the earliest

characters acquired by the male are indicative of individual

gratification, and that his entire onward course is marked by

the further acquirement of organs and powers that tend to

aid him in securing individual benefits, or a certain advantage
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As in the infancy of the race these two divergent and seem-

ingly opposing forces became the directing and controlling
agencies in human affairs, and as the ratio of progress has ever

been accelerated or retarded through the proper or improper
adjustment of these forces, it becomes the duty not alone of
the biologist but of the sociologist as well, and all those who
in these later times feel called upon to write or speak on sex

endowment, the relations of the sexes, and the influence that
each should exert on human affairs, to study the present as-

pect of society in the light of the recently developed facts rel-
ative to this subject. Indeed, any attempt to explain the
proper sphere of women or men, and the relations that each
should sustain to the other, which does not take into account
the fundamental bias given to the two lines of sex demarca-
tion, and which fails to note the effect upon subsequent devel-
opment of the characters indelibly stamped upon each at the
time of that early division of labor indicated by the separation
of the two sex principles, is as useless as to attempt to study
the heavens without a telescope or to circumnavigate the
globe without chart or compass. Dogmatism in science is
even more offensive than dogmatism in religion.

An investigation of the characters acquired by the sexes

during the primitive stages of their independent career serves

to show the bias given to each at the time this early division
of labor was effected, and reveals somethingmore than a hint
of the part each was destined to play in the subsequent devel-
opment of life on the earth. It is observed that the earliest
characters acquired by the male are indicative of individual
gratification, and that his entire onward course is marked by
the further acquirement of organs and powers that tend to
aid him in securing individual benefits, or a certain advantage
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personal advantage. That quality within the male of the lower

orders of creation which impels its possessor to fight for the

favor of the female until overcome by exhaustion and loss of

blood, and which succumbs only to the superior strength and

courage of his antagonist, manifests itself in man, in an inor-

dinate love of dominion, a thirst for wealth and power, and a

desire to bring all other forces under the control of his own

will. From this unchecked tendency have risen monarchy,

aristocracy, slavery, the subjection of women, and all the in-

equalities which at the present time are observed among men.

While the development of the male is marked by a desire

for self-gratification, or individual gain, it is observed that

that of the female has taken an entirely different course; in

other words, her earliest acquired organs and their functions

involve the welfare of individuals outside of self. As male

passion may be regarded as the original source of material

advancement, so maternal affection is seen to be the root of all

the higher faculties. Maternal affection, which involves a feel-

ing of interest for others outside of self, is the bond that united

early groups. The social instincts could have found no ex-

pression in the inherent selfishness of primitive man. With-

out some binding, cohesive force, organized society would

have been impossible; and without organized society progress

would have been unattainable. Maternal affection, or sym-

pathy, not only led to an association of interests, but it is seen

to be the legitimate root of all our later ideas of justice and

duty; and our present Utopian dream of the brotherhood of

man and the unity of the human race is but an extension of

this early acquired character of the female.

No one who reviews the facts connected with the develop-
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personal advantage. That quality within the male of the lower
orders of creation which impels its possessor to fight for the
favor of the female until overcome by exhaustion and loss of
blood, and which succumbs only to the superior strength and
courage of his antagonist, manifests itself in man, in an inor-
dinate love of dominion, a thirst for wealth and power, and a

desire to bring all other forces under the control of his own

will. From this unchecked tendency have risen monarchy,
aristocracy, slavery, the subjection of women, and all the in-
equalities which at the present time are observed among men.

While the development of the male is marked by a desire
for self-gratification, or individual gain, it is observed that
that of the female has taken an entirely different course; in
other words, her earliest acquired organs and their functions
involve the welfare of individuals outside of self. As male
passion may be regarded as the original source of material
advancement, so maternal affection is seen to be the root of all
the higher faculties. Maternal afiection, which involves a feel-
ing of interest for others outside of self, is the bond that united
early groups. The social instincts could have found no ex-

pression in the inherent selfishness of primitive man. With-
out some binding, cohesive force, organized society would
have been impossible; and without organized society progress
would have been unattainable. Maternal affection, or sym-
pathy,not only led to an association of interests, but it is seen

to be the legitimate root of all our later ideas of justice and
duty; and our present Utopian dream of the brotherhood of
man and the unity of the human race is but an extension of
thisearly acquired character of the female.

No one who reviews the facts connected with the develop-
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human society, become seriously out of balance—that the spe-

cial characters of the male have been abnormally developed,

while those of the female, which are equally important, have

been repressed and distorted or forced into unnatural chan-

nels. Man has not only subdued the elements and the lower

orders of creation: he has subdued woman also, and has

therefore cut himself loose from the very source whence pro-

ceeds his higher development. The male of the human species

having overleaped the bounds of his legitimate domain, his

functions have become disruptive and injurious to the highest

interests of the race. Thus the law of harmony that is seen

to operate throughout Nature has been disturbed, or tempo-

rarily thwarted, the result being that confusion and disorder

reign in every department of human life.

As, during the so-called historic period, human activity has

been largely the result of forces operated and controlled by

man, the prevailing opinion has been, and to a considerable

extent still is, that male power has always been in the ascend-

ency over female influence, and, therefore, that such progress

as is observed is the direct result of the innate forces or char-

acters developed in the male constitution. In other words, it

is believed that the stage of human society that we call civili-

zation is an outgrowth of masculine energy stimulated by mas-

culine desire and directed by masculine will, and that the

female, "whose organism represents a lower grade of devel-

opment in the embryo," has remained supplemental—a docile

though necessary appendage to her more richly endowed male

mate. The position of scientists upon this point may be

summed up in the assumption of Mr. Darwin that woman is

an undeveloped man, and in that of Mr. Spencer that her

development has been arrested by her functions.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

98 MIND.

human society, become seriously out of ba1ance——that the spe-
cial characters of the male have been abnormally developed,
while those of the female, which are equally important, have
been repressed and distorted or forced into unnatural chan-
nels. Man has not only subdued the elements and the lower
orders of creation: he has subdued woman also, and has
therefore cut himself loose from the very source whence pro-
ceeds his higher development. The male of the human species
having overleaped the bounds of his legitimate domain, his
functions have become disruptive and injurious to the highest
interests of the race. Thus the law of harmony that is seen

to operate throughout Nature has been disturbed, or tempo-
rarily thwarted, the result being that confusion and disorder
reign in every department of human life.

As, during the so-called historic period, human activity has
been largely the result of forces operated and controlled by
man, the prevailing opinion has been, and to a considerable
extent still is, that male power has always been in the ascend-
ency over female influence, and, therefore, that such progress
as is observed is the direct result of the innate forces or char-
acters developed in the male constitution. In other words, it
is believed that the stage of human society that we call civili-
zation is an outgrowthof masculine energy stimulated by mas-

culine desire and directed by masculine will, and that the
female, “whose organism represents a lower grade of devel-
opment in the embryo,” has remained supplemental—a docile
though necessary appendage to her more richly endowed male
mate. The position of scientists upon this point may be
summed up in the assumption of Mr. Darwin that woman is
an undeveloped man, and in that of Mr. Spencer that her
develo ment has been arrested by her functions.
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position. As her organism is more complex, the female has

attained a higher degree of differentiation; and, as the degree

of differentiation reached by a structure indicates its stage of

development, her functions are more important, and must,

therefore, involve greater responsibility and higher aims. An-

other fact stated by scientists that proves the importance of

the female is that her organism is freer from variations and

reversions to lower types. Highly specialized structures are

not variable.

A little observation shows that among the lower orders of

life the female will is not subjected to that of the male; and

it is now known that for thousands, perhaps for millions, of

years of human existence the natural functions of women were

not controlled by men.

Perhaps no branch of prehistoric research is more interest-

ing than that which deals with the changes that occurred in

the family, in society, and in religion, as a result of the steadily

increasing importance of the male. This change in the rela-

tive positions of the sexes—a change that lies far back in the

annals of the past—is significant^ for the reason that by it

human society was transferred from those natural conditions

under which egoism, or the maintenance of selfish Interests as

opposed to the general good, became the rule of life and the

sole stimulus to human exertion.

That this change involved periods of long duration is quite

evident. At present there are many facts tending to prove that

during a certain stage of human development the subject of

the sex relations, which in an earlier age had been settled by

Nature and ronsenupntlv without controversy, had come to
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position. As her organism is more complex, the female has
attained a higher degree of differentiation; and, as the degree
of differentiation reached by a structure indicates its stage of
development, her functions are more important, and must,
therefore, involve greater responsibilityand higher aims. An-
other fact stated by scientists that proves the importance of
the female is that her organism is freer from variations and
reversions to lower types. Highly specialized structures are

not variable.
A little observation shows that among the lower orders of

life the female will is not subjected to that of the male; and
it is now known that for thousands, perhaps for millions, of
years of human existence the natural functions of women were

not controlled by men.

Perhaps no branch of prehistoric research is more interest-
ing than that which deals with the changes that occurred in
the family,in society, and in religion, as a result of the steadily
increasing importance of the male. This change in the rela-
tive positions of the sexes-——a change that lies far back in the
annals of the past—is significant, for the reason that by it
human society was transferred from those natural conditions
under which egoism, or the maintenance of selfish interests as

opposed to the general good, became the rule of life and the
sole stimulus to human exertion.

That this change involved periods of long duration is quite
evident. At present there are many facts tending to prove that
during a certain stage of human development the subject of
the sex relations, which in an earlier age had been settled by
Nature. and consennentlv without controversv- had come to
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the altogether probable fact that through the capture of women

for wives, which in time led to the seizure of the public lands

by individuals, and the subsequent amassing of wealth through

spoliation and conquest, the ancient order was finally over-

thrown, since which time the growth of society has proceeded

along those lines suggested by the instincts and habits of

thought peculiar to the male constitution.

A comprehensive study of the facts connected with the

development of human life shows that it does not present an

uninterrupted line of progress; that, although when viewed as a

whole it is seen to tend upward, its course sometimes leads in-

to by-paths which for long periods delay the onward move-

ment—paths along which certain minor advantages appear,

but which in the main tend toward atavism or degeneration.

There is danger in our own time that the course which during

a certain stage of human existence seemed necessary in order

to secure certain material advantages should be mistaken for

the legitimate pathway of progress, and that, viewing our-

selves and our own achievements by the light only of a mate-

rial and sensualized age, we should fail to observe that man, at

the present time, through the overstimulation of his lower

nature caused by the enforced subjection of woman, is

already pursuing a downward course—a course that tends to-

ward physical and moral degeneration.

Women have had no natural development. Just what

effect will be produced in human society when they are per-

mitted to evolve in accordance with the laws governing their

own being, we may not know; but from the foregoing facts

it is plain that we need not fear to trust Nature in the manage-

ment of this important matter.
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the altogether probable fact that through the capture of women

for wives, which in time led to the seizure of the public lands

_

by individuals, and the subsequent amassing of wealth through
spoliation and conquest, the ancient order was finally over-

thrown, since which time the growth of society has proceeded
along those lines suggested by the instincts and habits of
thought peculiar to the male constitution.

A comprehensive study of the facts connected with the
development of human life shows that it does not present an

uninterrupted line of progress; that,although when viewed as a

whole it is seen to tend upward, its course sometimes leads in-
to by-paths which for long periods delay the onward move-

ment—paths along which certain minor advantages appear,
but which in the main tend toward atavism or degeneration.
There is danger in our own time that the course which during
a certain stage of human existence seemed necessary in order
to secure certain material advantages should be mistaken for
the legitimate pathway of progress, and that, viewing our-

selves and our own achievementsby the light only of a mate-
rial and sensualized age, we should fail to observe that man, at
the present time, through the overstimulation of his lower
nature caused by the enforced subjection of woman, is
already pursuing a downward course—a course that tends to-
ward physical and moral degeneration.

Women have had no natural development. Just what
effect will be produced in human society when they are per-
mitted to evolve in accordance with the laws governing their
own being, we may not know; but from the foregoing facts
it is plain that we need not fear to trust Nature in the manage-
ment of this important matter.
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that by it humanity may be saved from the dangers that

threaten it. In truth, may we not already "feel the inner

struggle, which means the ultimate transformation of the

world from social chaos to peace, harmony, and true growth

along the lines of least resistance?"

There is a reason for the power of literature on the sick-bed

in leading men to forget their pain and live in another world than

that which seems to surround them. Medicine cannot effect this.

We administer drugs faithfully, but the patient groans and tosses

the night long. Even the most sympathetic nurse too often finds

all power of soothing useless. Every conscious moment brings

up images of misery and of dread. What is needed is that the

patient should be taken out of the actual into an ideal world where

his imagination may be stirred and roused into a new relationship

with his surroundings. The great writer is a really good phy-

sician, a physician of the body and the mind. Little did Shakes-

peare or Scott or Dickens dream of the diffused power that would

radiate from their works and lighten up the mind of countless

sufferers. A chapter from "Pickwick" is as good as a tonic—better

than most tonics, because we know and see all its constituent

elements. A play of Shakespeare's is a deep draught of purifying

and healing drink, of more value than that in the bottle by the bed-

side. The Nature-poetry of Wordsworth sinks insensibly into

the soul with its healing and blessing agency. And the hidden

but sure sources of spiritual power dominate the body and reach

out into all its ducts and veins, and if they do not cure they help

us to bear our bodily infirmity.—London Spectator.

The weariness and sadness of life come from persistently clos-

ing our eyes to its greatness. There is no life so poor as that

which through too close a grasp of visible things has lost all con-

scious hold upon unseen realities. Lifted into the atmosphere of
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that by it humanity may be saved from the dangers that
threaten it. In truth. may we not already “feel the inner
struggle, which means the ultimate transformation of the
world from social chaos to peace, harmony, and true growth
along the lines of least resistance?”

 

THERE is a reason for the power of literature on the sick-bed
in leading men to forget their pain and live in another world than
that which seems to surround them. Medicine cannot effect this.
We administer drugs faithfully,but the patient groans and tosses
the night long. Even the most sympathetic nurse too often finds
all power of soothing useless. Every conscious moment brings
up images of misery and of dread. What is needed is that the
patient should be taken out of the actual into an ideal world where
his imaginationmay be stirred and roused into a new relationship
with his surroundings. The great writer is a really good phy-
sician, a physician of the body and the mind. Little did Shakes-
peare or Scott or Dickens dream of the diffused power that would
radiate from their works and lighten up the mind of countless
sufferers. A chapter from “Pickwick” is as good as a tonic—better
than most tonics, because we know and see all its constituent
elements. Aplay of Shakespeare’s is a deep draught of purifying
and healing drink, of more value than that in the bottle by the bed-
side. The Nature-poetry of Wordsworth sinks insensibly into
the soul with its healing and blessing agency. And the hidden
but sure sources of spiritual power dominate the body and reach
out into all its ducts and veins, and if they do not cure they help
us to bear our bodily infirmity.—-LondonSpectator.
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ing our eyes to its greatness. There is no life so poor as that
which through too close a grasp of visible things has lost all con-
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THE UNITY OF LIFE.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

In our study of the Science of Life, we should always bear

in mind that the universe is governed by law, in each and every

part. Nothing is exempt from the operation of law—from the

atom to the sun.

When we make a careful study of law in relation to man,

we find that it is founded on love, because whenever we con-

form to the law of love every result is good—it benefits and

helps us in every way, far beyond our anticipations; but when

we act in opposition to it we get results that are not beneficial.

The one who obeys the law is blessed; the one who does not

obey is not blessed.

Put two healthy plants of the same species in boxes filled

with earth; place them in the sunlight, and water one of the

plants while allowing the other to go without water. In a

number of days you will find one plant all shriveled up by the

sun and the other growing luxuriantly. The difference in their

condition is due to the relation of the plants to the sun. One is

benefited by the heat and light; the other through lack of care

on your part has its form destroyed. The power that gives life

to the plant can also destroy it, and so we may receive vitality

from the omnipotent Source of all life and yet not receive the

fulness that is our due because of wrong relations to that

Source. Our life is like that of the withered plant—in a con-
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THE UNITY OF LIFE.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

In our study of the Science of Life, we should always bear
in mind that the universe is governed by law, in each and every
part. Nothing is exempt from the operation of law—from the
atom to the sun.

When we make a careful study of law in relation to man.

we find that it is founded on love, because whenever we con-

form to the law of love every result is good—it benefits and
helps us in every way, far beyond our anticipations; but when
we act in opposition to it we get results that are not beneficial.
The one who obeys the law is blessed; the one who does not

obey is not blessed.
Put two healthy plants of the same species in boxes filled

with earth; place them in the sunlight, and water one of the
plants while allowing the other to go without water. In a

number of days you will find one plant all shriveled up by the
sun and the other growing luxuriantly. The difference in their
condition is due to the relation of the plants to the sun. One is
benefited by the heat and light; the other through lack of care

on your part has its form destroyed. The power that gives life
to the plant can also destroy it, and so we may receive vitality
from the omnipotent Source of all life and yet not receive the
fulness that is our due because of wrong relations to that
Source. Our life is like that of the withered plant—in a con-

rlitinn nnt in arrnrrl with Nature \K/hpn we are in lmrmnnv
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fact that we have something to do—to get all the knowledge

of true living that we can, and then to make proper use of it.

We are far from wise when we seek knowledge merely for its

own sake; but we show wisdom when we seek knowledge in

order that we may use it. It is required of us that we relate

ourselves to the world about us in the right way. How are we

related to it? How are we related to God and to our fellow-

man? These are some of the great questions of life.

Let us first consider our relation to God. The soul is dif-

ferentiated spirit; that is, each soul contains within itself a

picture (or image) of the great Universal Soul. All divine

possibilities and all qualities are in the soul—the God-love, the

God-life, the God-power. The Universal Soul is the all-com-

prehensive Soul. Everything that is in God enters into the

human soul; thus does God seek expression through the life of

man. When we give expression to the God-like qualities

within us, the individual soul comes into conscious relation-

ship with the Universal Soul, and we begin to realize that the

soul is at one with God—one in faith, one in purpose, and one

in love. We only begin to live as we realize our soul-life; then

we begin to see the unity of life in the world about us. We

see that everything is related to everything else and that we

ourselves are related to every part—that there is no separation

between our own lives and the lives of others. Our neighbor

is ourself. We are members one of another. Only as each

individual sees his relation to the great Whole does he become

thoroughly helpful.

We can see, therefore, how much depends upon the way

in which we relate ourselves to mankind. In doing for others

we do for God and for ourselves. If this view of life were

more widely taken, all dissensions and all "hard feelings," all

bitter and unkind words, would pass away, and we should no
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fact that we have something to do—to get all the knowledge
of true living that we can, and then to make proper use of it.
We are far from wise when we seek knowledge merely for its
own sake; but we show wisdom when we seek knowledge in
order that we may use it. It is required of us that we relate
ourselves to the world about us in the right way. How are we

related to it? How are we related to God and to our fellow-
man? These are some of the great questions of life.

Let us first consider our relation to God. The soul is dif-
ferentiated spirit; that is, each soul contains within itself a

picture (or image) of the great Universal Soul. All divine
possibilitiesand all qualities are in the soul—the God-love, the
God-life, the God-power. The Universal Soul is the all-com-
prehensive Soul. Everything that is in God enters into the
human soul; thus does God seek expression through the life of
man. When we give expression to the God-like qualities
within us, the individual soul comes into conscious relation-
ship with the Universal Soul, and we begin to realize that the
soul is at one with God——one in faith, one in purpose, and one

in love. We only begin to live as we realize our soul-life; then
we begin to see the unity of life in the world about us. We
see that everything is related to everything else and that we

ourselves are related to every part—that there is no separation
between our own lives and the lives of others. Our neighbor
is ourself. We are members one of another. Only as each
individual sees his relation to the great Whole does he become
thoroughly helpful. '

\Ve can see, therefore, how much depends upon the way
in which we relate ourselves to mankind. In doing for others
we do for God and for ourselves. If this view of life were

more Widely taken, all dissensions and all “hard feelings," all
bitter and un ind words. would Dass away. and We Should 110
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care and thought. We should do the same with our fellow-

men. Instead of finding fault with those who injure us, we

should reflect that anger, strife, and discord are unreal things;

that they appear only on the surface of life; that they never

enter the soul of man. The real self does not express these

conditions; they are images that we picture in our minds be-

cause we believe in the separateness of God and man. When

we realize that we are not separate, but all one, we shall not

think anything of the unkind word or deed, because we know

it proceeds from unreality and will pass away as we express

more and more of God's own image and likeness.

If we take this view of life, we shall find that the little

things that have disturbed us in the past will have no power

over us in any way. We shall keep on doing good, whatever

other people may do. The Christ law is that we should do

good to others, and we can only do that when we recognize

the oneness and unity of life. When we look at the individual

life as separate or detached, we see a great many things that

seem to be wrong in the outer world. In one sense they are

wrong, but sometimes through wrong-doing we learn how to

do right. We learn the law of God through the results that

follow its infraction. We know the truth by that which con-

tradicts it. Much time is wasted in lamenting the evil con-

dition of the world, but the world is not made better by such

lamentation. A thought that is not productive of good is idle,

and the sooner one gets rid of it the better. The true way to

help the world is to let one's light so shine that others may see

and learn.

As we try to bring our lives into harmony with eternal

law, we often find that we have formed bad habits; and when

we try to get rid of them it seems almost impossible, and we

wonder why this is. It is because we are related to the rest of

n m1t< *-» y-1 'I -li i c «i luir s-\ f n^/i'n/'/i /-\<t W/tiAm lira £ Ai'tn fat-
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care and thought. VVe should do the same with our fellow-
men. Instead of finding fault with those who injure us, we

should reflect that anger, strife, and discord are unreal things;
that they appear only on the surface of life; that they never

enter the soul of man. The real self does not express these
conditions; they are images that we picture in our minds be-
cause we believe in the separateness of God and man. When
we realize that we are not separate, but all one, we shall not

thinkanythingof the unkind word or deed, because we know
it proceeds from unreality and will pass away as we express
more and more of God's own image and likeness.

If we take this view of life, we shall find that _the little
things that have disturbed us in the past will have no power
over us in any way. VVe shall keep on doing good, whatever
other people may do. The Christ law is that we should do

good to others, and we can only do that when we recognize
the oneness and unity of life. VS/hen we look at the individual
life as separate or detached, we see a great many things that
seem to be wrong in the outer world. In one sense they are

wrong, but sometimes through wrong—doing we learn how to

do right. We learn the law of God through the results that
follow its infraction. We know the truth by that which con-

tradicts it. Much time is wasted in lamenting the evil con-

dition of the world. but the world is not made better by such
lamentation. A thought that is not productive of good is idle,
and the sooner one gets rid of it the better. The true way to

help the world is to let one’s light so shine that others may see

and learn.
As we try to bring our lives into harmony with eternal

law, we often find that we have formed bad habits; and when
we try to get rid of them it seems almost impossible, and we

wonder why this is. It is because we are related to the rest of
canal’. 7‘
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The Unity of Life.

thought related ourselves to all people thinking and doing the

things that have occupied our attention. Those others are our

real relatives. Suppose it has been our habit to take exception

to people who differ with us—suppose it has been our custom

to find fault with people who we thought were not doing right;

—through this critical habit all the fault-finding people of the

world have become related to us, and the effect of this rela-

tionship is that if we try to give up fault-finding there is an

impulse that leads us to continue to criticize others. That im-

pulse is the power of other minds, related to us, acting upon

our own. Until we break off that relationship and establish

a new one, the result will be the same. If we form a habit of

thinking kindly and saying kind words, in a short time we be-

come mentally related to all kindly-natured people in the world,

and it becomes much easier to say a kind word and do a kind

deed than the reverse. This is because we have all the force

of loving thoughts pouring into our lives.

To be well and strong, let us take this thought: "It is right

that I should be well and strong. God is the Source of my

life; in Him I live and move and have my being. I have no

life apart from God; He is my strength and my help, and every-

thing is mine because it is God's." By letting the mind dwell

on this and similar thoughts, little by little we establish a re-

lationship with all healthy minds, and all our thoughts become

filled with health (harmony). A mind is only sane as it sees

and knows that "all is of God that is or is to be, and God is

good." By viewing life in this way we become related to all

this order of thought; it keeps pouring in upon us, and we be-

come strong and vigorous and express health and poise. We

see the brightness of life, the joy of living, and the joy of

being in the world and doing good.
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The Unity of Life. 105

thought related ourselves to all people thinkingand doing the
things that have occupied our attention. Those others are our

real relatives. Suppose it has been our habit to take exception
to people who difier with us—suppose it has been our custom

to find fault withpeople who we thought were not doing right;
——through this critical habit all the fault—findingpeople of the
world have become related to us, and the effect of this rela-
tionship is that if we try to give up fault-finding there is an

impulse that leads us to continue to criticize others. That im-
pulse is the power of other minds, related to us, acting upon
our own. Until we break off that relationship and establish
a new one, the result will be the same. If we form a habit of
thinkingkindly and saying kind words, in a short time we be-
come mentally related to all kindly-naturedpeople in the world,
and it becomes much easier to say a kind word and do a kind
deed than the reverse. This is because we have all the force
of loving thoughts pouring into our lives.

To be well and strong, let us take this thought: “It is right
that I should be well and strong. God is the Source of my
life; in Him I live and move and have my being. I have no

life apart from God; He is my strengthand my help, and every-
thing is mine because it is God’s.” By letting the mind dwell
on this and similar thoughts, little by little we establish a re-

lationship with all healthy minds, and all our thoughts become
filled with health (harmony). A mind is only sane as it sees

and knows that “all is of God that is or is to be, and God is
good.” By viewing life in this way we become related to all
this order of thought; it keeps pouring in upon us, and we be-
come strong and vigorous and express health and poise. We
see the brightness of life, the joy of living, and the joy of
being in the w rld and doing good.(Jo 86
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succeed. Any one can overcome any condition. If little by

little we have been building up an environment of sickness

and disease, we have the power to overcome it; the only ques-

tion is as to whether we will use that power. Power is given

to us to be thoroughly well and strong, to be thoroughly

poised, and to do God's will in everything—not in some things,

but in everything. We are all equal to it so far as we know

God's will; and that is all that is expected, because if we do the

will we shall "know of the doctrine"—we shall know the truth.

We are equal to everything that presents itself in life; other-

wise it would not present itself to us. The very fact that a

duty to perform comes to us shows that we have the power to

do it; otherwise it would not come. Each and every one of

us is confronted by something, and the problem that seems

the largest one to us to-day is the one for us to solve—if we

will only let ourselves do this. It makes no difference how

hard it seems to be—the fact that we can do what we will re-

mains true. It is not, however, according to the weak, human

will, but through the recognition of the Universal Will acting

in and through us, that we can express what we desire to ex-

press. When we will in God's Will to do things right, we can

do all things; for no ideal can enter His mind to which He

cannot give expression.

We shall find that the love of Nature, wherever it has existed,

has been a faithful and sacred clement of human feeling; that is

to say, supposing all the circumstances otherwise the same with

resoect to two individuals, the one who loves Nature most will be
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succeed. Any one can overcome any condition. If little by
little we have been building up an environment of sickness
and disease, we have the power to overcome it; the only ques-
tion is as to whether we will use that power. Power is given
to us to be thoroughly well and strong, to be thoroughly
poised, and to do God’s will in everything—not in some things,
but in everything. We are all equal to it so far as we know
God’s will; and that is all that is expected, because if we do the
will we shall “know of the doctrine"——we shall know the truth.
We are equal to everything that presents itself in life; other-
wise it would not present itself to us. The very fact that a

duty to perfonn comes to us shows that we have the power to
do it; otherwise it would not come. Each and every one of
us is confronted by something, and the problem that seems

the largest one to us to-day is the one for us to solve—if we

will only let ourselves do this. It makes no difference how
hard it seems to be—the fact that we can do what we will re-

mains true. It is not, however, according to the weak, human
will, but through the recognition of the Universal VVill acting
in and through us, that we can express what we desire to ex-

press. VVhen we will in God’s VVill to do things right, we can

do all things; for no ideal can enter His mind to which He
cannot give expression.

 0

WE shall find that the love of Nature, wherever it has existed,
has been a faithful and sacred element of human feeling; that is
to say, supposing all the circumstances otherwise the same with
respect to two individuals. the one who loves Nature most will be
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MY THEME.

BY ELIZABETH FRY PAGE.

The great Task-master hath giv'n unto me

One theme alone on which to write or sing;

But it hath variations manifold,

And in whatever guise I send it forth

Some ear doth gladly hear, some heart receive.

'Tis first and last and always only Love.

It may be love of country or of friends,

Of child or wife or sov'reign, or of God.

Or love of God-sent things in Nature's realm,

Or just pure love of life for life's own sake.

And ev'ry time I send my message forth,

Whate'er its aim, there soon comes back to me

A measure full, pressed down and running o'er,

Of some good thing to make life's journey sweet.

No bread on waters cast such sure return

Can give, as loving thought to men outsent.

It makes earth beautiful and life a joy;

It takes sunshine to places shadow-hung;

It lightens burdens, drives pain away,

And does the clutch of poverty unloose;

It covers error and unveils the truth.

So other pens may write of fame and wealth.

Of pomp and pride and of the din of war;

But I will send my love-thoughts near and far,

And thank the Father daily for my theme.

From still depths the Soul speaks;

Let the winds cease a while;

T ot flio /-wrl^^o „c c„_: i .- „k-„„,1
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MY THEME.

av ELIZABETH I-‘RY PAGE.

The great Task—master hath giv’n unto me

One theme alone on which to write or sing:
But it hath variations manifold,
And in whatever guise I send it forth
Some ear doth gladly hear, some heart receive.
’Tis first and last and always only Love.
It may be love of country or of friends,
Of child or wife or sov’reign, or of God.
Or love of God-sent things in Nature’s realm,
Or just pure love of life for life’s own sake.
And ev’ry time I send my message forth,
Whate’er its aim, there soon comes back to me

A measure full, pressed down and running o’er,
Of some good thing to make life’s journey sweet.

No bread on waters cast such sure return
Can give, as loving thought to men outsent.
It makes earth beautifulandlife a joy;
It takes sunshineto places shadow-hung:
It lightens burdens, drives pain away,
And does the clutch of poverty unloose;
It covers error and unveils the truth.
So other pens may write of fame and wealth,
Of pomp and pride and of the din of war;
But I will send my love—thoughts near and far,
And thank the Fatherdaily for my theme.

-O-O-O-O-IO-O-O-OI

FROM still depths the Soul speaks;
Let the winds cease a while;
I at-C340 _ 81.6-: 2..-.-_.
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THE UNREALITY OF SIN.

BY HENRIETTA S. MVEA.

"He that refuseth instruction despiseth his own soul."

"With all thy getting, get understanding."

The folly and ignorance of humanity have long been dig-

nified by the name "sin." I say "dignified," for to speak of

sin and wickedness suggests at least a certain amount of force

that we must recognize and respect—wrongly as that force

may be applied. The power of evil has been vividly described,

dwelt upon, and perhaps its only reality given it, by zealous

Christians who, let us hope, do not bring to the world what

they seem to find here. Yet, after all, we may find this "devil,"

this terror humanity has for ages conjured up, but a sorry

court fool, with a weary brain and heart often under his cap

and bells. At the close of his checkered career the sinner bit-

terly discovers that he has ruined only himself, that he could

eventually hurt no one, and that only his world is in dust and

ashes—made so by himself.

To be a sinner is to proclaim one's self ignorant. The

churches have denounced, argued with, and wept over the

"wicked man," and he has seemed to thrive under a system that

found in himself and his career a never-ending theme. He has

flourished under the flattering attention. Perhaps we might

try another way—leave him alone and turn our attention to

the realities, the harmony, the beauty of life. We might find

that "the way of the sinner"—that ignorant, foolish way that
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THE UNREALITY OF SIN.

BY IIENRIETTA s. M"\'EA.

“He that refuseth instruction despiseth his own soul."
“With all thy getting, get understanding."

The folly and ignorance of humanity have long been dig-
nified by the name “sin.” I say “dignified,” for to speak of
sin and wickedness suggests at least a certain amount of force
that we must recognize and respect—wrongly as that force
may be applied. The power of evil has been vividly described,
dwelt upon, and perhaps its only reality given it, by zealous
Christians who, let us hope, do not bring to the world what
they seem to find here. Yet, after all, we may find this “devil,”
this terror humanity has for ages conjured up, but a sorry
court fool, with a weary brain and heart often under his cap
and bells. At the close of his checkered career the sinner bit-
terly discovers that he has ruined only himself, that he could
eventually hurt no one, and that only his world is in dust and
ashes—made so by himself.

To be a sinner is to proclaim one’s self ignorant. The
churches have denounced, argued with, and wept over the
“wicked man,” and he has seemed to thriveunder a system that
found in himself and his career a never—ending theme. He has
flourished under the flattering attention. Perhaps we might
try another way—leave him alone and turn our attention to
the realities, the harmony, the beautyof life. We might find
that “the way of the sinner”—that ignorant, foolish way that
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The Unreality of Sin. 109

i.e., one who knew the right, was aware that from every point

of view the right was the best course for him, and yet, for

absolutely no reason, preferred the wrong way—there might

be some use in arguing with him. But a fool, who does not

see what is right and cannot recognize his own good, is abso-

lutely impenetrable. To argue with him is like trying to whip

a fog. "Go from the presence of a foolish man, when thou

perceivest not in him the lips of knowledge," says Solomon.

Some one says, "The chief ally of the devil is want of percep-

tion"; and, it might be added, "it is the only devil there is."

Sin is a lack of perception. The Bible disposes of the sinner

tersely and effectually: "The fool hath said in his heart.

There is no God."

A man steals, and society, aware of its own weakness, fear-

fully shuts him up and cries, "Thief!" "Fool!" says the wise

man. He sees that the thief cannot rob another save through

some weakness in the character of that other. He knows that

there is something as wrong in the man who can be robbed as

in the one who robs him. No harm can come to us from with-

out, and the man who can be robbed should thank the thief

for drawing his attention to the weakness that needed strength-

ening. He certainly should not prosecute him. If the robbed

man recognizes this fact and profits by it, the thief is the only

injured party. In trying to rob another he demonstrates that

he is ignorant of the fact that he has the very thing he is try-

ing to get from another. Really convinced that honesty is the

best policy, naturally men are honest. When we act honestly,

soundly, and bravely, we need look down from no great heights

at the rest of mankind. Knowing what we do, it would be the

greatest folly to act in any other way. It is only a matter

of enlightenment. The individual illustrates the race. To

fight successfully, rnen must believe they are protecting either

their own rights or those of some one else. When they know
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i.e., one who knew the right, was aware that from every point
of view the right was the best course for him, and yet, for
absolutely no reason, preferred the wrong way—there might
be some use in arguing with him. But a fool, who does not

see what is right and cannot recogn-ize his own good, is abso-
lutely impenetrable. To argue with him is like trying to whip
a fog. “Go from the presence of a foolish man, when thou
perceivest not in him the lips of knowledge," says Solomon.
Some one says, “The chief ally of the devil is want of percep-
tion”; and, it might be addec

,
“it is the only devil there is.”

Sin is a lack of perception. The Bible disposes of the sinner
tersely and eFfectually: “The fool hath said in his heart.
There is no God.”

A man steals, and society, aware of its own weakness, fear-
fully shuts him up and cries, “Thief!” “Fool !" says the wise
man. He sees that the thief cannot rob another save through
some weakness in the character of that other. He knows that
there is somethingas wrong in the man who can be robbed as

in the one who robs him. No harm can come to us from with-
out, and the man who can be robbed should thank the thief
for drawing his attention to the weakness that needed strength-
ening. He certainly should not prosecute him. If the robbed
man recognizes this fact and profits by it, the thief is the only
injured party. In trying to rob another he demonstrates that
he is ignorant of the fact that he has the very thing he is try-
ing to get from another. Really convinced that honesty is the
best policy, naturally men are honest. '\/Vhen we act honestly,
soundly,and bravely, we need look down from no great heights
at the rest of mankind. Knowing what we do, it would be the
greatest folly to act in any other way. It is only a matter
of enlightenment. The individual illustrates the race. To

fight successfully, men must believe they are protecting either
their 0.wn ri ts or those of some one else. When they know
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our souls," or to gain a heaven either here or hereafter; for

we will understand that our souls were never in the slightest

danger of being lost and that we cannot gain what we have

always had and lived in.

The enlightened man says to the force that seems to

threaten him: "If you be of God you will stand and I must

surrender; and I gladly surrender, for my future welfare lies

in this temporarv going under. I will fight no truth, for I

cannot fight God; and if you be not truth and not of God, you

will fall yourself. In either case my safety lies in not opposing

you." Such a man will have everything his own way. Secure

in his own integrity, i.e., his oneness with all that is, he goes

on unconcernedly. It is only the fools who storm, and hate,

and murder, and rob. The robber ignores his interior riches;

the murderer believes something threatens his own life; the

hater blackens only his own horizon. There are well-meaning

fools who prejudice us against some good, ennobling cause

because they happen to belong to it. They help to make the

revolutions and the schisms and the battles and the uproar

generally of this distracted old world—and they are serenely

ignorant of the fact. They descant solemnly about the "evil

in the human heart," as they survey the havoc around them—

never dreaming that their own stupidity and failure to grasp

the situation have precipitated it.

In behalf of all peaceful and righteous living, one should

say to the sinners—the well and evil intentioned fools of the

world—"With all thy getting, get understanding."

In our childish days we must have sharp contrasts to dis-

tinguish things to ourselves. That which hurts us is "bad,"

and that which is pleasing to us is "good." People are "bad"

or "good." This is a simple way to arrange things, and for a

time satisfactory. Later, behold our acquaintances under new

names! Some are material and others spiritual. We must
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our souls,” or to gain a heaven either here or hereafter; for
we will understand that our souls were never in the slightest
danger of being lost and that we cannot gain what we have
always had and lived in.

The enlightened man says to the force that seems to
threaten him: “If you be of God you will stand and I must

surrender; and I gladly surrender, for my future welfare lies
in this temporarv going, under. I will fight no truth, for I
cannot fight God; and if you be not truth and not of God, you
will fall yourself. In either case my safety lies in not opposing
you.” Such a man will have everythinghis own way. Secure
in his own integrity, i.e., his oneness with all that is, he goes
on unconcernedly. It is only the fools who storm, and hate,
and murder, and rob. The robber ignores his interior riches;
the murderer believes something threatens his own life; the
hater blackens only his own horizon. There are well-meaning
fools who prejudice us against some good, ennobling cause

because they happen to belong to it. They help to make the
revolutions and the schisms and the battles and the uproar
generally of this distracted old worId—and they are serenely
ignorant of the fact. They descant solemnly about the “evil
in the human heart,” as they survey the havoc around them—
never dreaming that their own stupidity and failure to grasp
the situation have precipitated it.

In behalf of all peaceful and righteous li_ving, one should
say to the sinners——the well and evil intentioned fools of the
world—“Withall thygetting, get understanding.”

In our childish days we must have sharp contrasts to dis-
tinguish things to ourselves. That which hurts us is “bad,”
and that which is pleasing to us is “good.” People are “bad"
or “good.” This is a simple way to arrange things, and for a

time satisfactory. Later, behold our acquaintances under new
names! Some are material and others spiritual. VVe must

_., 117 1 -
. p 4-A'.II I



The Unreality of Sin.

111

lowing way: "We would never know good if we had not

known evil; we would never recognize ease if we had not

experienced disease; we would not know the sweet if we had

not tasted the bitter." This seems to us a deep, satisfactory

argument, and entirely unanswerable. It would be as sensible

for a mother to say to the music teacher: "Teach my child

discord that she may master chords; make her practise in-

harmony that she may realize harmony; show her how to

'bang' on the piano, that by contrast she may learn to play."*

The sane man is he to whom all life is spiritual—who has

ceased to talk about goodness, because he lives it, and all living

is good to him. Religion is as natural to him as breathing. He

comments upon neither fact. In his eyes people do not seem

good or bad, spiritual or material, wise or ignorant. He would

not call the child in the primer ignorant because Greek is yet

an unknown tongue. He does not descant upon the fact that

he is "in the Truth," intimating that that there are those who

are "out" of it—as if half the race could be in Truth and the

other half out of it; part of us in God and the other part out

of God!

There is one fatal lack in the devotees of Christian Science.

It is evident in their leader, Mrs. Eddy, and extends unfailingly

to her newest disciple. Those who have once possessed the

quality seem suddenly to lose it in the act of conversion. It

is the sense of humor—that salt without which one is indeed

savorless; that saving sense of proportion that keeps one from

ignoring all points of view save his own. A friend who had

hitherto shown excellent taste presented me recently with Mrs.

Eddy's "souvenir spoon." No good Catholic could have re-

garded a rosary from the Vatican with more reverence than

my friend showed for this spoon. In that same spirit of blind
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The Unreality of Sin. Ill

lowing way: “We would never know good if we had not
known evil; we would never recognize ease if we had not

experienced disease; we would not know the sweet if we had
not tasted the bitter.” This seems to us a deep, satisfactory
argument, and entirely unanswerable. It would be as sensible
for a mother to say to the music teacher: “Teach my child
discord that she may master chords; make her practise in-
harmony that she may realize harmony; show her how to

‘bang’ on the piano, that by contrast she may learn to play.”*
The sane man is he to whom all life is spirituaI—wl1o has

ceased to talk about goodness, becausehe lives it, and all living
is good to him. Religion is as natural to him as breathing. He
comments upon neither fact. In his eyes people do not seem

good or bad, spiritual or material, wise or ignorant. He would
not call the child in the primer ignorant because Greek is yet
an unknown tongue. He does not descant upon the fact that
he is “in the Truth,” intimating that that there are those who
are “out” of it—as if half the race could be in Truth and the
other half out of it; part of us in God and the other part out
of God! '

There is one fatal lack in the devotees of Christian Science.
It is evident in their leader, Mrs. Eddy, and extends unfailingly
to her newest disciple. Those who have once possessed the
quality seem suddenly to lose it in the act of conversion. It
is the sense of humor—that salt without which one is indeed
savorless; that saving sense of proportion that keeps one from
ignoring all points of view save his own. A friend who had
hitherto shown excellent taste presented me recently with Mrs.
Eddy’s “souvenir spoon.” No good Catholic could have re-

garded a rosary from the Vatican with more reverence than
my friend showed for this spoon. In that same spirit of blind
nrlnrafinn An fhpv lief-an fn an’! .-J-nan fl-nnir IA-:4-bar’: rnanrlnhu:
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verted and obscured by the superstition and ignorance that have

grown over them.

We owe a debt to the humorous people—those who can

see in more than one direction at a time. It is perhaps good

for a man to be slightly overbalanced—incapable of entertain-

ing but one idea for a while. All great reformers (the men

that carried out what they undertook), as well as the anarch-

ists (the ones that failed in it)—the saviors and destroyers

of the race—have been so. But one cannot go too far—Na-

ture happily calls a halt. "Stop," she says; "you have done

your work. I wanted the attention of my children called to a

certain fact, a needed reform. You have done it. You threw

the weight of your perception into the scales and made them

balance. Don't tip them over now and make mischief again.

Look in another direction; see something else for my children

to learn, and so save yourself. Truth is many sided, and you

must see many in the One as well as One in the many."

It is good that the race is not left to the mercy of the in-

dividual, but that always "God's in his heaven; all's right with

the world," even when the liberators of one generation become

the enslavers of the next. Our constantly changing view of

things makes life seem, to our eyes, a kaleidoscope, though

always around us are God's changeless laws. We have sung—

"Change and decay in all around I see;

O Thou, who changest not. abide with me!"

Is the change and decay real except to our consciousness? Nay.

does not our ever-changing idea of ourselves make this progres-

sion and evolution about which we talk so much? Does it not

make plain to our eyes only the difference between the sinner

and the saint? Does God see as we see?

And now that we have made that grandest of statements.

"I and the Father are one," do we even faintly apprehend what
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verted and obscured by the superstition and ignorance that have

grown over them.
We owe a debt to the humorous people—those who can

see in more than one direction at a time. It is perhaps good
for a man to be slightly overbalanced—incapable of entertain-
ing but one idea for a while. All great reformers (the men

that carried out what they undertook), as well as the anarch-
ists (the ones that failed in it)—the saviors and destroyers
of the race——have been so. But one cannot go too far—Na—
ture happily calls a halt. “Stop,” she says; “you have done

your work. I wanted the attention of my children called to a

certain fact, a needed reform. You have done it. You threw
the weight of your perception into the scales and made them
balance. Don’t tip them over now and make mischief again.
Look in another direction; see somethingelse for my children
to learn, and so save yourself. Truth is many sided, and you
must see many in the One as well as One in the many.”

It is good that the race is not left to the mercy of the in-
dividual, but that always “God’s in his heaven; al1’s right with
the World,” even when the liberators of one generation become
the enslavers of the next. Our constantly changing view of
things makes life seem, to our eyes, a kaleidoscope, though
always around us are God's changeless laws. We have sung—

“Change and decay in all around I see;
0 Thou, who changest not, abide with me!"

Is thechange and decay real except to our consciousness? Nay.
does not our ever-changing idea of ourselves make this progres-
sion and evolution about which we talk so much? Does it not
make plain to our eyes only the difference between the sinner
and the saint? Does God see as we see?

And now that we have made that grandest of statements.
"I an the Fa er are one," do we even faintly apprehend what
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tion consists in knowing that we have always been saved—

that we were lost only in our own consciousness?

Are we so blessedly pure in heart that we do actually see

only God; that even the foolish, ignorant man is for us no

more? If so, through this clarified vision, our brothers will

catch a glimpse of themselves that will transform their con-

sciousness and bring to them the perfect realization they could

not have had if we had seen degradation, ignorance, or suffer-

ing in them. We need not labor or agonize to change any-

thing; we must only steadfastly and unwaveringly "see" the

Self (myself and my brother's self, the world and life) as it

is. To perceive divinely; to see things as they are—this is all

the work we have to do. For through that perception of the

Eternal alone, though we lift not our hand and breathe not to

a soul, "whereas I was blind, now I see," our brothers also

will be quickened to see the vision of the Perfect and know that

they have ever been one with it. For, when Buddha "saw,"—

"... in homes of men there spread

An unknown peace. The slayer hid his knife;

The robber laid his plunder back; the shroff

Counted full tale of coins; all evil hearts

Grew gentle, kind hearts gentler, as the balm

Of that divinest Daybreak lightened Earth.

Kings at fierce war called truce; the sick men leaped

Laughing from beds of pain; the dying smiled—

So glad the world was, though it wist not why.

The Spirit of our Lord

Lay potent upon man and bird and beast."

"Be peaceful and joyous, consecrate the simplest duties of

every day, fill your life with earnest endeavor and perfect

trust; and no matter how narrow and painful it may seem to

you, when it is ended, you will look back with wonder at the
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tion consists in knowing that we have always been saved—
that we were lost only in our own consciousness?

Are we so blessedly pure in heart that we do actually see

only God; that even the foolish, ignorant man is for us no

more? If so, through this clarified vision, our brothers will
catch a glimpse of themselves that will transform their con-

sciousness and bring to them the perfect realization they could
not have had if we had seen degradation, ignorance, or suffer-
ing in them. We need not labor or agonize to change any-
thin-g; we must only steadfastly and unwaveringly “see” the
Self (myself and my brother's self, the world and life) as it
is. To perceive divinely; to see things as they are—this is all
the work we have to do. For through that perception of the
Eternal alone, though we lift not our hand and breathe not to
a soul, “whereas I was blind, now I see,” our brothers also
will be quickened to see the vision of the Perfect and know that
they have ever been one with it. For, when Buddha “saw,”-

H
. . .

in homes of men there spread
An unknown peace. The slayer hid his knife;
The robber laid his plunder back; the shroff
Counted full tale of coins; all evil hearts
Grew gentle, kind hearts gentler, as the balm
Of that divinest Daybreak lightened Earth.
Kings at fierce war called truce; the sick men leaped
Laughing from beds of pain; the dying smiled— '

So glad the world was, though it wist not why.
. . . . .

The Spirit of our Lord
Lay potent upon man and bird and beast.”

"BE peaceful and joyous, consecrate the simplest duties of
every day, fill your life with earnest endeavor and perfect
trust; and no matter how narrow and painful it may seem to

you, when it is ended, you will look back with wonder at the
C0 816



THE WORD OF GOD.

BY WILLIAM HORATIO CLARKE.

The rational faculty is that attribute of the mind which

distinguishes between the true and the false. In its exercise

the reverent rationalist recognizes it as a mental gift, and he is

actuated by neither self-intelligence nor self-assertion. He does

not indulge in fallacious external reasonings, and is therefore

not a sophist. He can only believe that which is logically true

to his perceptions, and his faith does not rest upon the asser-

tions of any man, nor upon popular systems of belief.

It is universally accepted that the practical summary of true

religious doctrine is embodied in the two "great" command-

ments. Loving the Lord with all the heart, soul, mind, and

strength implies a continual recognition of and trust in the

Infinite Spirit as the immanent Cause of all vitality and

thought, combined with the effort to conform to every good

principle that flows into the mind from this Source. It cul-

minates in obedience to what we know to be true, and does not

consist in striving to love an invisible Personage whom finite

beings cannot comprehend. It is simply trying to live in har-

mony with every law that we recognize as lifting us out of

selfishness; we call it divine, because higher than the disor-

derly conditions in which we find ourselves at the beginning of

spiritual development, and during which order is to be evolved

in our resurrection from chaos.

The second division of the great command—loving one's

neio-hhnr—is the evternal manifestation of the first in the crnv-
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THE WORD OF GOD.

BY VVILLIAM HORATIO CLARKE.

The rational faculty is that attribute of the mind which
distinguishes between the true and the false. In its exercise
the reverent rationalist recognizes it as a mental gift, and he is
actuated by neitherself-intelligence nor self-assertion. He does
not indulge in fallacious external reasonings, and is therefore
not a sophist. He can only believe that which is logically true

to his perceptions, and his faith does not rest upon the asser-

tions of any man, nor upon popular systems of belief.
It is universally accepted that the practical summary of true

religious doctrine is embodied in the two “great” command-
ments. Loving the Lord with all the heart, soul, mind, and
strength implies a continual recognition of and trust in the
Infinite Spirit as the immanent Cause of all vitality and
thought, combined with the effort to conform to every good
principle that flows into the mind from this Source. It cul-
minates in obedience to what we know to be true, and does not
consist in striving to love an invisible Personage whom finite
beings cannot comprehend. It is simply trying to live in har-
mony with every law that we recognize as lifting us out of
selfishness; we call it divine, because higher than the disor-
derly conditions in which we find ourselves at the beginningof
spiritual development, and during which order is to be evolved
in our resurrection from chaos.

The second division of the great command——-loving one’s
neio-hhnr—i: the external manifestation of the first in the anv-
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The Word of God.

"5

theological Word of God, and any teaching that ohscures their

clearness belongs to the realm of false doctrine, which the en-

lightened rational faculty separates, thus relieving the mind

from all anxiety and conflict concerning the opinions of others.

A word is a medium hy which thought is communicated to

the mind by oral, written, or printed language—philosophic

axioms, pictures, and symbols—as illustrated in all forms of

art and music that excite reflection.

A law is a fixed principle concerning any subject or object,

which when perceived as true must govern our conduct in re-

lation to it, and disobedience to which results in disorder, con-

flict, and suffering.

Rez'elation is the opening of the mind to perceive what is

true in religious doctrine, science, and art. Inspiration is the

breathing in of this truth as mental nourishment according to

the religious, scientific, or artistic degree of thought

.

The fundamental principles of all discoveries, whether past,

present, or future, have always existed; but new forms are not

revealed until the appropriate era arrives in which they are es-

sential to the mental or physical welfare of mankind.

The Word of God is not confined to any written or printed

books, reverently used as containing the elements of religious

teaching; neither is it bound up in the utterances of any theo-

logical or metaphysical writers of the past or present. Revela-

tion is constantly flowing into the rational mind, which is

opened to perceive the Word of God in every manifestation of

the divine laws of order in the natural creation, in things pro-

duced by the skill of man, and through the good and noble

thoughts implanted in and flowing from the minds of poets,

teachers, and scholars—as inspirations leading to higher de-

grees of life.

ix/v j~ „nt tUa fnrt tVint the invpsHcrntinns cinr l formu-
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The Word of God. 115

theological VVord of God, and any teaching that nl).<t‘tll'CS their
cleamess belongs to the realm of false doctrine. which the en-

lightened rational faculty separates, thus reliuiilg the mind
from all anxiety and conflictconcerning the opinions of others.

A word is a medium by which thought is communicated to
the mind by oral, written, or printed language——philosophic
axioms, pictures, and symhols—as illustrated in all forms of
art and music that excite rcflection.

A law is a fixed principle concerning any subject or object.
which when perceived as true must govern our conduct in re-

lation to it, and disobedience to which results in disorder, con-

flict, and suffering.
Revelation is the opening of the mind to perceive what is

true in religious doctrine, science, and art. Inspiration is the
breathing in of this truth as mental nourishment according to
the religious, scientific, or artistic degree of thought.

The fundamental principles of all discoveries, whether past,
present, or future, have always existed; but new forms are not
revealed until the appropriate era arrives in which they are es-

sential to the mental or physical welfare of mankind.
The Word of God is not confined to any written or printed

books, reverentlyused as containing the elements of religious
teaching; neither is it bound up in the utterances of any theo-
logical or metaphysical writers of the past or present. Revela-
tion is constantly flowing into the rational mind, which is
opened to perceive the Word of God in every manifestation of
the divine laws of order in the natural creation, in things pro-
duced by the skill of man, and through the good and noble
thoughts implanted in and flowing from the minds of poets.
teachers, and scholars—-as inspirations leading to higher de-
grees of life.

tn. ,1. .m+ .'...m.-.. Hm {art that the invectixmfinneanri formu-
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a century hence—for New Thought is the development of fresh

inspiration and revelation.

Principles do not change, but they become more clearly de-

veloped in their manifestations as new forms are needed in the

progress of education. When public-school instruction shall be

based upon the immanent relationship of the Infinite Life with

all things, and of the divine laws of order in everything, the

cultivation of the rational faculty will lead to a clearer discern-

ment of these laws and their relationship to practical life. The

youthful mind will then be led to see God manifested in all the

works of His creation—in every tangible substance; so that

His power will be recognized in every work of art as the in-

spiration of every beautiful conception.

With the devout rationalist, the religious, philosophic, and

artistic Word of God so enlists his meditations that his mind is

filled with illustrations of the spiritual principles by which his

moral conduct should be guided; that this Word is incarnated

in him, and he perceives that God dwells in him as the life of

his spirit, lifting him out of self-love and egotism, and actuating

him with affection for every law through obedience to whatever

is true—in the effort of which he will perform his part in the

welfare of the human brotherhood without ostentation. To

him the Word of God is perpetually being revealed, and he is

gently led in the paths best adapted to develop his inner mind—

after he has passed through the trials that precede the opening

of the rational faculty.

Matter has its laws, but the laws of mind are stronger, and

can overcome those of matter; and over all is Spirit, with its
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[I6 MIND.

a century hence—for New Thought is the development of fresh
inspiration and revelation.

Principles do not change, but they become more clearly de-
veloped in their manifestations as new forms are needed in the
progress of education. VVhen public—school instruction shall be
based upon the immanent relationship of the Infinite Life with
all things, and of the divine laws of order in everything, the
cultivation of the rational faculty will lead to a clearer discern-
ment of these laws and their relationship to practical life. The
youthful mind will then be led to see God manifested in all the
works of His creation—in- every tangible substance; so that
His power will be recognized in every work of art as the in-
spiration of every beautifulconception.

VVith the devout rationalist, the religious, philosophic,and
artistic Word of God so enlists his meditations that his mind is
filled with illustrationsof the spiritual principles by which his
moral conduct should be guided; that this VVord is incarnated
in him, and he perceives that God dwells in him as the life of
his spirit, liftinghim out of self—1ove and egotism, and actuating
him with affection for every law through obedience to whatever
is true—in the effort of which he will perform his part in the
welfare of the human brotherhood without ostentation. To
him the Word of God is perpetually being revealed, and he is
gently led in the paths best adapted to develop his inner mind-
after he has passed through the trials that precede the opening
of the rational faculty.

IO-O-OHIO-IOIIOUOIOU

IVIATTER has its laws, but the laws of mind are stronger, and
can overcome those of matter; and over all is Spirit. with its
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LIFE IN THE ABSTRACT.

BY EMILY VV. HOOD.

Life is a great mystery. It is a mystery equaled only by

one other great mystery—Death. The higher minds of the

ages—and by higher minds we mean the soul thinkers instead

of the mere mental thinkers—have advocated the paradoxical

idea that life is death and death is life: the idea that those liv-

ing in the sense body are dead, while those in the spiritual body

are alive—at least much more fully alive in comparison. By

another paradox this is true and made manifest by those yet in

the sense body. I should have said by some of those, for the

spirit dwells in the sense body, and the power is given to de-

velop the spirit. This is the birthright of every man as a free

moral agent. How often does he sell his birthright for a mess

of pottage! Those who choose to develop the spirit are more

fully alive than those who do not. They are more fully alive

because the fruits of the spiritual life are pure and enduring.

The fruits of the sensual life are death and decay. They are

subject to change because they are material and of the earth

earthy. Their power is only temporary, whereas the spiritual

power is everlasting and eternal.

We have spoken of the soul thinker in contradistinction to

the mental thinker. By this is meant the result of different de-

velopments. While the mind is the agent through which the

soul is developed, the agent may choose to develop the material
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LIFE IN THE ABSTRACT.

BY EMILY w. noon.

Life is a great mystery. It is a mystery equaled only by
one other great mystery-—Death. The higher minds of the
ages——and by higher minds we mean the soul thinkers instead
of the mere mental thinkers-—haveadvocated the paradoxical
idea that life is death and death is life: the idea that those liv-
ing in the sense body are dead, while those in the spiritual body
are alive-—at least much more fully alive in comparison. By
another paradox this is true and made manifest by those yet in
the sense body. I should have said by some of those, for the
spirit dwells in the sense body, and the power is given to de-
velop the spirit. This is the birthrightof every man as a free
moral agent. How often does he sell his birthright for a mess

of pottage! Those who choose to develop the spirit are more

fully alive than those who do not. They are more fully alive
because the fruits of the spiritual life are pure and enduring.
The fruits of the sensual life are death and decay. They are

subject to change because they are material and of the earth
earthy. Their power is only temporary, whereas the spiritual
power is everlasting and eternal.

We have spoken of the soul thinker in contradistinction to
the mental thinker. By this is meant the result of difierent de-
velopments. While the mind is the agent through which the
soul is developed, the agent may choose to develop the material
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may be termed the higher intuition. Those who have devel-

oped the mind will have mental intuition—the subtler and

finer sensibility of that which exists on the mental plane—

while those who develop the spirit will have spiritual intuition,

or insight into the plane above the mental. It is easily under-

stood why there are people in the world who refuse to believe

in higher planes of knowledge and existence. It is because they

are still living on the lower planes, still weighed down by the

material and the animal, and do not will strongly enough for

the higher knowledge.

There are two classes of these materialists. There are

those who cannot see anything beyond this life; who cannot

see an inch beyond their noses, spiritually speaking; who be-

lieve that the death of the physical body—that poor outer gar-

ment that an insect may destroy by its sting, or a germ by its

lodgment and multiplication—means annihilation: and by this,

we suppose, is meant the annihilation of all the forces that go to

make it up, even the so-called spiritual force. There are those,

secondly, who believe that all knowledge is attained at once by

the mere shaking off of this mortal coil. The law of evolution

and progression renders each one of these beliefs as absurd as

the other. Alas! what a vast field of development is overlooked

by these blind who will not see—these deaf who will not hear!

They are coming along involuntarily, however, and hence more

slowly. The law is there under which they must live, and con-

tinue to live; but they do not recognize it. They cling to the

old Mosaic law of an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth,

which Christ denounced as error. The person who says, "I

...;n ™* ...UU » :„ u„ t-t- i- r*\——
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118 MIND.

may be termed the higher intuition. Those who have devel-
oped the mind will have mental intuition—the subtler and
finer sensibility of that which exists on the mental plane-—
while those who develop the spirit will have spiritual intuition,
or insight into the plane above the mental. It is easily under-
stood why there are people in the world who refuse to believe
in higher planes of knowledge and existence. It is becausethey
are still living on the lower planes, still weighed down by the
material and the animal, and do not will strongly enough for
the higher knowledge.

There are two classes of these materialists. There are

those who cannot see anything beyond this life; who cannot

see an inch beyond their noses, spiritually speaking; who be-
lieve that the death of the physical body—that poor outer gar-
ment that an insect may destroy by its sting, or a germ by its
lodgment and multiplieation—meansannihilation: and by this,
we suppose, is meant theannihilationof all the forces thatgo to
make it up, even the so-called spiritual force. There are those,
secondly, who believe that all knowledge is attained at once by
the mere shaking off of this mortal coil. The law of evolution
and progression renders each one of these beliefs as absurd as

the other. Alas! what a vast field of development is overlooked
by these blind who will not see——these deaf who will not hear!
They are coming along involuntarily,however, and hence more

slowly. The law is there under which they must live, and con-

tinue to live; but they do not recognize it. They cling to the
old Mosaic law of an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth,
which Christ denounced as error. The person who says, “I
\Iv:‘l l'\'(\.' ntvnvs 1Iv:G-1-\ vvr\11
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haustible spiritual field. This is a universal truth. Then why

do the majority of religious denominations grant man but one

short life in which to accomplish universal things? A great

and most important truth is that there is much in this vast

universe besides this little world of ours. There are other

planets in space, and these may be the "mansions" to which

Christ referred. But why should we long to go hence when

there is so much to learn on this planet? The longing, per-

haps, is natural and right; but it is longing for the unattainable

while we refuse to attain to the highest plane that this planet

affords. "The kingdom of heaven is within," says Christ. It

is for us to attain the kingdom here, so far as possible, in the

flesh—after which we shall doubtless be transferred to some

better land where the good work may still go on in advanced

stages.

What medium has lieen given us to accomplish this greater

than will power? What is will power? A modern writer

aptly describes it as "the concentration of attention upon that

which interests." We must first become interested; and does it

not naturally follow that our attention will be concentrated? It

is, then, our province and privilege to interest people in this

better way by both practise and precept.

The Christ germ exists in every human heart. As it is de-

veloped it becomes a living power. "I am the Life." It may

be buried deep beneath the crust of worldliness and deceit, but

it is there, waiting for the power that is being distorted and

misused for other purposes than the right one. The same

power that is distorted to evil may be used for good if the in-

terest that forms the will can be successfully appealed to.

It is another paradox that human nature is much the same

the world over, yet widely different. This is because of the

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

Life in the Abstract. II9

haustible spiritual field. This is a universal truth. Then why
do the majority of religious denominations grant man but one

short life in which to accomplish universal things? A great
and most important truth is that there is much in this vast
universe besides this little world of ours. There are other
planets in space, and these may be the “mansions” to which
Christ referred. But why should we long to go hence when
there is so much to learn on this planet? The longing, per-
haps, is natural and right; but it is longing for the unattainable
while we refuse to attain to the highest plane that this planet
affords. “The kingdom of heaven is within,” says Christ. It
is for us to attain the kingdom here, so far as possible, in the
flesh—after which we shall doubtless be transferred to some

better land where the good work may still go on in advanced
stages.

VVhat medium has been given us to accomplish this greater
than will power? VVhat is will power? A modern writer
aptly describes it as “the concentration of attention upon that
which interests.” We must first become interested; and does it
not naturally follow thatour attention will be concentrated? It
is, then, our province and privilege to interest people in this
better way by both practise and precept. '

The Christ germ exists in every human heart. As it is de-
veloped it becomes a living power. “I am the Life.” It may
be buried deep beneaththe crust of worldliness and deceit, but
it is there, waiting for the power that is being distorted and
misused for other purposes than the right one. The same

power that is distorted to evil may be used for good if the in-
terest that forms the will can be successfully appealed to-

It is another paradox that human nature is much the Same

the world over, yet widely different. This is because of the
C0 glee ' "
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On the other hand are faith, hope, charity, patience, humility,

cheerfulness, kindness, temperance, soberness, chastity, and

pride of honor, which lead to unselfishness, love, and content-

ment. We are here to cast out the former qualities and de-

velop the latter. It is as if we had our being in a huge reser-

voir whence could be drawn and developed whichever qualities

we decide to foster and develop.

How does the lower type of man differ from the animal?

He has the higher form that would seem to show him worthy

to become a member of the higher kingdom. He has the power

of articulate speech, but his vocabulary is limited to the needs

of ordinary life, and is, in fact, ofttimes a more or less unintel-

ligible lot of gibberish to the more intelligent brotherhood who

have advanced through tedious stages to a higher development.

He lives, for the most part, the life of the body—not of the

mind, or the soul. The lower grade of humanity has little time

and less inclination to develop the hidden germ of a better na-

ture that reposes somewhere in the depths beneath the material

organism. Such individuals are serving their apprenticeship

in the workshop of life, and must await and deserve promotion.

The human organism itself is the visible tablet upon which is

engraved the record of the past that explains the status of the

present. Dissatisfaction is a healthy and promising sign if it

is not carried to the dangerous extreme of anarchy and riotous-

ness. Dissatisfaction should be individual. Each man should

realize his own imperfections and defects. The law of the sur-

vival of the fittest holds good on the higher as well as the lower

plane, and is more abiding. Let him choose first the kingdom

of God—of that which is good—and have faith in the promise

that all good material things shall be added unto him. We

should not lose sight of the fact that some material things are

not good—that is, unless they be used with wise discrimination.
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12o MIND.

On the other hand are faith, hope, charity, patience, humility,
cheerfulness, kindness, temperance, soberness, chastity, and
pride of honor, which lead to un-selfishness, love, and content-

ment. We are here to cast out the fonner qualities and de-
velop the latter. It is as if we had our being in a huge reser-

voir whence could be drawn and developed whichever qualities
we decide to foster and develop.

How does the lower type of man differ from the animal?
He has the higher form that would seem to show him worthy
to becomea memberof the higher kingdom. He has the power
of articulate speech, but his vocabulary is limited to the needs
of ordinary life, and is, in fact, ofttimes a more or less unintel-
ligible lot of gibberish to the more intelligent brotherhood who
have advanced through tedious stages to a higher development.
He lives, for the most part, the life of the body—not of the
mind, or the soul. The lower grade of humanity has little time
and less inclination to develop the hidden germ of a better na-

ture that reposes somewhere in the depths beneaththe material
organism. Such individuals are serving their apprenticeship
in the workshop of life, and must await and deserve promotion.
The human organism itself is the visible tablet upon which is
engraved the record of the past that explains the status of the
present. Dissatisfaction is a healthy and promising sign if it
is not carried to the dangerous extreme of anarchy and riotous-
ness. Dissatisfaction should be individual. Each man should
realize his own imperfections and defects. The law of the sur-

vival of the fittest holds good on the higher as well as the lower
plane, and is more abiding. Let him choose first the kingdom
of God—of that which is good—and have faith in the promise
that all good material things shall be added unto him. We
should not lose sight of the fact that some material things are

not goo€:—)thaéis,unless theybe used with wise discrimination.
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Life in the Abstract.

faith that makes you whole in the realization that the present

conditions are justified as being the effect of past causes, and

that the future may be regulated to the effect of greater and

greater harmony by the right direction of ever-present and

creative cause.

The most minute, and seemingly unimportant, words and

actions of life are included in the grandeur of the truths con-

tained in ethical and philosophical sentences, and this must

be read between the lines in order to avoid a detail that would

be unconventional, unnecessary, and somewhat wearisome;

for each one must adapt these truths to the detail of his own

life. The ground to be covered is much too great to receive

justice in an article of this kind. Books of great value are

written, but many persons will read short articles with avidity

and ignore pithy and ponderous volumes. Words are cold

and weak in themselves, but their strength lies in the mental

absorption that conveys their vital meaning into channels

where it is converted into feeling. And so they form our

medium of representation for the play upon the more or less

delicate strings of the complicated human instrument. There

is danger of discord, and danger in discord. And so we should

strive for harmony even at the expense of those qualities of

the lower nature which we nurse and hug, and try to make

ourselves and the world believe belong to the higher one.

There can be no real advancement in the justification of the

lower self.

Satisfaction, as differing from contentment, is an un-

known quantity. It is not in the nature of things for a mortal

to be satisfied who has any sense whatever of what may lie

beyond, and most men will admit that they live, in their more

lucid moments, in a wondering expectation of what is to

come. The terms time and eternity are in one sense confus-
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Life in the Abstract. in

faith that makes you whole in the realization that the present
conditions are justified as being the effect of past causes, and
that the future may be regulated to the effect of greater and
greater harmony by the right direction of ever-present and
creative cause.

,

The most minute, and seemingly unimportant, words and
actions of life are included in the grandeur of the truths con-

tained in ethical and philosophical sentences, and this must
be read between the lines in order to avoid a detail that would
be unconventional, unnecessary. and somewhat wearisome;
for each one must adapt these truths to the detail of his own

life. The ground to be covered is much too great to receive
justice in an article of this kind. Books of great value are

written, but many persons will read short articles with avidity
and ignore pithy and ponderous volumes. Words are cold
and weak in themselves, but their strength lies in the mental
absorption that conveys their vital meaning into channels
where it is converted into feeling. And so they form our.

medium of representation for the play upon the more or less
delicate strings of the complicated human instrument. There
is danger of discord, and danger in discord. And so we should
strive for harmony even at the expense of those qualities of
the lower nature which we nurse and hug, and try to make
ourselves and the world believe belong to the higher one.

There can be no real advancement in the justification of the
lower self.

Satisfaction, as differing from contentment, is an un-

known quantity. It is not in the nature of things for a mortal
to be satisfied who has any sense whatever of what may lie
beyond,,and most men will admit that they live, in their more

lucid moments, in a wondering expectation of what is to
come. The terms time and eternity are in one sense confus-
‘nu ‘Q r'I.l1.tr:§|ru- 1:..- ‘sad-nun-5.... :1 L.:
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physical, is a part of eternity, and a very infinitesimal part.

We go to church and sing and pray about the eternity that is

supposed to be so far away, beyond the shore of physical life,

when we are living close to it all the time, and our one duty

is to take care of the present. The future will take care of

itself. There is nothing but the eternal now. The past exists

only in memory; the future is without form and void, though

there are tendencies existent that point to what it may be—

hence we are prone to draw conclusions.

Man is absorbent, and peculiarly susceptible to "influence."

He is, above all things, plastic. He molds and is molded, con-

tinually. If selfishness is the root of all evil, let us root out

selfishness. It is the snake of self that is condemned to grovel

its way in the mire of discontent. A snake can assume an

upright position, but it cannot progress upward. Truth does

not flourish in the soil of selfishness. And yet people wonder

why they cannot catch a glimpse of the "great white bird"

that soars so high above their mortal vision. "What puppets

we are," cry some, "doing the will of some master force!"

Why not put ourselves in harmony with this master force to

the extent of our ability, and see how much it will do for us?

Why not root out prejudice, and learn to live and study life

in the abstract?

There is only one game that is worth the candle, and that

is the game of life at its best and highest . The purple and

fine linen of earth are desirable, perhaps, but they are not to

be compared to the purple and fine linen of the heavenly

kingdom. The person that says life is not worth living with-

out material wealth does not know God. He will live to say

that life is not worth living without spiritual wealth. The

latter enables one to find the good in all things, and to have

joy forever in a thing of beauty, not as its possessor mate-
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physical, is a part of eternity, and a very infinitesimal part.
We go to church and sing and pray about the eternity that is
supposed to be so far away, beyond the shore of physical life,
when we are living close to it all the time, and our one duty
is to take care of the present. The future will take care of
itself. There is nothingbut the eternal now. The past exists
only in memory; the future is without form and void, though
there are tendencies existent that point to what it may be—
hence we are prone to draw conclusions.

Man is absorbent, and peculiarly susceptible to “influence.”
He is, above all things, plastic. He molds and is molded, con-

tinually. If selfishness is the root of all evil, let us root out
selfishness. It is the snake of self that is condemned to grovel
its way in the mire of discontent. A snake can assume an

upright position, but it cannot progress upward. Truth does
not flourish in the soil of selfishness. And yet people wonder
why they cannot catch a glimpse of the “great white bird"
that soars so high above their mortal vision. “What puppets
we are,” cry some, “doing the will of some master force!”
Why not put ourselves in harmony with this master force to
the extent of our ability,and see how much it will do for us?
Why not root out prejudice, and learn to live and study life
in the abstract?

There is only one game that is worth the candle, and that
is the game of life at its best and highest The purple and
fine linen of earth are desirable, perhaps, but they are not to
be compared to the purple and fine linen of the heavenly
kingdom. The person that says life is not worth living with-
out material wealth does not know God. He will live to say
that life is not worth living without spiritual wealth. The
latter enables one to find the good in all things, and to have
joy forever in a thing of beauty, not as its possessor mate-
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of earth or sky or sea that mirrors itself on the retina of the

physical eye and appeals to that which is immortal within.

We are too used to the world's wonders to consider their

-beauty and complexity. The earth is still producing her dif-

ferent kingdoms after their kind, as in the days of Adam, and

she has produced her highest kingdom to some extent—but

she has not yet perfected it. The kingdom of heaven upon the

earth is still in an embryotic state, taken as a whole. There

are, perhaps, perfected men, who have gone on to some more

perfect "mansion in the sky," but the majority return to

wrestle with the laws they must learn to obey on earth ere

they can advance to a higher sphere; for while there are many

called (to physical death), few are chosen (to spiritual ad-

vancement).

"If Christ never deemed himself nearer to heaven than

when in presence of the childlike heart, then the resources of

a devout life cannot be remote and of difficult access, but so

nigh unto us that, if we miss them, it is from their close

presence rather than their distance."

We cannot but discover how in our very griefs there were

hidden angels reaching up to hide, within the dark experience,

some treasure of patience or trust we could never have pos-

sessed, had the angels only descended on us and our life been

one long joy.—Robert Collyer.

The eternal issues are now and here, in our thoughts and

deeds, in our simple, common, every-day relations to God and

to our fellow-beings. To-day or never, here or nowhere, is

eternity.—Lucy Larcotn.
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Life in the Abstract. 123

of earth or sky or sea that mirrors itself on the retina of the
physical eye and appeals to that which is immortal within.
We are too used to the world’s wonders to consider their
beauty and complexity. The earth is still producing her dif-
ferent kingdoms after their kind, as in the days of Adam, and
she has produced her highest kingdom to some extent—but
she has not yet perfected it. The kingdom of heaven upon the
earth is still in an embryotic state, taken as a whole. There
are, perhaps, perfected men, who have gone on to some more

perfect “mansion in the sky,” but the majority return to
wrestle with the laws they must learn to obey on earth ere

they can advance to a higher sphere; for while there are many
called (to physical death), few are chosen (to spiritual ad-
vancement).

IOUOOO-IOIIONO-0-00-

“IF Christ never deemed himself nearer to heaven than
_

when in presence of the childlike heart, then the resources of
a devout life cannot be remote and of difiicult access, but so

nigh unto us that, if we miss them, it is from their close
presence rather than their distance.”

GO-OIIO-%-O-OI-OI

WE cannot but discover how in our very griefs there were

hidden angels reaching up to hide, within the dark experience,
some treasure of patience or trust we could never have pos-
sessed, had the angels only descended on us and our life been
one long joy.—Robert Collyer.

COIIOIIOIIOIIOIIOWOIOO

THE eternal issues are now and here, in our thoughts and
deeds, in our simple, common, every-day relations to God and
to our fellow—beings. To-day or never, here or nowhere, is
eternity.—-Lucy Larcom.

.
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

By Isabella Ingalese.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER.

Five eventful years had passed, and the time was near

when Mata would come to the beautiful home prepared for

her. It was now the month of August; the ground had been

bought and the house built according to the last and most

minute direction given by the old Guru. The carpenters were

gone, the gardeners had arranged the flower-beds and bowers;

the fountains, walks, and drives were finished and the stables

were completed ready to receive the horses and carriages I

would purchase as soon as Mata should be with me to assist in

their selection.

The man that was to build the secret stairway had not yet

presented himself, but I had been so busy attending to the com-

pletion of the place that his non-appearance had caused me no

inconvenience and very little thought. It was now the twenty-

first of the month. The weather had been unusually warm

for several weeks, and this evening, after the daily duties were

done, I laid aside my coat and sat in the twilight, in my study,

smoking and thinking. My thoughts went back over the last

five years and brought up many amusing incidents that had

occurred since the dark cloud of poverty had passed from my

horizon, and I smiled at the pictures as they passed before my

mind.

When my financial value had become fully known to the

"smart set" in our small city, everybody suddenly became

anxious to know me; and my practise increased so rapidly and
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

BY ISABELLA INGALESE.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE MYSTERIOUS STRANGER.

Five eventful years had passed, and the time was near

when Mata would come to the beautiful home prepared for
her. It was now the month of August; the ground had been
bought and the house built according to the last and most
minute direction given by the old Guru. The carpenters were
gone, the gardeners had arranged the flowe1'—bedsand bowers;
the fountains, walks, an'd drives were finished and the stables
were completed ready to receive the horses and carriages 1
would purchase as soon as Mata should be with me to assist in
their selection.

The man that was to build the secret stairway had not yet
presented himself, but I had been so busy attending to the com-

pletion of the place that his non-appearance had caused me no

inconvenienceand very little thought. It was now the twenty—
first of the month. The weather had been unusually warm

for several weeks, and thisevening, after the daily duties were

done, I laid aside my coat and sat in the twilight, in my study,
smoking and thinking. My thoughts went back over the last
five years and brought up many amusing incidents that had
occurred since the dark cloud of poverty had passed from my
horizon, and I smiled at the pictures as they passed before my
mind. ‘

i

When my financial value had become fully known to the
“smart set” in our small city, everybody suddenly became
anxious to know me; and my practise increased so rapidly and
‘l\ fld¢A X. ll\7" .& I-‘ant T I-A nos:----as I-LA An-—---‘An A.‘ —- --L) K



Mata the Magician.

quite impossible to accept half of them. Dozens of sweet little

perfumed notes were sent by special messengers daily, and my

reception-room was almost turned into a conservatory by

friends who insisted upon keeping the window-seats filled with

pots of flowering plants, geraniums, and climbing fuchsias.

They drove poor Ted nearly wild in their efforts to keep my

tables and private desk supplied with fresh bouquets; and on

birthdays and Christmases there were boxes of all sizes and

shapes delivered at my door, with "best wishes" and "happy

returns" accompanying each.

These attentions were sometimes embarrassing and often

annoying, because I was not in the least deceived as to the

cause of all this effusiveness on the part of those who, in the

old days of poverty, had treated me with unbending stateliness

or icy coldness. It was impossible entirely to forget the day

when one of my present warmest (?) friends had served a

five-days notice on me to pay my office rent or move out; and I

had to sell my mother's watch to settle the bill, or be put into

the street. He believed the circumstance had been forgotten,

but it had burned itself into my brain.

In the midst of my musing I was suddenly interrupted by

a voice at my elbow, saying: "Good evening, sir."

The greeting was so unexpected that I started to my feet,

wondering who had spoken to me. That the outside door

was locked I was positive, and yet here was a man standing

not three feet distant.

I lighted the gas and looked at my visitor in astonishment.

He was of medium height, with dark skin and with eyes like

black velvet; his hair was straight and black as an Indian's;
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Mata the Magician. I 2 5

quite impossible to accept half of them. Dozens of sweet little
perfumed notes were sent by special messengers daily,and my
reception-room was almost turned into a conservatory by
friends who insisted upon keeping the window-seats filled with
pots of flowering plants, geraniums, and climbing fuchsias.
They drove poor Ted nearly wild in their efforts to keep my
tables and private desk supplied with fresh bouquets; and on

birthdays and Christmases there were boxes of all sizes and
shapes delivered at my door, with “best wishes” and “happy
returns” accompanyingeach.

These attentions were sometimes embarrassing and often
annoying, because I _was not in the least deceived as to the
cause of all this efiusiveness on the part of ‘those who, in the
old days of poverty, had treated me with unbendingstateliness
or icy coldness. It was impossible entirely to forget the day
when one of my present warmest (P) friends had served a

five-days notice on me to pay my olfice rent or move out; and I
had to sell my mother’s watch to settle the bill,or be put into
the street. He believed the circumstance had been forgotten,
but it had burned itself into my brain.

In the midst of my musing I was suddenly interrupted by
a voice at my elbow, saying: “Good evening, sir.”

The greeting was so unexpected that I started to my feet,
wondering who had spoken to me. That the outside door
was locked I was positive, and yet here was a man standing
not three feet distant.

I lighted the gas and looked at my visitor in astonishment.
He was of medium height, with dark skin and with eyes like
black velvet; his hair was straight and black as an Indian’s;

C0 glut
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My caller seemed to understand the situation and pleasantly

remarked: "Since you only received the keys to-day, I did not

think it necessary to come sooner—even though you sometimes

doubted the probability of my coming at all."

While I was trying to think of something to say, he seated

himself and continued:

"There is no need for hurry; but you Americans rush so

fast and live so far beyond the present that your most valuable

forces become scattered, and when you need them most they are

gone. A favorite expression of yours is, 7 have not time.'

You also expect disappointments. You do not seem to know

that you are the creator of your own future and can make it

what you choose. By crowding a great deal of work into to-

day you hope to dispose of twice as much to-morrow. This is

a mistake; you can live but a day at a time, and you are

in eternity now. If the causes had not been created in the past

to bring me here to-night, your present hopes or fears would

have availed you nothing, because I could not have come."

"You are a fatalist, then?" I asked.

He smiled, and replied:

"I knew you would say that. No, not as you understand

the word. Were I to believe that every incident in my life

had been foreordained by a God who gives good or ill to his

creatures according to his own caprice, and that my own good

or bad behavior would weigh neither for nor against me in

a day of judgment, then I would be a fatalist. When I tell

you, however, that all men are governed by the law of cause

and effect; that there are no undeserved favors bestowed, nor

unjust punishments inflicted, but that each man generates the
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126 MIND.

My caller seemed to understand the situation and pleasantly
remarked: “Since you only received the keys to-day, I did not
thinkit necessary to come sooner—-even though you sometimes
doubted the probabilityof my coming at all."

While I was trying to thinkof something to say, he seated
himself and continued:

“There is no need for hurry; but you Americans rush so

fast and live so far beyond the present that your most valuable
forces becomescattered, and when you need them most theyare

gone. A favorite expression of yours is, ‘I have not time.’
You also expect disappointments. You do not seem to know
that you are the creator of your own future and can make it
what you choose. ‘By crowding a great deal of work into to-

day you hope to dispose of twice as much to-morrow. This is
a mistake; you can live but a day at a time, and you are

in eternity now. If the causes had not been created in the past
to bring me here to-night, your present hopes or fears would
have availed you nothing,because I could not have come.”

“You are a fatalist, then?” I asked.
He smiled, and replied:
“I knew you would say that. No, not as you understand

the word. Were I to believe that every incident in my life
had been foreordained by a God who gives good or ill to his
creatures according to his own caprice, and that my own good
or bad behavior would weigh neither for nor against me in
a day of judgment, then I would be a fatalist. When I tell
you, however, that all men are governed by the law of cause

and effect; that there are no undeserved favors bestowed, nor

unjust punishments inflicted, but that each man generates the
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worn-out mind that had thought so long upon the solution of

life's problems as to create and adopt a theory of its own. That

it had never been taught from our pulpits nor in our colleges, I

was positive; and much that he had said I had quite forgotten

till this man's words recalled his statements.

The house had been built according to his directions—be-

cause my promise had been given that it should be, and also

because Mata desired it. I knew she expected that some time

and somehow he would return and occupy the apartments built

especially for him; but when or how I did not know or care. He

had given me a fortune and a beautiful wife; I had made a

promise and kept it. Sometimes my doubts had whispered

that it was a foolish waste of time, and that the strange man

would never come to finish the stairway; but with me the prin-

ciple of truth was involved, and it must be maintained.

Now that this man was really here, my curiosity was

awakened and I decided to question him. "Do you expect me

to believe in the theory that all men have lived before—have

been other people on this earth, and will come again and be

somebody else?" I asked.

"Will you consider for a moment the drama? One evening

a great actor assumes the character of a king and thunders

forth his mandates to his trembling subjects. At another

time he assumes the rags of a beggar, and in poverty begs his

bread from the king. Again he appears as a merchant selling

his wares to both king and beggar; and yet he is the same man

assuming all these different characters. You are now wearing

the personality and doing the work of a practising physician

known as Frank Rpnnpf. ciiinnnsin£r thai- in nn#> nicrht votl
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Mata the Magician. 127

worn-out mind that had thought so long upon the solution of
life's problems as to create and adopt a theory of its own. That
it had never been taught from our pulpits nor in our colleges, I
was positive; and much that he had said I had quite forgotten
till this man’s words recalled his statements.

The house had been built according to his directions——be-
cause my promise had been given that it should be, and also
because Mata desired it. I knew she expected that some time
and somehow he would return and occupy the apartments built
especially for him; but when or how I did not know or care. He
had given me a fortune and a beautiful wife; I had made a

promise and kept it. Sometimes my doubts had whispered
that it was a foolish waste of time, and that the strange man

would never come to finish the stairway; but with me the prin-
ciple of truth was involved, and it must be maintained.

Now that this man was really here, my curiosity was

awakened and I decided to question him. “Do you expect me

to believe in the theory that all men have lived before—have
been other people on this earth, and will come again and be
somebody else?” I asked.

“Willyou consider for a moment the drama? One evening
a great actor assumes the character of a king and thunders
forth his mandates to his trembling subjects. At another
time he assumes the rags of a beggar, and in poverty begs his
bread from the king. Again he appears as a merchant selling
his wares to both king and beggar; and yet he is the same man

assuming all these different characters. You are now wearing
the personality and doing the work of a practising physician
known as Frank Rpnnpt Qnnnncimr that in rmp nicrht vnu
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her would not induce her to accept anybody but yourself as her

lawful protector."

As the picture of myself, wearing the personality of old

John Brunt and standing before his wife trying to convince

her that I was really Doctor Bennet, rose before me, I smiled

broadly; but when I thought of the consternation that would

be aroused at the convent, should I appear there—with all the

old gentleman's peculiarities—and demand an interview with

my beautiful wife, I laughed aloud. The dismay and con-

fusion those spectacles and bald head would create would be

very funny indeed. But if the change were discovered to be

permanent for the rest of our life—ah, then it would not be

so amusing, for me at least.

But here my thoughts were brought back to the subject

whence they had wandered by my visitor saying: "It is in this

way that people are deceived by outward appearances and

judge a man by his personality and environments."

"What benefit is to be derived from all this masquerading?"

I asked.

"All that you gain, of lasting or real value, is knowledge.

You cannot gain it without experience. The babe may be told

that the fire will burn, but the child will not realize the truth

of the words till it has thrust its hand into the flame and has

suffered the pain in consequence. It may forget the day it first

burned its hand, but the knowledge that the fire is hot and

cannot be handled with bare hands will always remain impres-

sed upon its mind. You are no wiser in many respects than a

babe, and must wear these different personalities and pass

through all types of experiences before you are able to under-

stand the varied conditions of life.

"In your heart you sympathize with the poor man who
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128 MIND.

her would not induce her to accept anybody but yourself as her
lawful protector.”

As the picture of myself, wearing the personality of old
John Brunt and standing before his wife trying to convince
her that I was really Doctor Bennet, rose before me, I smiled
broadly; but when I thought of the consternation that would
be aroused at the convent, should I appear there~—with all the
old gentlernan’s pecu1iarities—and demand an interview with
my beautiful wife, I laughed aloud. The dismay and con-

fusion those spectacles and bald head would create would be

very funny indeed. But if the change were discovered to be
permanent‘ for the rest of our life—ah, then it would not be
so amusing, for me at least.

But here my thoughts were brought back to the subject
whence they had wandered by my visitor saying: “It is in this
way that people are deceived by outward appearances and
judge a man by his personality and environments.”

“What benefit is to be derived from all this masquerading?”
I asked.

“All that you gain, of lasting or real value, is knowledge.
You cannot gain it without experience. The babe may be told-
that the fire will burn, but the child will not realize the truth
of the words till it has thrust its hand into the flame and has
suffered the pain in consequence. It may forget the day it first
burned its hand, but the knowledge that the fire is hot and
cannot be handled with bare hands will always remain impres-
sed upon its mind. You are no wiser in many respects than a

babe, and must wear these different personalities and pass
through all types of experiences before you are able to under-
stand the varied conditions of life.

“Inéour heart you sympathize with the poor man who
0 816



Mata the Magician.

him if you had not at some time, and at some place, had a

similar experience. Forgetting the experience, you have re-

tained the sympathy—the essence or aroma that lingers round

you long after the-circumstances that produced it have dis-

appeared.

"Among the people of the Western continent there is a

prevailing belief that at the end of life they are to be interceded

for and saved from the consequences of their acts by some

great soul. As an illustration of a case of such ignorance let

me describe a scene I witnessed on my way to your rooms this

evening. A woman's voice was raised in supplication. Judg-

ing from the loudness of her tone, one would think she was

speaking to some one at a great distance. Clothed in rags and

kneeling upon a bare floor in a miserable hovel, which was as

destitute of comforts as she was of knowledge, she shouted

out her misfortunes and made her demands in a manner some-

thing like this:

"'Oh, Lord help me, a poor sinner! I know I am awful

bad. I've just got sobered up from another spree, and there's

nothing in the house to eat. My children went to bed hungry

and crying for bread. Tim's back is almost broke from the

beating I gave him when I was drunk. My rent was due day

before yesterday, and if you don't send me the money to pay

it with we'll all be turned out into the street. Please, God,

send money and bread and make me a better woman for Jesus'

sake!'

"She does not assume the least responsibility for her own

conduct. Neither does she realize the necessity of making an

*»ffrvrt fnr Vi^rspH huf tVirnws tlmt lahnr nnrm a heincr she rails
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Mata the Magician. 129

him if you had not at some time, and at some place, had a

similar experience. Forgetting the experience, you have re-

tained the sympathy—theessence or aroma that lingers round
you long after the-circumstances that produced it have dis-
appeared.

“Among the people of the \Vestern continent there is a

prevailingbelief thatat the end of life they are to be interceded
for and saved from the consequences of their acts by some

great soul. As an illustration of a case of such ignorance let
me describe a scene I witnessed on my way to your rooms this
evening. A woman’s voice was raised in supplication. Judg-
ing from the loudness of her tone, one would think she was

speaking to some one at a great distance. Clothed in rags and
kneeling upon a bare floor in a miserable hovel, which was as

destitute of comforts as she was of knowledge, she shouted
out her misfortunes and made her demands in a manner some-

thinglike this:
“ ‘Oh, Lord help me, a poor sinner! I know I am awful

bad. I've just got sobered up from another spree, and there's
nothing in the house to eat. My children went to bed hungry
and crying for bread. Tim’s back is almost broke from the
beating I gave him when I was drunk. My rent was due day
before yesterday, and if you don’t send me the money to pay
it with we’ll all be turned out into the street. Please, God.
send money and bread and make me a better woman for Jesus’
sake!’

“She does not assume the least responsibilityfor her own

conduct. Neither does she realize the necessity of making an

s-H-'nrt for hm-calf lmt H-n-nws that lahnr Imnn A be-inc‘ she calls
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petition by asking God to grant all these favors and 'make her

a better woman for Jesus' sake.' Will you tell me why she does

not ask for her own sake? The Jesus for whom she seems to

be soliciting money, bread, and virtue is not in need of these

things, and how can he be benefited by the bestowal of them

upon her? You call my statements regarding the law of com-

pensation theories; what do you call this woman's ideas?"

I could not argue with this man, since the matter had

never been presented to me in this light before; and, while I

sat silently comparing the two faiths, the absurdity of the

woman's prayer suddenly presented itself to me.

"It is because you do not think for yourselves that you

accept these unreasonable things for truths," he said. "So far

as energy, ambition, and business ability go, the American

people are not surpassed by any nation in the world; but your

spiritual blindness is both surprising and disappointing to the

people of the Orient."

Here my visitor rose and remarked that on the following

morning he would meet me at the house where the work was to

be done.

"One moment!" I exclaimed. "Will you tell me how you

entered this room with the door fastened?"

Smilingly he turned and replied: "Too much of your time

has been taken up with theories, and, besides, you are in no

condition of mind to accept or believe such an explanation as I

would give. There are other matters that first need your con-

sideration. Some time your question will be answered—if you

continue in the desire to know;" and, turning, he walked before

me into the outer room. I followed, and was about
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petition by asking God to grant all these favors and ‘make her
a betterwoman for Jesus’ sake.’ Will you tell me why she does
not ask for her own sake? The Jesus for whom she seems to
be soliciting money, bread, and virtue is not in need of these
things, and how can he be benefited by the bestowal of them
upon her? You call my statements regarding the law of com-

pensation theories; what do you call this woman’s ideas?”
I could not argue with this man, since the matter had

never been presented to me in this light before; and, while I
sat silently comparing the two faiths, the absurdity of the
woman’s prayer suddenly presented itself to me.

“It is because you do not think for yourselves that you
accept these unreasonable things for truths,” he said. “So far
as energy, ambition, and business ability go, the American
people are not surpassed by any nation in the world; but your
spiritual blindness is both surprising and disappointing to the
people of the Orient.”

Here my visitor rose and remarked that on the following
morning he would meet me at the house where the work was to
be done.

“One moment!” I exclaimed. “Will you tell me how you
entered this room with the door fastened?”

Smilinglyhe turned and replied: “Too much of your time
has been taken_ up with theories, and, besides, you are in no

condition of mind to accept or believesuch an explanation as I
would give. There are other matters that first need your con-

sideration. Some time your question will be answered—if you
continue in the desire to know;” and, turning, he walked before
me into the outer room. I followed. and was about
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he had occupied stood where it did when he arose, but that was

not proof.

"I fell asleep and dreamed he came," I said aloud. Then

I waited for something or some one to contradict my state-

ment; but there was no reply, and, somewhat disappointed and

mystified, I decided to retire.

The next morning I remembered the gardener wanted

some things, and drove round to the house. At the front en-

trance I stood waiting for a few moments when some one

came up the graveled walk behind me. Expecting to see my

man of rakes and watering-pots, I turned, but to my astonish-

ment saw the gentleman who had appeared in my "dream" of

the previous evening. Believing him a ghost, I stood gaping

without sense enough to speak. But he did not seem to notice

my surprise, and walked quietly up the steps, began chatting

pleasantly about the artistic arrangements of the flower-beds

and fountains, and finally passed, like an ordinary mortal-

through the door into the house. Without asking a question

he preceded me to the apartments where he was to do his

work. I followed, wondering who he was and where he came

from; but my curiosity was not gratified, for, after looking

round at the materials and tools awaiting his use, he nodded

pleasantly to me and said: "You need not wait. Everything

needed is at hand."

"Where are you staying?" I asked. "I should like you to

be my guest while you remain in the city."

"My wants are amply provided for, and my stay will be

very short, since this work will be soon accomplished," he

replied.

"is there nothing I can do for you?"

"Nothing at all; the materials are all here"

"Shall I not see you again?"
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Mam the Magician. I 3 1

he had occupied stood where it did when he arose, but that was

not proof.
“I fell asleep and dreamed he came,” I said aloud. Then

I waited for something or some one to contradict my state-

ment; but there was no reply, and, somewhat disappointed and
mystified, I decided to retire.

The next morning I remembered the gardener wanted
some things, and drove round to the house. At the front en-

trance I stood waiting for a few moments when some one

came up the graveled walk behind me. Expecting to see my
man of rakes and watering-pots, I turned, but to my astonish-
ment saw the gentleman who had appeared in my “dream” of
the previous evening. Believing him a ghost, I stood gaping
without sense enough to speak. But he did not seem to notice
my surprise, and walked quietly up the steps, began chatting
pleasantly about the artistic arrangements of the flower-beds
and fountains, and finally passed, like an ordinary mortal,
through the door into the house. Without asking a question
he preceded me to the apartments where he was to do his
work. I followed, wondering who he was and where he came

from; but my curiosity was not gratified, for, after looking
round at the materials and tools awaiting his use, he nodded
pleasantly to me and said: “You need not wait. Everything
needed is at hand.”

“Where are you staying?” I asked. “I should like you to

be my guest while you remain in the city.”
“My wants are amply provided for, and my stay will be

very short, since this work will be soon accomplished,” he
replied.

“I5 there nothing I can do for you?”
“Nothingat all; the materials are all here.”
"Shall I ot see you again ?"
‘Co 8 C



13a

MIND.

Looking me squarely in the eyes, and without the shadow

of a smile upon his face, he replied: "It was no more a dream

than any other event of our natural lives."

A strange, magnetic thrill ran through my whole body

while those velvety black eyes were fixed upon me. "And all

that you said about cause and effect is really true?" I asked.

"It is a truth that some time you will fully realize," he

earnestly replied.

There seemed nothing more for me to say, and I bowed to

the strange being and left the house. All that day the words

of this man kept repeating themselves in my mind, and I won-

dered if he meant to imply that all the events of our lives are

but dreams—illusions. The thought troubled me and I de-

cided to ask him. At an early hour in the afternoon I returned

to the house, but he was not there. Hoping he would visit me

again at my office, I went there and waited for him; but he did

not come. When I called at the house again the work was

completed and the workman gone, and to my great disappoint-

ment I never saw him again.

The mirror was fitted into the doorway at the foot of the

stairs and its fastenings so carefully hidden that I could not

find them. The partition in the observatory was finished and

the panels appeared as stationary as the remainder of the

wainscoting. The passageway from Guru's apartments to

the observatory was indeed a secret to all human beings—

except to the man who had built and locked its doors and had

silently gone his way.

CHAPTER XIV.

MATA.
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Looking me squarely in the eyes, and without the shadow
of a smile upon his face, he replied: “It was no more a dream
than any other event of our natural lives.”

A strange, magnetic thrill ran through my whole body
while those velvety black eyes were fixed upon me. “And all
that you said about cause and effect is really true?” I asked.

“It is a truth that some time you will fully realize,” he
earnestly replied.

There seemed nothingmore for me to say, and I bowed to
the strange being and left the house. All that day the words
of this man kept repeating themselves in my mind, and I won-

dered if he meant to imply that all the events of our lives are

but dreams--illusions. The thought troubled me and I de-
cided to ask him. At an early hour in the afternoon I returned
to the house, but he was not there. Hoping he would visit me

again at my ofiice, I went there and waited for him; but he did
not come. When I called at the house again the work was

completed and the workmangone, and to my great disappoint-
ment I never saw him again.

The mirror was fitted into the doorway at the foot of the
stairs and its fastenings so carefully hidden that I could not
find them. The partition in the observatory was finished and
the panels appeared as stationary as the remainder of the
wainscoting. The passageway from Guru’s apartments to
the observatory was indeed a secret to all human beings—
except to the man who had built and locked its doors and had
silentlygone his way.

CHAPTER XIV.
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visit. She had developed, from a half-grown child of promise,

into a beautiful, stately woman, with a form tall and graceful

and with a dignity of manner commanding both admiration

and respect. Her pretty golden hair was now worn coiled high

upon her head; but here and there a dainty little lock was

always creeping out, crinkling and waving and showing what

the whole mass would do if it were allowed to escape from the

confining hair-pins. Her complexion, too, was faultless:

neither paste nor powder was needed to enhance the beauty of

her skin, and my heart swelled with pride when I thought

how well my darling would compare with the insipid, gos-

siping creatures with whom she would mingle in our social

set.

As the time approached for her coming home, my friends

became very curious to know what she was like—if she were

blond or brunette; but to all inquirers I gave the same reply:

"Wait and see."

Knowing her tastes so well, I selected such furnishings

for our home as would by their dainty lightness please her

best. The walls in her own room were done in blue and gold;

the carpet had a deep cream-colored ground with blue forget-

me-nots scattered over it. At the windows were satin dra-

peries of a golden hue, and the bed, with its canopy of shim-

mering yellow satin covered with billows of pure white lace,

was a fitting couch for the lovely form of my darling.

Especial pains had been taken to give such rooms as were fur-

nished a homelike appearance, and our old friend Kate had

supplied us with two good maids whom she introduced as "me

own cousins." She also promised further assistance when

my wife should come, and when I thanked her for the good will

she had expressed she blushed and said:

"^rrah, now, docther! If it war not fer me family I wild
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Mata the Magician. 1 3 3

visit. She had developed, from a half-grown child of promise,
into a beautiful,stately woman, with a form tall and graceful
and with a dignity of manner commanding both admiration
and respect. Her pretty golden hair was now worn coiled high
upon her head; but here and there a dainty little lock was

always creeping out, crinkling and waving and showing what
_the whole mass would do if it were allowed to escape from the
confining hair‘-pins. Her complexion, too, was faultless:
neither paste nor powder was needed to enhance the beautyof
her skin, and my heart swelled with pride when I thought
how well my darling would compare with the insipid, gos-
siping creatures with whom she would mingle in our social
set.

As the time approached for her coming home, my friends
became very curious to know what she was like-—if she were

blond or brunette; but to all inquirers I gave the same reply:
“Wait and see.”

Knowing her tastes so well, I selected such furnishings
for our home as would by their dainty lightness please her
best. The walls in her own room were done in blue and gold;
the carpet had a deep cream-colored ground with blue forget-
me-nots scattered over it. At the windows were satin dra-
peries of a golden hue, and the bed, with its canopy of shim-
mering yellow satin covered with billows of pure white lace,
was a fitting couch for the lovely form of my darling.
Especial pains had been taken to give such rooms as were fur-
nished a homelike appearance, and our old friend Kate had
supplied us with two good maids whom she introduced as “me,

9’own cousins. She also promised further assistance when
my Wife should come, and when I thankedher for the good will
She had expressed she blushed and said:

“Afrah, now, docther! If it war not fer me family I wud
‘
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declared that I thought she had done much better than if she

had remained out at service.

At last the fourth day of September arrived—the day I was

to go after Mata. A cool breeze from Lake Chautauqua came

in at the car windows as we sped along its shores. The season

for summer visitors had ended, but the steamers were puffing

and plowing their way through the silvery waters of the lake,

and it seemed to me that the sun was shining more brightly

on that day than it had ever shone before. The words of

Longfellow ran through my mind as we rushed along, and it

seemed as if they were written expressly for me:

"For my heart was hot and restless,

And my life was full of care,

And the burden laid upon me

Seemed greater than I could bear.

"But now it has fallen from me;

It is buried in the sea;

And only the sorrow of others

Throws its shadow over me."

Surely my future seemed filled with promise. I had suc-

ceeded beyond my wildest expectations, and, so far as I knew,

had not an enemy in the world.

Arriving at the convent, I found Mata well and ready to

accompany me home. The matron of the school expressed

sorrow at the parting, and said: "During the time Miss De

Anno has been with us I have never known her to tell a false-

hood or commit even a trivial act of deceit. She has attended

faithfully to her studies and is proficient in all the branches

she has taken. Her conception of music is wonderful, and it

is a pity to let her come in contact with the sin and trouble

of an ordinary life; she should become a nun—a bride of

heaven."

"But. mv pood woman." I renlied. "this sinful world needs
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declared that I thought she had done much better than if she
had remained out at service.

At last the fourth day of Septemberarrived—theday I was

to go after Mata. A cool breeze from Lake Chautauquacame

in at the car windows as we sped along its shores. The season

for summer visitors had ended, but the steamers were pufling
and plowing their way through the silvery waters of the lake,
and it seemed to me that the sun was shining more brightly
on that day than it had ever shone before. The words of
Longfellow ran through my mind as we rushed along. and it
seemed as if they were written expressly for me:

“For my heart was hot and restless,
And my life was full of care,

And the burden laid upon me
Seemed greater than I could bear.

“But now it has fallen from me;
It is buried in the sea;

And only the sorrow of others
Throws its shadow over me.”

Surely my future seemed filled with promise. I had suc-

ceeded beyond my wildest expectations, and, so far as I knew.
had not an enemy in the world.

Arriving at the convent, I found Mata well and ready to

accompany me home. The matron of the school expressed
sorrow at the parting, and said: “During the time Miss De
Anno has been with us I have never known her to tell a false-
hood or commit even a trivial act of deceit. She has attended
faithfully to her studies and is proficient in all the branches
she has taken. Her conception of music is wonderful, and it
is a pity to let her come in contact with the sin and trouble
of an ordinary life; she should become a nun—a bride of
heaven.”

Bat:-;61v woman. I replied. this smful world needs



Mata the Magician.

is full of sin, and she as my wife will come in touch with all

classes; but her soul is so pure that it will radiate its goodness

as the sun radiates its light. Many will be benefited by her

example here in this life, while as a 'bride of heaven' she would

only attend to her own devotional duties, and those who need

her help would be left to their own wickedness. I think it a

great mistake for any church to imprison its loveliest charac-

ters inside the walls of a convent instead of sending them out

to work in the Master's vineyard. If heaven is what you be-

lieve it is,—filled with pure souls sifted from among the sin-

ful ones of this earth,—then it does not need these earthly

'brides' so much as the world does; and it is a duty owed to

the Master to work as he did for those left behind."

Mata appeared at that moment and our conversation was

interrupted. Bidding the old convent good-by, she turned a

smiling face toward the new life as my wife, and we started

homeward—happy as two children in the contemplation of a

cloudless future.

Since it was but four o'clock when we reached the home

station, I requested the coachman to drive slowly, so that Mata

could see the improvements made in the city during her ab-

sence. The old town was looking its prettiest that afternoon,

our real wedding day, as if fully realizing the honor being con-

ferred upon it, and had put on its real company manners as a

compliment to the occasion. A slight shower had laid the dust

in the streets, freshened the grass on the lawns, and washed

the leaves of the trees. The expressions of delight and sur-

prise with which she greeted every new feature as it presented

itself pleased me greatly, since I was much attached to the

place and hoped she would become so.

We drove past the house where her grandfather had died,
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is full of sin, and she as my wife will come in touch with all
classes; but her soul is so pure that it will radiate its goodness
as the sun radiates its light. Many will be benefited by her
example here in this life, while as a ‘bride of heaven’ she would
only attend to her own devotional duties, and those who need
her help would be left to their own wickedness. I think it a

great mistake for any church to imprison its loveliest charac-
ters inside the walls of a convent instead of sending them out
to work in the Master's vineyard. If heaven is what you be-
lieve it is,—filled with pure souls sifted from among the sin-
ful ones of this earth,—then it does not need these earthly
‘brides’ so much as the world does; and it is a duty owed to
the Master to work as he did for those left behind.”

Mata appeared at that moment and our conversation was

interrupted. Bidding the old convent good-by, she turned a

smiling face toward the new life as my wife, and we started
homeward—happy as two children in the contemplation of a

cloudless future.
Since it was but four o'clock when we reached the home

station, I requested the coachman to drive slowly, so that Mata
could see the improvements made in the city during her ab-
sence. The old town was looking its prettiest that afternoon,
our real wedding day, as if fully realizing the honor being con-

ferred upon _it, and had put on its real company manners as a

compliment to the occasion. A slight shower had laid the dust
in the streets, freshened the grass on the lawns, and washed
the leaves of the trees. The expressions of delight and sur-

prise with which she greeted every new feature as it presented
itself pleased me greatly, since I was much attached to the
place and hoped she would become so.

We drove past the house where her grandfather had died,
.
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it from the sticks and stones that would otherwise be thrown at

it by the small boys of the neighborhood. The vines had grown

over the small doorway in the fence, hitling it entirely from

view, and the rust upon the iron lock showed that it had not

been opened since the stormy morning when Mata and I had

climbed through it with her belongings and it had locked itself

behind us. Nobody had taken the trouble to inquire about it,

and it was quite by accident that I heard a neighbor say that

the place was owned by an old gray-haired man who had been

very poor because of his extreme age and inability to work;

that he was obliged to live on rice and cracked wheat because

he could not afford meat, and finally had to close his house and

go away to an institution where he would be taken care of free

of charge.

When we entered our own grounds, Mata threw back her

veil, and, if I had entertained any doubts regarding her satis-

faction at my selection of a home, they were at once dispelled

by her expressions of admiration of everything she saw. As

the carriage stopped before the front entrance to the house,

the smiling, rosy face of Kate was the first to greet us; and

the welcome she gave was a hearty one indeed. When Mata

offered her hand she grasped it with both her own and covered

it with kisses, while the happy tears streamed down her cheeks.

"God bless ye, me lady! An' it's mesilf thot's happy to

see ye lookin' so foine an' gay in yer new home," she said.

Mata was really happy to see Kate, and, much to the

woman's delight, held her hand while she made inquiries about

Pat and the babies.

"Me twins is in th' kitchen now. I fetched thim wid me

'cause they's much too small to lave behoind. Ye can see thim

if ye wants to," said the proud mother.

Mata declared that nothing would give her more pleasure,

but I suggested that dinner should be served first, since we
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it from the sticks and stones that would otherwise be thrown at
it by the small boys of the neighborhood. The vines had grown
over the small doorway in the fence, hitling it entirely from
view, and the rust upon the iron lock showed that it had not
been opened since the stormy morning when Mata and I had
climbed through it with her belongings and it had locked itself
behind us. Nobody had taken the trouble to inquire about it,
and it" was quite by accident that I heard a neighbor say that
the place was owned by an old gray-haired man who had been
very poor because of his extreme age and inability to work;
that he was obliged to live on rice and cracked wheat because
he could not afford meat, and finally had to close his house and
go away to an institution where he would be taken care of free
of charge.

When we entered our own grounds, Mata threw back her
veil, and, if I had entertained any doubts regarding her satis-
faction at my selection of a home, they were at once dispelled
by her expressions of admiration of everything she saw. As
the carriage stopped before the front entrance to the house,
the smiling, rosy face of Kate was the first to greet us; and
the welcome she gave was a hearty one indeed. When Mata
offered her hand she grasped it with both her own and covered
it with kisses, while the happy tears streamed down her cheeks.

“God bless ye, me lady! An’ it’s mesilf thot’s happy to
see ye lookin’ so foine an’ gay in yer new home,” she said.

Mata was really happy to. see Kate, and, much to the
woman’s delight. held her hand while she made inquiries about
Pat and the babies.

“Me twins is in th’ kitchen now. I fetched thim wid me

’cause they's much too small to lave behoind. Ye can see thim
if ye wants to.” said the proud mother.

Mata declared that nothing would give her more pleasure,
but I sciggeste xthat dinner should be served first, since we

L K
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hour later my darling- came down dressed in a creamy white

gown composed of some sort of soft, clinging material. It

was simply made, but fitted her graceful figure as if it had been

molded into it. A bunch of velvety pansies was tucked into her

belt and completed a picture that to my eyes was more radiant

than anything I had ever beheld; and when Kate saw her she

crossed herself and muttered something about the Madonna

being on earth again. I did not catch all her remarks.

That first dinner at home with my Mata I shall never for-

get. No emperor was ever so happy as I on that first day of

our real married life. The dinner over, the twins were brought

into the parlor to be exhibited. Mata had never touched a real

live baby, and these little pink things were as great a curiosity

to her as is the Sphinx to the Egyptian traveler. It was

amusing to see the delicate way she handled than. Laying

one across her knees and taking its tiny hand in hers, she

touched its flesh tenderly, and, with a look of reverence in her

eyes, said:

"This is a little human being—a miniature earthly temple

for an immortal soul. This little body has all the attributes

of that of a grown man. Here are the tiny finger-nails, the

thread-like veins filled with throbbing life blood. This little

beating heart does its work with all the regularity of a full-

grown heart, and the little brain has hidden in its tiny cells

latent possibilities we can know nothing of as yet. As the

great oak is unfolded from within outward, and grows up-

ward till it stands the lofty monarch of the forest, so this child

will unfold from the germ of Divinity hidden within its tiny

mortal body into Man—the crowning masterpiece of all crea-

tion. The sculntor can imitate with his chisel the exterior,
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Mata the Magician. 137

hour later my darling came down dressed in a creamy white

gown composed of some sort of soft. clinging material. It
was simply made, but fitted her graceful figure as if it had been
molded into it. A bunch of velvety pansies was tucked into her
belt and completed a picture that to my eyes was more radiant
than anything I had ever beheld; and when Kate saw her she
crossed herself and muttered something about the Madonna
being on earth again. I did not catch all her remarks.

That first dinner at home with my Mata I shall never for-
get. No emperor was ever so happy as I on that first day of
our real married life. The dinner over, the twins were brought
into the parlor to be exhibited. Mata had never touched a real
live baby, and these little pink things were as great a curiosity
to her as is the Sphinx to the Egyptian traveler. It was

amusing to see the delicate way she handled them. Laying
one across her knees and taking its tiny hand in hers, she
touched its flesh tenderly, and, with a look of reverence in her
eyes, said:

“This is a little human being—a miniature earthly temple
for an immortal soul. This little body has all the attributes
of that of a grown man. Here are the tiny finger-nails, the
thread—like veins filled with throbbing life blood. This little
beating heart does its work with all the regularity of a full-
grown heart, and the little brain has hidden in its tiny cells
latent possibilities we can know nothing of as yet. As the
great oak is unfolded from within outward, and grows up-
ward till it stands the lofty monarch of the forest, so this child
will unfold from the germ of Divinity hidden within its tiny
mortal body into Man—the crowning masterpiece of all crea-

tion. The sculntor can imitate with his chisel the exterior.

C0 glee
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little human organism that Mata held let loose a screech, start-

ling her so that she came near dropping it.

"Something is the matter," she gravely remarked. "A pin

may be pricking it; you had better see to it at once."

"Sure, the baby is all right; he's only thryin' his voice,"

said Kate, calmly.

But the continued waiiing of the child necessitated his

removal to the kitchen, and Mata and I undertook the pleasur-

able task of examining our new home together. We went first

to the apartments of Guru. The furniture stood in its boxes

waiting for her to suggest its arrangement in the rooms. I

described to her the strange manner in which the carpenter

had come and gone, and we both searched for the spring he

had so carefully concealed that made the secret passage-way a

mystery. Unable to discover it, we ascended to the observa-

tory and looked out over the city.

The sun was just sinking into a golden bank of cloud; and,

as we stood upon the housetop overlooking the many spires

and domes of the city below, the last lingering light from the

orb of day fell upon their metal-covered surfaces and seemed

to transform them into burnished gold and silver reflectors.

The trees shading the long avenues were just beginning to

show the touch of autumn's frosts, as was indicated by the

flaming colors of yellow and red that were mixed with the

deep green of their luxurious foliage. Away in the distance

were the silvery waters of Lake Chautauqua; and the long,

dark river flowing from its southern extremity was plainly

traceable by the inky blackness of its waters and by the

fringe of trees, vines, and tangled undergrowth bordering

its shores.

A silence too sacred to be broken by human speech seemed

to settle uoon us. and. slinoine- mv arm round mv darling's
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little human organism that Mata held let loose a screech, start-

ling her so that she came near dropping it.
“Somethingis the matter,” she gravely remarked. “A pin

may be pricking it; you had better see to it at once.”
“Sure, the baby is all right; he’s only thryin’ his voice,”

said Kate, calmly.
But the continued wailing of the child necessitated his

removal to the kitchen, and Mata and I undertook the pleasur-
able task of examining our new home together. We went first
to the apartments of Guru. The furniture stood in its boxes
waiting for her to suggest its arrangement in the rooms. I
described to her the strange manner in which the carpenter
had come and gone, and we both searched for the spring he
had so carefully concealed that made the secret passage-way a

mystery. Unable to discover it, we ascended to the observa-
tory and looked out over the city.

The sun was just sinking into a golden bank of cloud; and,
as we stood upon the housetop overlooking the many spires
and domes of the city below, the last lingering light from the
orb of day fell upon their metal—covered surfaces and seemed
to transform them into burnished gold and silver reflectors.
The trees shading the long avenues were just beginning to
show the touch of autumn's frosts, as was indicated by the
flaming colors of yellow and red that were mixed with the
deep green of their luxurious foliage. Away in the distance
were the silvery waters of Lake Chautauqua; and the long,
dark river flowing from its southern extremity was plainly
traceable by the inky blackness of its waters and by the
fringe of trees, vines, and tangled undergrowth bordering
its shores.

A silence too sacred to be broken by human speech seemed
to set(lJe0i1nogk,1s. and. slipping mv arm round mv darling’s
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aside; and it seemed that I was standing upon the border-land

of a higher plane of consciousness. Suddenly a feeling of

longing came over me—that the filmy curtain between it and

me could be swept away, and that I might gaze upon the trans-

cendental light of Glory-land. Then a great peace took pos-

session of my soul, and a voice seemed to say: "My son, you

could not bear it now."

Suddenly, as if just waking from a sleep, I became con-

scious of the falling dew and that Mata was shivering with the

cold.

"You are not comfortable," I said. "We had better go

below;" and we descended to the parlor.

Soon Kate appeared, bonneted and shawled, her twins

tucked into the new baby-carriage that was having its christen-

ing on that special occasion. Both children were asleep, and

the proud mother was all ready to go home to get, as she said,

"the bit an' sup fer th' ould mon." She gave Mata numerous

directions concerning the management of the household affairs,

and then, bidding us good-by, went trundling her babies down

the walk with an air of great pride and satisfaction.

As we watched her receding form, Mata remarked: "It is

not those who possess the most gold who enjoy the most happi-

ness. This woman would not exchange her humble home, with

her beloved Pat and the babies, for the jeweled crown and the

exalted position of a queen."

I was beginning to realize that heaven was not a locality,

and that we do not have to lay aside our fleshly bodies before

we can enjoy its happiness. Guru's words came very forcibly

to my mind at that moment:

"Place yourself in perfect harmony with the great, inex-
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aside; and it seemed that I was standing upon‘ the border-land
of a higher plane of consciousness. Suddenly a feeling of
longing came over me—that the filmy curtain between it and
me could be swept away, and that I might gaze upon the trans-
cendental light of Glory-land. Then a great peace took pos-
session of my soul, and a voice seemed to say: “My son, you
could not bear it now.”

Suddenly, as if just waking from a sleep, I became con-

scious of the falling dew and that Mata was shivering with the
cold.

“You are not comfortable,” I said. “We had better go
below ;” and we descended to the parlor.

Soon Kate appeared, bonneted and shawled, her twins
tucked into the new baby-carriage thatwas having its christen-
ing on that special occasion. Both children were asleep, and
the proud mother was all ready to go home to get, as she said,
“thebit an’ sup fer th’ ould mon.” She gave Mata numerous

directions concerning the managementof the household affairs,
and then, biddingus good-by, went trundling her babies down
the walk with an air of great pride and satisfaction.

As we watched her receding form, Mata remarked: “It is
not those who possess the most gold who enjoy the most happi-
ness. This woman would not exchange her humble home, with
her beloved Pat and the babies, for the jeweled crown and the
exalted position of a queen.”

I was beginning to realize that heaven was not a locality,
and that we do not have to lay aside our fleshly bodies before
we can enjoy its happiness. Guru's words came very forcibly
to my mind at that moment:

“Place yourself in perfect harmony with the great, inex-
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

A SIGN OF PROGRESS.

HE annual attempt to grant to licensed physicians a legal

'monopoly of the healing art in New York State has once

more proved abortive. The bill introduced in the Legislature

at Albany several months ago by Assemblyman Bell—at the

instigation of certain doctors of medicine who are interested

in politics and somewhat alarmed at the progressive decrease

in medical incomes—did not even reach a vote. Opposition

to the passage of the measure had developed so strongly in the

lower house that its sponsor quietly withdrew it—by having

it "referred" for further amendment to the Committee on

Public Health. In its final shape, the bill as reported per-

mitted the practise of Mental and Christian Science, but for-

bade the acceptance of a fee for their work by the practitioners

of either of these schools of healing. When originally intro-

duced, the need of such an enactment was insisted upon as

being essential to the public safety, though no demand for

such a law was forthcoming from any body of citizens outside

of the medical profession.

But the real hypocrisy and selfishness that underlay this

effort to curtail personal liberty were revealed in the amend-

ment that sought to abolish the fee charged by the meta-

physicians. If the Practise of mental healing: is inimical to the
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

A SIGN OF PROGRESS.

HE annual attempt to grant to licensed physicians a legal
monopoly of the healing art in New York State has once

more proved abortive. The bill introduced in the Legislature
at Albany several months ago by Assemblyman Bell—at the

instigation of certain doctors of medicine who are interested
in politics and somewhat alarmed at the progressive decrease
in medical incomes—did not even reach a vote. Opposition
to the passage of the measure had developed so strongly in the
lower house that its sponsor quietly withdrew it—by having
it “referred” for further amendment to the Committee on

Public Health. In its final shape, the bill as reported per-
mitted the practise of Mental and Christian Science, but for-
bade the acceptance of a fee for their work by the practitioners
of either of these schools of healing. When originally intro-

duced, the need of such an enactment was insisted upon as

being essential to the pub.lic safety, though no demand for
such a law was forthcoming from any body of citizens outside
of the medical profession.

But the real hypocrisy and selfishness that underlay this
effort to curtail personal liberty were revealed in the amend-
ment that sought to abolish the fee charged by the meta-

physifiilags. the practise of mental healing‘ is inimical to the
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ticians who "represent" us at Albany were able to see through

the pretense of regard for the "safety of the people" that was

the alleged inspiration of this attempt to procure legislation

in favor of a special class. It was clearly unconstitutional in

its provisions, and the pious subterfuge through which its

passage was believed to be feasible was so palpable that it only

excited the derision of the majority of our lawmakers.

In the public "hearings-' before the Committee that had

this bill in charge, the fact was developed that its most numer-

ous and vigorous opponents were the followers of Mrs. Eddy,

whose religious liberty was thought to be in jeopardy. The

Mental Scientists and other advocates of the New Thought,

we regret to say, were inadequately represented at Albany,

and at one time it seemed as if the vague replies made by

Christian Scientists to the questions propounded by its

medical sponsors would result in the passage of the bill.

Moreover, the testimony adduced as to Christian Science

teachings in the Brush will contest, recently in the New York

courts, tended apparently to justify the proposed restrictions

on the spread of these doctrines. Yet even the doctors of

medicine were by no means a unit in their advocacy of the Bell

measure; indeed, by some honest, rational, and open-minded

physicians it was actively opposed—mainly the older members

of the profession, whose experience had taught them the sharp

limitations and general inadequacy of drug medication in the

healing of disease.

The only sad feature of this "legislative incident" was the

attitude of a few clergymen, who, in persuading their con-
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ticians who “represent” us at Albany were -able to see through
the pretense of regard’ for the “safety of the people” that was

the alleged inspiration of this attempt to procure legislation
in favor of a special class. It was clearly unconstitutional in
its provisions, and the pious subterfuge through which its

passage was believed to be feasible was so palpable that it only
excited the derision of the majority of our lawmakers.

In the public “hearings" before the Committee that had
this bill in charge, the fact was developed that its most numer-

ous and vigorous opponents were the followers of Mrs. Eddy,
whose religious liberty was thought to be in jeopardy. The
Mental Scientists and other advocates of the New Thought,
we regret to say, were inadequately represented at Albany,
and at one time it seemed as if the vague replies made by
Christian Scientists to the questions propounded by its
medical sponsors would result in the passage of the bill.

Moreover, the testimony adduced as to Christian Science

teachings in the Brush will contest, recently in the New York

courts, tended apparently to justify the proposed restrictions

on the spread of these doctrines. Yet even the doctors of
medicine were by no means a unit in their advocacy of the Bell

measure; indeed, by some honest, rational, and open-minded
physicians it was activelyopposed—mainly the older members
of the profession, whose experience had taught them the sharp
limitations and general inadequacy of drug medication in the

healing of disease.
The only sad feature of this “legislative incident" was the

attitude of a few clergymen, who, in persuading their con-
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sick," and the power to do so was declared to be latent in the

soul of every believer; yet these brethren of the Protestant

pulpit would have the whole authority of the State invoked

to suppress the activities of those real Christians whose faith

is measured by their works! Can it be that the clergy are

apprehensive of a waning belief in "miracles"—the corner-

stone of the theological arch? J. E. M.

HE Alliance Publishing Company begs leave to announce

1 the removal of its business from the "Life" Building to

No. 63 West Forty-fifth street, New York, where commodious

offices have been secured, on a long lease, in a recently-built

addition to the "Schuyler" apartment hotel. The bookstore

and editorial rooms are on the ground floor, and on one of the

upper floors a New Thought circulating library and free read-

ing-room will soon be established. A full line of metaphysical

literature is for sale during business hours, and our local

friends and out-of-town subscribers visiting the city are cor-

dially invited to call and inspect our stock of books—the

largest and most complete of its kind in the world.

To the Editors of Mind:

Dear Friends—As members of the Christian Metaphys-

NOTICE OF REMOVAL.

J. E. M.

METAPHYSICS IN AUSTRALIA.
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sick,” and the power to do so was declared to be latent in the
soul of every believer; yet these brethren of the Protestant
pulpit would have the whole authorityof the State invoked
to suppress the activities of those real Christians whose faith
is measured by their works! Can it be that the clergy are

apprehensive of a waning belief in “miracles”—the corner-

stone of the theological arch? J. E. M.

 

NOTICE OF REMOVAL.

HE Alliance Publishing Company begs leave to announce

the removal of its business from the “Life” Building to

No. 63 West Forty-fifthstreet, New York, where commodious
offices have been secured, on a long lease, in a recently-built
addition to the “Schuyler” apartment hotel. The bookstore
and editorial rooms are on the ground floor, and on one of the

upper floors a New Thought circulating library and free read-

ing—room will soon be established. A full line of metaphysical
literature is for sale during business hours, and our local
friends and out-of-town subscribers visiting the city are cor-

dially invited to call and inspect our stock of books—the

largest and most complete of its kind in the world.

I. E. M.
 

M ETAPHYSICS IN AUSTRALIA.

To the Editors of MIND:
DEAR FRIENDs——As members of the Christian Metaphys-
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lofty purpose. The Metaphysical Movement stands for the

search and realization of the highest Truth; for pure optimism;

for the practical, every-day recognition of the Good.

Under an impersonal and spiritual guidance—prompted by

the warmest impulses for Humanity, animated by love to God

and man, and believing in the divine birthright of all who make

the claim—it is pursuing its way with unfaltering steps, stand-

ing fast in the liberty wherewith Christ (Truth) makes free.

It recognizes that Truth is perfect but many-sided, and wel-

comes its revelation from any and every source and by any

and every means. Truth does not want us—we need Truth;

and we believe, in accordance with the teachings of the great

Master, Jesus, that we have the help of the Spirit in the attain-

ment of our desires.

Metaphysical disciples go hand-in-hand in cherishing the

knowledge that the teaching is essentially of the Spirit. "It

emphasizes God as the one, only, absolute Reality. It em-

phasizes the Kingdom of God to be established on this earth

of ours here and now. It calls men back to the actual, practical

recognition of that sublime declaration of the Apostle Paul,

'In God we live and move and have our being.'" Resting and

working on that basis of eternal Truth, we have found a solu-

tion for the inharmonies and discords of material life. Fear,

worry, poverty, sickness, death—where are they in the light

of the knowledge that God is Infinite Love and Wisdom—is

omnipotent, omniscient, and omnipresent? The law of the

Good is divine; it is eternally real; it is ours to demonstrate

by daily and hourly experience.

Metaphysical teaching of every shade stands also for per-

fect health as well as for the evolutionary growth of spiritual

realization; and we hesitate not to claim that, as "power

belongs to him that knows," so the knowledge we have lifts

us into that state of physical harmony which is the normal

condition of our real Self. Holding these transcendent Truths,

what a noble mission is nurs! God as Love and Life and

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

Editorial Department. 1 43

lofty purpose. The Metaphysical Movement stands for the
search and realization of the highest Truth; for pure optimism;
for the practical, every-day recognition of the Good.

Under an impersonal and spiritual guidance—prompted by
the warmest impulses for Humanity, animated by love to God
and man, and believingin the divine birthrightof all who make
the claim—it is pursuing its way with unfaltering steps, stand-
ing fast in the liberty wherewith Christ (Truth) makes free.
It recognizes that Truth is perfect but many-sided, and wel-
comes its revelation from any and every source and by any
and every means. Truth does not want us—we need Truth:
and we believe, in accordance with the teachings of the great
Master, Jesus, thatwe have the help of the Spirit in the attain-
ment of our desires.

Metaphysical disciples go hand—in-hand in cherishing the
knowledge that the teaching is essentially of the Spirit. “It
emphasizes God as the one, only, absolute Reality. It em-

phasizes the Kingdom of God to be established on this earth
of ours here and now. It calls men back to the actual, practical
recognition of that sublime declaration of the Apostle Paul,
‘In God we live and move and have our being.’” Resting and
working on that basis of eternal Truth,we have found a solu-
tion for the inharmonies and discords of material life. Fear,
worry, poverty, sickness, death—where are they in the light
of the knowledge that God is Infinite Love and Wisdom—is
omnipotent, omniscient, and omnipresent? The law of the
Good is divine; it is eternally real; it is ours to demonstrate
by dailyand hourly experience.

Metaphysical teaching of every shade stands also for_per-
feet health as well as for the evolutionary growth of spiritual
realization; and we hesitate not to claim that, as “power
belongs to him that knows,” so the knowledge we have lifts
us into that state of physical harmony which is the normal
condition of our real Self. Holding these transcendent Truths,
whatC noble] mission is nurs! God as Love and Life and
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ception of God and immortality? Shall we not more than

ever realize and daily demonstrate that the kingdom of heaven

is here? The future is all aglow with fruitful development

along metaphysical lines. Men are awakening to the eternal

truths taught by the Science of Being, and the spirit of earnest

inquiry is everywhere manifested.

We greet you, therefore, as fellow-laborers in this move-

ment. May we all, in the unity of the Spirit, cultivate the most

divine altruism, seek to spread our principles with unselfish

aim, and find our best reward in the knowledge that we have

done something—however little—to elevate our fellow-men

into a divine atmosphere where there are full redemption and

true freedom, and where, the "clouds of doubt and creeds of

fear" having been dispelled, the light of Truth has broken

calm and clear and there is continual unfoldment into God-

likeness! On behalf of the Association,

J. Goodall, Scc'y.

Sydney, N. S. W., February 25, igoi.

AMBITION AND ASPIRATION.

Let the attention of students and others be called to the

dangers of ambition. It has been the custom of the race to

commend the ambitious youth and to worship the man whose

ambition has achieved for him high rank in comparison with

his fellows. To-day ambition seems to be the dominant

emotion driving men to wealth or fame or position. The col-

lege student thinks that he possesses the crowning element

of character if only he have a burning ambition to surpass his

class and win future ascendency. This spirit in our youth and

even in the tender years of childhood is fostered and com-

mended by the majority of those counted thoughtful. But arc

they thoughtful?

Always bear in mind the distinction between ambition and
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ception of God and immortality? Shall we not more than
ever realize and daily demonstrate that the kingdom of heaven
is here? The future is all aglow with fruitful development
along metaphysical lines. Men are awakening to the eternal
truths taught by the Science of Being, and the spirit of earnest

inquiry is everywhere manifested.
We greet you, therefore, as fellow-laborers in this move-

ment. May we all, in the unity of the Spirit, cultivate the most
divine altruism, seek to spread our principles with unselfish
aim, and find our best reward in the knowledge that we have
done something—however li-ttle—to elevate our fellow-men
into a divine atmosphere where there are full redemption and
true freedom, and where, the “clouds of doubt and creeds of
fear” having been dispelled, the light of Truth has broken
calm and clear and there is continual unfoldment into God-
likeness! On behalf of the Association,

J. GOODALL, 5cc'y.
Sydney, N. S. W., February 25, 1901.
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AMBITION AND ASPIRATION.

Let the attention of students and others be called to the
dangers of ambition. It has been the custom of the race to
commend the ambitious youth and to worship the man whose
ambition has achieved for him high rank in comparison with
his fellows. To-day ambition seems to be the dominant
emotion driving men to wealth or fame or position. The col-
lege student thinks that he possesses the crowning element
of character if only he have a burning ambition to surpass his
class and win future vascendency. This spirit in our youth and
even in the tender years of childhood is fostered and com-

mended by the majority of those counted thoughtful. But arc

they thoughtful?
Attays belar in mind the distinction between ambition and
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aspiration is always good and commendable, while ambition is

always evil and to be utterly uprooted from our nature.

The spring equinox is the time of conflict between the fierce

North Wind, wild and destructive in its struggle to retain its

sway, and the soothing South Wind, strongly advancing to

foster the life of the new spring-time. The present time—the

opening of the twentieth century, the turn of the great race

cycle—is the equinoctial period of the desperate struggle of

Ambition to hold its place against the steady, onward, all-

conquering march of Aspiration.

Ambition is the motive power of the nineteenth-century

competitive system, now not merely a struggle for supremacy

but even a fight for existence. Aspiration is the spirit of the

twentieth-century cooperative system that will establish an

ever-prosperous Brotherhood—mutual recognition and justice.

Ambition contains the seed of its own destruction. Aspiration

is the Divine Breath. All who are the dupes of Ambition will

witness their own downfall. All who are consecrated to

Aspiration know Life Eternal.

Teach the children and the youth of to-day that, if they are

ambitious to be at the head of their class or to surpass others

in study or work, or to be chosen valedictorian, or to graduate

with highest comparative honors, or to excel their fellows in

later life, even though the work itself be a good one—that if

they revel in competitive sports or delight in oratorical or other

competitive contests—they are cultivating in themselves a

plant whose fruit will be their own poison and certain death.

Teach them to aspire to be good and true and strong; to aspire

to learn all they can, to do all they should, to be what they

ought to be; to emulate no one save only in faithfulness; to

aspire continually to excel themselves, hoping that none other

are so weak or so far down on the ladder of life—seeking to

advance others as much as self. Teach them that if they thus

asnire thev cultivate witViin 1 nl^nt wlirwf rnnctantlu rineninpr
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aspiration is always good and commendable, while ambition is
always evil and to be utterly uprooted from our nature.

The spring equinox is the time of conflict between the fierce
North W'ind, wild and destructive in its struggle to retain its

sway, and the soothing South VVind, strongly advancing to
foster the life of the new spring-time. The present time——the
opening of the twentieth century, the turn of the great race

cycle-—is the equinoctial period of the desperate struggle of
Ambition to hold its place against the steady, onward, all-
eonquering march of Aspiration.

Ambition is the motive power of the nineteenth-century
competitive system, now not merely a struggle for supremacy
but even a fight for existence. Aspiration is the spirit of the
twentieth-century cooperative system that will establish an

ever-prosperous Brotherhood—mutual recognition and justice.
Ambitioncontains the seed of its own destruction. Aspiration
is the Divine Breath. All who are the dupes of Ambition will
witness their own downfall. All who are consecrated to

Aspiration know Life Eternal.
Teach the children and the youth of to-day that, if they are

ambitious to be at the head of their class or to surpass others
in study or work, or to be chosen valedictorian, or to graduate
with highest comparative honors, or to excel their fellows in
later life, even though the work itself be a good one—that if
they revel in competitive sports or delight in oratorical or other
competitive contests——they are cultivating in themselves a

plant whose fruit will be their own poison and certain death.
Teachthem to aspire to be good and true and strong; to aspire
to learn all they can, to do all they should, to be what they
ought to be; to emulate no one save only in faithfulness; to

aspire continually to excel themselves, hoping that none other
are so weak or so far down on the ladder of life—seeking to
advance others as much as self. Teach them that if they thus
asnire Lhev culltivafe within -.1 nlanf url1n<P (‘nnefanflv rineninor
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

Florence Peltier Perry and the Rev. Helen Van-Anderson.

FOR THE PARENTS.

Talks with Readers.

"I have a child so full of mischief that I am sometimes

tempted to throw aside new-age theories and believe in the

doctrine of 'total depravity.' What shall I do with him? He

is only three, but keeps the house in an uproar almost the

whole time."

Above all else, be patient. This will help you to be wise.

Mischief is nothing but an effect. Study the relation of effect

to cause, and you will have the key to the whole problem.

Nature is teeming with examples of the constructive or de-

structive power of natural forces. If a river overflows, the

water—which, under right conditions, is a life-giving and up-

building force—becomes a destroyer. Too much energy

focused in one place is destructive. It must be directed or

diffused. So the wonderful life forces generated in the mind

and body of a little child must be properly controlled and
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conductcd by

FLORENCE PELTIER PERRY AND ‘rm-: REV. HELEN VAN-ANDERSON.

FOR THE PARENTS.

TALKS WITH READERS.

“I have a child so full of mischief that I am sometimes

tempted to throw aside new-age theories and believe in the
doctrine of ‘total depravity.’ What shall I do with him? He
is only three, but keeps the house in an uproar almost the
whole time.”

Above all else, be patient. This will help you to be wise.
Mischief is nothingbut an effect. Study the relation of efiect
to cause, and you will have the key to the whole problem.
Nature is teeming with examples of the constructive or de-
structive power of natural forces. If a river overflows, the

wat'er—which, under right conditions, is a life-giving and up-
building force—becomes a destroyer. Too much energy
focused in one pl-ace is destructive. It must be directed or

diffused. So the wonderful life forces generated in the mind
and body of a little child must be properly controlled and
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more than the splendid forces of life at play. With this latter

phase we shall deal particularly.

Now, what shall be done? Again I say, be patient. This

will be easy if you can only remember the richness of your

child's endowment. Life in its fulness, direct from the great

Source: this is his gift—a mighty stream, which it is your privi-

lege to guide and utilize as it courses through the yet undis-

covered country of your boy's nature.

What if he is bursting with mischief? Is that not a

thousand-fold better than listless apathy—than sodden inat-

tention to the environment or the world in which he lives?

Would you have him a clay image sitting wherever you might

place him, or a witless doll without natural curiosity?

Far from it. Were he as clay molded by any hand, he

would have no individuality; were he without curiosity he

would have no incentive to learn, to investigate, or to experi-

ment for the sake of knowledge or power. Thank God, then,

that his very capacity for mischief is the promise of a future

man—an individual in whom "the elements are so mixed that

Nature might stand up and say to all the world, 'This is a

Man!'"

"Through self-activity," Froebel says, "the child must be

led into self-knowledge." Play is the first doorway into this

knowledge. Play with him, then, and teach him how to play.

Thus you will give him means and liberty to express the ever-

flowing force within him. But have a method in whatever

you teach or suggest. For even with a child of three you could

begin, with judgment and tact, a regular system of physical

culture, which in its complex and far-reaching effects would

be infinitely more than physical culture in the end. This
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more than the splendid forces of life at play. VVith this latter

phase we shall deal particularly.
Now, what shall be done? Again I say, be patient. This

will be easy if you can only remember the richness of your
child’s endowment. Life in its fulness, direct from the great
Source: this is his gift—a mighty stream, which it is your privi-
lege to guide and utilize as it courses through the yet undis-
covered country of your boy's nature.

What if he is bursting with mischief? Is that not a

thousand-fold better than listless apathy—than sodden inat-
tention to the environment or the world in which he lives?
Would you have him a clay image sitting wherever you might
place him, or a witless doll without natural curiosity?

Far from it. Were he as clay molded by any hand, he
would have no individuality; were he without curiosity he
would have no incentive to learn, to investigate, or to experi-
ment for the sake of knowledge or power. Thank God, then,
that his very capacity for mischief is the promise of a future
man—an individual in whom “the elements are so mixed that
Nature might stand up and say to all the world, ‘This is a

Man!’ ”

“Through self-activity,” Froebel says, “the child must be
Hled into self-knowledge. Play is the first doorway into this

knowledge. Play with him, then, and teach him how to play.
Thus you will give him means and liberty to express the ever-

flowing force within him. But have a method in whatever

you teach or suggest. For even with a child of three you could
begin, with "judgment and tact, a regular system of physical
culture, which in its complex and far-reaching effects would
be infinitely more than physical culture in the end. This
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promote that grace and symmetry of body which are the

foundation of health and beauty.

Begin in the morning, when he is fresh and eager for some-

thing exhilarating. While he is dressing let him take part or

all of the exercises with the hands and arms; then with the

body, the feet, etc. Never allozv him to get tired, either men-

tally or physically. Notice just when to stop. "Line upon

line, and precept upon precept," is Isaiah's injunction.

Make the exercise interesting. Be systematic—that is, do

it every morning, not merely once in a while. To enlist his

whole attention, tell him of the general (the mind) who com-

mands the battalions of body soldiers (physical members,

forces, etc.). In this daily drill he will soon come to regard the

time spent by the "general" and his "soldiers" as a preparation

for the day's duties; and the duty of every soldier—hand, foot,

head, etc.—is to obey the commander.

This kind of play awakens intelligence, stimulates self-

activity, creates ideals of power and conduct, and in every

way tends to unify the within and the without of his composite

nature. This is the beginning of the end of human destiny of

which some one has well said, "He who wins inner collected-

ness, who views his life as a whole, and who respects this

wholeness of life in each particular deed, shall find at last the

peace which subsists at the heart of agitation."

But, you say, is this physical culture the only remedy for

mischief? At this stage of the child's life, and for a number of

years, it is one of the best remedies. For instance, the times

he is tired and restless, or when he is brimming with a desire

to "do something," are the periods when a few moments of

physical culture will prove a veritable safety-valve. Or you

can divert his attention by giving him some errand—a run

upstairs, a race on the lawn with the dog, or a loving service

for somebody—anything that requires physical exertion. All

these, you will notice, utilize the physical forces from a spirit-

ual motive. A child, taught from the beginning all that
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promote that grace and symmetry of body which are the
foundation of health and beauty.

Begin in the morning, when he is fresh and eager for some-

thing exhilarating. While he is dressing let him take part or

all of the exercises with the hands and arms; then with the
body, the feet, etc. Never allow him. to get tired, either men-

Ially or physically. Notice just when to stop. “Line upon
line, and precept upon precept,” is Isaiah’s injunction.

Make the exercise interesting. Be systematic—that is, do
it every morning, not merely once in a while. To enlist his
whole attention, tell him of the general (the mind) who com-

mands the battalions of body soldiers (physical members,
forces, etc.). In thisdailydrill he will soon come to regard the
time spent by the “general” and his “soldiers” as a preparation
for the day's duties; and the duty of every soldier—hand, foot,
head, etc.—is to obey the commander.

This kind of play awakens intelligence, stimulates self-
activity, creates ideals of power and conduct, and in every
way tends to unify the within and the without of his composite
nature. This is the beginning of the end of human destiny of
which some one has well said, “He who wins inner collected-
ness, who views his life as a whole, and who respects this
wholeness of life in each particular deed, shall find at last the
peace which subsists at the heart of agitation.”

But, you say, is this physical culture the only remedy for
mischief? At this stage of the child’s life, and for a numberof
years. it is one of the best remedies. For instance, the times
he is tired and restless, or when he is brimming with a desire
to “do som’ething.” are the periods when a few moments of
physical culture will prove a veritable safety—valve. Or you
can divert his attention by giving him some errand—a run

upstairs, a race on the lawn with the dog, or a. loving service
for somebody—anything that requires physical exertion. All
these, you will notice, utilize the physical forces from a spirit-
ual motive. A child, taught from the beginning all that
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"The history of civilization is the record of man's progress

in the creation of spiritual values through the subjection of

his own animal nature, and surrounding material nature, to

the service of his spiritual needs and ideals; hence the world

of art. For the arts of man are not merely incidental to civili-

zation. They are the supreme products of his creative, spirit-

ual activities; the condition and promise of higher civiliza-

tion."

By all means let us give our children such culture of hand

and brain, as well as heart, as will enable them, when their

souls so desire, to express their own originality and thus put

their own seal of divinity upon everything they do. Who

knows of the unheard Beethovens or Mozart's, the mute

Shakespeares, the obscure Michael Angelos, or the myriads

of unlettered and unknown who might have been shining

lights in the galaxy of the world's great stars of music, poetry,

painting, invention, science, or art?

Is there one among us whose soul has not sometimes cried

out for expression, perhaps of some enraptured heavenly song,

voiceless and imprisoned, whose rhythmic melody beat in vain

for outlet from the physical that hemmed it in?

So let' us give our children time and opportunity for music;

let them sing and play; let them dance, and laugh, and read,

and do all the things the great majestic soul may move them

to do. Let us encourage art, and literature, and painting, and

all that gives to Beauty form and face. Let us realize that

"the long period of infancy and youth, when the mind is es-

pecially susceptible to the influences of environment, and

when the active powers are most easily directed, is a special

provision for the unceasing development of man's spiritual

qualities and creative activities."

* * *

The writer would be especially grateful for more questions,
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“The history of civilization is the record of man’s progress
in the creation of spiritual values through the subjection of
his own animal nature, and surrounding material nature, to
the service of his spiritual needs and ideals; hence the world
of art. For the arts of man are not merely incidental to civili-
zation. They are the supreme products of his creative, spirit-
ual activities; the condition and promise of higher civiliza-
tion.”

By all means let us give our children such culture of hand
and brain, as well as heart, as will enable them, when their
souls so desire, to express their own originality and thus put
their own seal of divinity upon everything they do. Who
knows of the unheard Beethovens or Mozarts, the mute

Shakespeares, the obscure Michael Angelos, or the myriads
of unlettered and unknown who might have been shining
lights in the galaxy of the world’s great stars of music, poetry,
painting, invention, science, or art?

Is there one among us whose soul has not sometimes cried
out for expression, perhaps of some enraptured heavenly song,
voiceless and imprisoned, whose rhythmicmelody beat in vain
for outlet from the physical that hemmed it in?

So let‘ us give our children time and opportunity for music;
let them sing and play; let them dance, and laugh, and read,
and do all the things the great majestic soul may move them
to do. Let us encourage art, and literat'ure, and painting, and
all that gives to Beauty form and face. Let us realize that
“the long period of infancy and youth, when the mind is es-

pecially susceptible to the influences of environment, and
when the active powers are most easily directed, is a special
provision for the unceasing development of man’s spiritual
qualities and creative activities.”

It * *

The writer would be especially grateful for more questions,
n '11-inn: 1'.,r\t\rrIrv1nr\f'e frnm 4-kn ..-...-lore nf flnic nnnarfmpnf,
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FOR THE CHILDREN.

"The wind blows, the sun shines, the birds sing loud,

The blue, blue sky is flecked with fleecy dappled cloud;

Over earth's rejoicing fields the children dance and sing,

And the frogs pipe in chorus, 'It's spring! It is spring!'

"The grass comes, the flower laughs where lately lay the snow;

O'er the breezy hill-top hoarsely calls the crow;

By the flowing river the alder catkins swing,

And the sweet song-sparrow cries, 'Spring! It is spring!'"

THE DOVE THAT RETURNED NO MORE.

You have heard of Venice, children—that wonderful city-

called the "Queen of the Adriatic," with its streets of water,

it's gondolas or boats that people use for carriages, its grand

canal, its greatest water street with stately palaces on either

side, and its great church of St. Mark's in the square in front

of which great flocks of pigeons are fed every day.

I'm going to tell you a story of two people who lived in

Venice, perhaps while I was there. Their names were Gas-

para and Marco; they were young, and had only a short time

been married. They lived on one of the narrower little water

streets, in a very queer old house with overhanging balconies.

They were quite poor—Marco was only a clerk in a lawyer's

office; but then some of their neighbors farther down the canal

would have called them rich. Their rooms were nicely fur-

nished with heavy old furniture, which had belonged to Gas-

para's mother. She had a few pictures hanging on the walls,

and plants growing on the edge of the balcony. Their bed had

a canopy that was almost as high as a baldachino* in one of

the churches.

Gaspara stood at the window in the sunshine one morning

in April. Yesterday had been warm and to-day already prom-

ised to be its twin brother. Marco was just starting out for
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FOR THE CHILDREN.

"The wind blows, the sun shines, the birds sing loud,
The blue, blue sky is flecked with fleecy dappled cloud;
Over earth’s rejoicing fields the children dance and sing,
And the frogs pipe in chorus, ‘It's spring! It is spring!’

"The grass comes, the flower laughs where lately lay the snow;
O’er the breezy hill-top hoarsely calls the crow;
By the flowing river the alder catkins swing,
And the sweet song-sparrow cries, ‘Spring! It is spring!’ "

 

THE DOVE THAT RETURNED NO MORE.

You have heard of Venice, children—that wonderful city
called the “Queen of the Adriatic,” with its streets of water,
its gondolas or boats that people use for carriages, its grand
canal, its greatest water street with sta_tely palaces on either
side, and its great church of St. Mark’s in the square in front
of which great flocks of pigeons are fed every day.

I’m going to tell you a story of two people who lived in
Venice, perhaps while I was there. Their names were Gas-
para and Marco; they were young, and had only a short time
been married. They lived on one of the narrower little water

streets, in a very queer old house with overhanging balconies.
They were quite poor—Marco was only a clerk in a lawyer's
oflice; but then some of their neighbors farther down the canal
would have called them rich. Their rooms were nicely fur-
nished with heavy old furniture, which had belonged to Gas-
para’s mother. She had a few pictures hanging on the walls,
and plants growing on the edge of the balcony. Their bed had
a canopy that was almost as high as a baldacl1ino* in one of
the churches.

Gaspara stood at the window in the sunshine one morning
in April. Yesterday had been warm and to-day already prom-
ised to baits tw‘n brother. Marco was just starting out‘ for
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his clay's work. Gaspara was clasping a white dove to her

breast.

"Marco, love," she said, "see how my pretty dove Pippo

nestles to me; he has no temptation to leave me, now that he

has grown familiar and loves his gentle state of bondage."

"Adieu, little white dove!" said Marco, kissing her. "Take

care not to leave your wide window open. Doves sometimes

fly away."

Then he left her, singing a dance song as he went down

the stairs. After he had gone Gaspara bethought herself that

she was a housewife; she smoothed down Pippo's plumage

and put him in his cage, and ran about putting the room to

rights, quite as ;f she were living in New England. She

opened the windows wide ;.nd went out onto the balcony to

water her plants. What a perfect morning it was! How blue

the sky and sea were! How bright even the gloomy old palace

opposite looked in the sunlight, as if it might have been built

yesterday instead of several centuries before!

Gaspara sang merrily: "I was born when the roses were

blooming, by the shore, the shore, of the sea!" as she picked

a rose and some myrtle for the little shrine of the Madonna

near her bed. A gondola floated past on the canal below, and

the boatman lifted his head to see where the merry singing

voice came from. Then another boat passed, but she noticed it

no more than you would notice the passing of a carriage here.

Gaspara was happily content with life. She knew little of

what lay outside her dear Venice, and cared little about know-

ing more. She glanced into the boat after it had passed to see

if 'any of her friends were going to market or to church, but

it was only a barge filled with cabbages and the boatman was

very old and did not lift his eyes. As she looked she heard

a sudden flutter of wings above her, and glancing up she saw

a white dove flying over her head. It was Pippo, who had
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his day's work. Gaspara was clasping a white dove to her
breast.

“Marco, love,” she said, “see how my pretty dove Pippo
nestles to me; he has no temptation to leave me, now that he
has grown familiarand loves his gentle state of bondage.”

“Adieu, little white dove!” said Marco, kissing her. “Take
care not t'o leave your wide window open. Doves sometimes
fly away.”

Then he left her, singing a dance song as he went down
the stairs. After he had gone Gaspara bethought herself that
she was a housewife; she smoothed down Pippo’s plumage
and put him in his cage, and ran about putting the room to

rights, quite as if she were living in New England. She
opened the windows wide and went out onto the balcony to
water her plants. VVhat a perfect morning it was! How blue
the sky and sea were! How bright even the gloomy old palace
opposite looked in the sunlight, as if it might have been built
yesterday instead of several centuries before!

Gaspara sang merrily: “I was born when the roses were

‘blooming, by the shore, the shore, of the sea!” as she picked
a rose and some myrtle for the little shrine of the Madonna
near her bed. A gondola floated past on the canal below, and
the boatman lifted his head to see where the merry singing
voice came from. Then another boat passed, but she noticed it
no more than you would notice the passing of a carriage here.
Gaspara was happily content with life. She knew little of
what lay outside her dear Venice, and cared little about know-
ing more. She glanced into the boat after it had passed to see

if any of her friends were going to market or to church, but
it was only a barge filled with cabbages and the boatman was

very old and did not lift his eyes. As she looked she heard
a sudden flutter of wings above her, and glancing up she saw

a white dove flying "over her head. It was Pippo, who had
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tight; so the dove had flown away. Poor Gaspara sat down

and cried until her eyes were quite red. She loved Pippo

dearly, for Marco had given her two doves in a bronze cage

when they had first known each other; but Lillo, Pippo's mate,

had died only the month before, and Pippo had moaned her

and refused to be comforted ever since.

When Marco returned home that evening he found Gas-

para sitting by the window with the shades drawn down.

"Pippo has fled!" she said, with a sob, to Marco.

"He has gone in search of Lillo, his lost mate. You are

broken-hearted."

"I shall never recover," she said, with a sigh.

"What shall I do?" asked Marco. "Shall I also have to go

away to be missed as much as Pippo?"

Up went the shade, and Gaspara kissed him and was merry

once more.

"Pippo has gone," she said; "but I still have Marco."

Pippo was only a bird, and in an hour she had forgotten

him altogether.

Meanwhile Pippo had flown away inland until his wings,

which had grown unused to long flights, grew tired, and he at

last stopped to rest on the pointed roof of an old stone house.

There were hundreds of delightful things he could see from

that house—the sea with its ships, Venice with its palaces,

and inland everything growing fresh and green in the return

of spring. Looking below, Pippo discovered a garden with

beautiful trees and a fountain playing in the center, and a seat

under the trees on which sat two lovers. Pippo understood

all about it. Had he not seen Marco and Gaspara? Down-

ward he flew into the garden and rested on a bare old lichened

tree, which spread its arms out to east and west like the arms

of a cross; below on a garden chair rested a mantle and a

rosary, as if some one had just come in from church. Pippo
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tight; so the dove had flown away. Poor Gaspara sat down
and cried until her eyes were quite red. She loved Pippo
dearly, for Marco had given her two doves in a bronze cage
when they had first known each other; but Lillo, Pippo’s mate,
had died only the month before, and Pippo had moaned her
and refused to be comforted ever since.

When Marco returned home that evening he found Gas-
para sitting by the window with the shades drawn down.

“Pippo has fled!” she said, with a sob, to Marco.
“He has gone in search of Lillo, his lost mate. You are

broken-hearted.”
“I shall never recover,” she said, with a sigh.
“What shall I do?” asked Marco. “Shall I also have to go

away to be missed as much as Pippo ?”
Up went the shade, and Gaspara kissed him and was merry

once more.

“Pippo has gone,” she said; “but I still have Marco.”
Pippo was only a bird, and in an hour she had forgotten

him altogether.
,

Meanwhile Pippo had flown away inland until his wings,
which had grown unused to long flights, grew tired, and he at
last‘ stopped to rest on the pointed roof of an old stone house.
There were hundreds of delightful things he could see from
that house—the sea with its ships, Venice with its palaces,
and inland everything growing fresh and green in the return
of spring. Looking below, Pippo discovered a garden with
beautifultrees and a fountain playing in the center, and a seat
under the trees on which sat two lovers. Pippo understood
all about it. Had he not seen Marco and Gaspara? Down-
ward he flew into the garden and rested on a bare old lichened
tree, which spread its arms out" to east and west like the arms

of a cross; below on a garden chair rested a mantle and a

rosary, as if some one had just come in from church. Pippo
I . I .I
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Pippo was quiet now; he liked to be within the sound of

human voices, and he was feeling tired, having flown so long

a distance. All would have gone well if they had been quite

alone in the garden, but, alas! in a distant corner of it stood at

that very moment two roguish boys, one of them with a bow

and arrow plotting against poor Pippo's life. Boys are the

same the world over—in Venice, London, New York, or Bos-

ton. If they stopped to think they would not do so many

cruel things. As it is, these two think it' will be so clever to

disturb their sister by sending an arrow whizzing through the

air. It only took a moment to send it, and then their sister

gave a little cry and buried her face in her hands, and the still,

white thing became suddenly alive and rose into the air with

a low moan of pain. Onward poor Pippo fled over the tops of

houses and pointed roofs, moaning in his pain for Lillo his

faithful mate, until he reached a church with a great statue

of Christ over the doorway. Here Pippo flew and rested,

where no more arrows could reach him. The day wore on

through its bright sunny hours of afternoon; the evening came

and made all the canals and lagoons of Venice red with sunset

light. Past the towers and minarets of the city as the birds

were flying homeward they saw a dead dove lying at the feet

of the great white Christ. The boys' arrow had done its work.

It had ended one happy little life.

Emily Malbone Morgan.

HIAWATHA.

Of all beasts he learned the language,

Learned their names and all their secrets—

How the beavers built their lodges,

Where the squirrels hid their acorns,

How the reindeer ran so swiftly,
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Pippo was quiet now; he liked to be within the sound of
human voices, and he was feeling tired, having flown so long
a dist'ance. All would have gone well if they had been quite
alone in the garden, but, alas! in a distant corner of it stood at
that very moment two roguish boys, one of them with a bow
and arrow plotting against’ poor Pippo’s life. Boys are the
same the world over—in Venice, London, New York, or Bos-
ton. If they stopped to think they would not do so many
cruel things. As it is, these two think it‘ will be so clever to
disturb their sister by sending an arrow whizzing through the
air. It only took a moment to send it, and then their sister
gave a little cry and buried her face in her hands, and the still,
white thing became suddenly alive and rose into the air with
a low moan of pain. Onward poor Pippo fled over t'he tops of
houses and pointed roofs, moaning in his pain for Lillo his
faithful mate, until he reached a church with a great statue
of Christ over the doorway. Here Pippo flew and rested,
where no more arrows could reach him. The day wore on

through its bright sunny hours of afternoon; the evening came

and made all the canals and lagoons of Venice red with sunset

light. Past the towers and minarets of the city as the birds
were flying homeward they saw a dead dove lying at the feet
of the great white Christ. The boys’ arrow had done its work.
It had ended one happy little life.

EMILY NIALBONE l\IoRc..A.N.

 

HIAWATHA.

Of all beasts he learned the language,
Learned their names and all their secrets-
How the beavers built their lodges,
Where the squirrels hid theiracorns,
How the reindeer ran so swiftly,

C0 811*‘



MIND.

HOW TO MAKE FRIENDS.

If you wish to make friends with Puss, all you have to do

is to stroke her head; she understands very quickly that you

wish to make her acquaintance, and in a very short time she

will follow you and try to get in your lap or in the chair

nearest you. Then, after looking at you just long enough to

make sure' that you really are fond of soft-footed little

creatures like herself, she will settle into a comfortable posi-

tion and sing you a song. And if you only knew the meaning

of it I'm sure you would find it a genuine love-song—one of

the sweetest you ever heard.

You can make friends with the dog in much the same way,

though I think he prefers to have you talk with him at first,

rather than stroke him too familiarly.

We can get the good-will of almost any animal by kindly

approaching it with gentle words and looks.

One day we went to see Aunt Jane. Her shepherd-dog

was lying at the side door, and as we lifted the old-fashioned

iron door-knocker he stood up and looked at us with a ques-

tioning gaze as if he didn't quite understand what right we

had to be there. So we said, "Good dog, good dog!" and some

nice things to him, and he quickly knew that he must be polite

and good to us, for we were friendly in our actions toward

him. •

By-and-by Aunt Jane took us to the barn to see the little

new calf, only a few days old. Sport—the dog—understood

what we were going to do, and ran on before us. Just as soon

as the barn door was fairly open, there he was face to face

with the bossy-calf, licking her head as if to show us how he

loved her. Bossy looked at us with her great bright eyes, and

put up her head for me to stroke her soft yellow fur. The old

mother-cow looked at us very knowingly. I think she wanted

to say, "This is my baby calf. Isn't she beautiful?"

Why, this was the prettiest family I had seen for a long
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154 MIND.

HOW TO MAKE FRIENDS.

If you wish to make friends with Puss, all you have to do
is to stroke her head; she understands very quickly that you
wish to make her acquaintance, and in a very short time she
will follow you and try to get in your lap or in the chair
nearest you. Then, after looking at you just long enough to
make sure’ that you really are fond of soft-footed little
creatures like herself, she will settle into a comfortable posi-
tion and sing you a song. And if you only knew the meaning
of it I'm sure you would find it a genuine love-song—one of
the sweetest you ever heard.

You can make friends with the dog in much the same way,
though I think he prefers to have you talk with him at’ first,
rather than stroke him too familiarly.

We can get the good-will of almost any animal by kindly
approaching it with gentle words and looks.

One day we went‘ to see Aunt Jane. Her shepherd—dog
was lying at the side door, and as we lifted the old-fashioned
iron door-knocker he stood up and looked at us with a ques-
tioning gaze as if he didn't quite understand what right we

had to be there. So we said, “Good dog, good dog!” and some

nice things to him, and he quickly knew that he must be polite
and good to us, for we were friendly in our actions toward
him. -

By-and—by Aunt Jane took us to the barn to see the little
new calf, only a few days old. Sport—the dog—understood
what we were going to do, and ran on before us. Just as soon

as the barn door was fairly open, there he was face to face
with the bossy-calf, licking her head as if to show us how he
loved her. Bossy looked at us with her great bright eyes, and
put up her head for me to stroke her soft yellow fur. The old
mother-cow looked at us very knowingly. I thinkshe wanted
to say, “This is my baby calf. Isn't she beautiful?”

Whhthis as the prettiest family I had seen for a long
U813



The Family Circle.

mother were a very important part of Aunt Jane's family circle.

Do you know, I am coming to think that we would be robbed

of half the pleasure of living if there were no dumb animals de-

pendent upon our love and care? I know it is said that God

gave us dominion over the fish of the sea and the fowls of the

air and every creeping thing on the face of the earth ; but when

I see how deeply attached to us these creatures become, and

how much we learn to love them, I somehow think that in-

stead of having harsh rulership over them as some people do—

when they cruelly put heavy burdens upon them or use the

whip and harsh words—we should make friends with them,

and then they will readily do whatever we wish. We call

them dumb, but there are other means than words for express-

ing thought. Johnny knows this, and Helen too; for there's

a volume of love in mother's eyes. If she said not one word

they would know if she were glad or pained at what they do.

Love is a wonderful language. There isn't an animal in all

the world that doesn't understand it. So let us try to look

love in our eyes and to show it in every action, and the time

will come when all timid and wild things will approach us

fearlessly, knowing that we will neither hurt nor destroy them.

Love is a language that speaks in the eye and in the touch

as well as on the lips. "Do you wish for kindness? Be kind.

Life is a mirror. You smile, and a smile is your sure return."

Mary J. Woodward-Weatiierree.

WHERE IS THE KING?

A king once journeying through his own dominion became

lost to his real self. It happened in this wise:

The king's crown was set with the jewels of Truth and

Wisdom, and tViocp iourplc rrm/p liVVit tn himself anil tn all
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The Family Circle. x55

mother were a very important part of Aunt Jane’s familycircle.
Do you know, I am coming to think that we would be robbed
of half the pleasure of living if there were no dumb animals de-
pendent upon our love and care? I know it is said that God
gave us dominion over the fish of the sea -and the fowls of the
air and every creeping thingon the face of the earth; but when
I see how deeply attached to us these creatures become, and
how much we learn to love them, I somehow think that in-
stead of having harsh rulership over them as some people do-
when they cruelly put‘ heavy burdens upon them or use the
whip and harsh lwords——we should make friends with them,
and then they will readily do whatever we wish. We call
them dumb, but there are other means than words for express-
ing thought. Johnny knows this, and Helen too; for there's
a volume of love in mother's eyes. If she said not one word
they_would know if she were glad or pained at what they do.
Love is a wonderful language. There isn’t an animal in all
the world that doesn't’ understand it. So let us try to look
love in our eyes and to show it in every action, and the time
will come when all timid and wild things will approach us

fearlessly,knowing thatwe will neitherhurt nor destroy them.
Love is Q language that speaks in the eye and in the touch

as well as on the lips. “Do you wish for kindness? Be kind.
Life is a mirror. You smile, and a smile is your sure return.”

Mmzv J. WooDwARD-WEATm2Rnm~:.

 

VVHERE IS THE KING?

A king once journeying through his own dominion became
lost to his real self. It happened in this wise:

The king’s crown was set with the jewels of Truth and
VVi.:d0m. and tlmcp immale a-mm licrht tn himself and tn all
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The Family Circle.

Now children, blithe and fairest,

In merry frolic rove

To seek the blossoms rarest

In garden, glen, and grove.

Nature, indeed, is beautiful—

Then, prithee, ne'er be sad;

Her offerings are so beautiful

We ever should be glad.

Fanny L. Fancher,

It doesn't pay to be cross—

It's not worth while to try it,

For Mammy's eyes so sharp

Are pretty sure to spy it:

A pinch on Billy's arm,

A scowl or a sullen gloom,

No longer we stay, but must up and away

To the Howlery-Growlery room.

Hi! the Howlery; ho! the Growlery!

Ha! the Sniffery, Snarlery, Scowlery!

There we may stay, if we choose, all day,

And it's only a smile that will bring us away.

******

So it doesn't pay to be bad—

There's nothing to be won in it;

And when you stop to think,

There's really not much fun in it.

So come! the sun is out;

The lilacs are all abloom;

Come out and play, and we'll keep away

From the Howlery-Growlery room.

Hi! tha UmAprv - Vio I the Grovvlerv!
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Now children, blithe and fairest,
In merry frolic rove

To seek the blossoms rarest
In garden, glen, and grove.

Nature, indeed, is beautiful-
Then, prithee, ne'er be sad;

Her offerings are so beautiful
\~Ve ever should be glad.

F.-\N NY L. FANCH 1-:12.
-ONO-O-O00-O0-O-OI

I’r doesn’t pay to be cross-

It’s not worth while to try it,
For Mammy’s eyes so sharp

Are pretty sure to spy it:
A pinch on Billy's arm,

A scowl or a sullen gloom,
No longer we stay, but must up and away

To the Howlery‘—Growlery room.

Hi! the Howlery ; ho! the Growlery!
Hal the Snifiery, Snarlery, Scowleryl
There we may stay, if we choose, all day,
And it's only a smile that will bring us away.

* * * * * *

So it doesn't pay to be bad-
There’s nothing to be won in it;

And when you stop to think,
There's really not much fun in it.

So come! the sun is out;
The lilacs are all abloom;

Come out and play, and we’ll keep away
From the Howlery-Growlery room.

Hill Hm u,...,1m-v- hnl H19 Gmwlerv!C0 86



MIND.

DANDELIONS.

One bright day in June some young and saucy dandelions

stood laughing in the sun, in the meadow down by the brook.

They were reeling in a frolicsome dance, for the breeze blew

them about, and they were brimful of happiness and running

over with fun. They stretched their slender necks and looked

smilingly up at the sky, and they tossed their saucy heads

proudly and shook their golden locks as they teased the but-

terflies. The bumble-bees, clad in black velvet and gold, gaily

flitted from one dandelion to another, kissing in turn each

radiant face.

All unnoticed, though close beside them, stood a dandelion

quite old; his form was bent and the once golden locks, alas!

were white as snow.

As the saucy young flowers finished the gayest of gay

frolics with the bumble-bees, they spied, for the first time, the

gray-headed dandelion.

"Oh ho!" they cried, "old Graybeard, where are your locks

of gold? Just look at him! Why do you stand there, old man,

with your form all bent and withered? If we looked as ragged

and old as you we would hide our heads in the grass."

So they mocked and scorned the poor old fellow till dark-

ness closed round them. Then a cunning little green night-

cap hid each saucy face while they slept in their dewy bed-

rooms. But, lo! when the morning dawned each little head

arose, crowned not with golden tresses but with long gray

locks instead.

And these saucy dandelions taught the lesson to some very

young ones near by, which were as yet hardly more than buds,

that it is not safe to mock and scorn those not so beautiful nor

clever nor young as themselves; for one never knows what

tricks the sun and wind will play on a flower and change it

from a self-satisfied blossom to one that is forlorn and lonsrinsr
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DANDELIONS.

One bright day in June some young and saucy dandelions
stood laughing in the sun, in the meadow down by the brook.
They were reeling in a frolicsome dance, for the breeze blew
them about, and they were brimful of happiness and running
over with fun. They stretched their slender necks and looked
smilinglyup at the sky, and they tossed their saucy heads
proudly and shook their golden locks as they teased the but-
terflies. The bumble-bees,clad in black velvet and gold, gaily
flitted from one dandelion to another, kissing in turn each
radiant face.

All unnoticed, though close beside them, stood a dandelion
quite old; his form was bent and the once golden locks, alas!
were white as snow.

As the saucy young flowers finished the gayest of gay
frolics with the bumble-bees, they spied, for the first time, the
gray-headed dandelion.

“Oh ho!” they cried, “old Graybeard, where are your locks
of gold? Just look at him! Why do you stand there, old man,
with your form all bent and withered? If we looked as ragged
and old as you we would hide our heads in the grass.”

So they mocked and scorned the poor old fellow till dark-
ness closed round them. Then a cunning little green night-
cap hid each saucy face while they slept in their dewy bed-
rooms. But, lo! when the morning dawned each little head
arose, crowned not with golden tresses but with long gray
locks instead.

And these saucy dandelions taught’ the lesson to some very
young ones near by, which were as yet hardly more than buds,
that it is not safe to mock and scorn those not so beautifulnor

clever nor young as themselves; for one never knows what
tricks the sun and wind will play on a flower and change it
from a self-satlisfied blossom to one that is forlorn and longing
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

HER OTHER SELF. Anonymous. 184 pp. Cloth, $1.00. Illustrator and

selling agent, M. W. Emerson, Octagon House, Washington, D. C.

Truth never surpasses fiction in strangeness so unmis-

takably as when presented in story form. This volume is

from the pen of the anonymous author of "The Search for a

Nose," and it is probable that it will find its way to the

dramatic stage ere its first edition is exhausted. It has all the

elements of a first-class play, plus the peculiar interest that

attaches to problems in psychology. Indeed, to students of

the occult it will prove extremely fascinating, for it presents

a concrete instance, based on facts of record, of the operation

of psychic law. No attempt to theorize or to preach is made;

but the chain of absolutely true incidents will suggest vary-

ing conclusions, according to the reader's development along

metaphysical lines. While the scene is laid in New York, the

narrative portrays features of metropolitan life that are per-

haps unfamiliar to the majority of our citizens. Having the

rare virtue of instructing while it entertains, "Her Other Self

is destined to achieve wide popularity among the admirers of

literary cleverness.

SAILING ALONE AROUND THE WORLD. By Captain Joshua Slo-

cum. 294 pp. Cloth, $2.00. The Century Company, publishers, New

York.

This is a book without a parallel in the literature of hero-

ism and adventure. It is the simple story of an intrepid

Canadian who actually circumnavigated the globe, in a wooden

sail-boat of his own construction, without a living companion

to share his perils. This feat has been accomplished by no

other human being, and the author's description of his remark-

able vnvacrp urliirV i i« nrnfneplv il1ustrater l ii nniniip in the
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

HER OTHER SELF. Anonymous. 184 pp. Cloth, $r.oo. Illustrator and
selling agent, M. W. Emerson, Octagon House, Washington, D. C.

Truth never surpasses fiction in strangeness so unmis-
takably as when presented in story form. This volume is
from the pen of the anonymous authorof “The Search for a

Nose,” and it’ is probable that it will find its way to the
dramatic stage ere its first edition is exhausted. It has all the
elements of -a first-class play, plus the peculiar interest that
attaches to problems in psychology. Indeed, to students of
the occult it’ will prove extremely fascinating, for it presents
a concrete instance, based on facts of record, of the operation
of psychic law. No attempt to theorizeor to preach is made;
but the chain of absolutely true incidents will suggest vary-
ing conclusions, according to the reader’s development along
metaphysical lines. While the scene is laid in New York, the
narrative portrays features of metropolitan life that are per-
haps unfamiliar to the majority of our citizens. Having the
rare virtue of instructing while it entertains, “Her Other Self"
is destined to achieve wide popularity among the admirers of
literary cleverness.

SAILING ALONE AROUND THE WORLD. By Captain Joshua Slo-

gfumk 294 pp. Cloth, $2.00. The Century Company, publishers, New
or .

This is a book without a parallel in the literature of hero-
ism and ‘adventure. It is the simple story of an intrepid
Canadian who actuallycircumnavigated the globe, in a wooden
sail-boat of his own construction, without a living companion
to share his perils. This feat has been accomplished by no

other human being, and the author’sdescription of his remark-
able vnvaore ml-.3:-l1 ie nrnfncplv illncfraterl is nnimie in the

C0 glee



i6o

MIND.

be one of the attractions of the Pan-American Exposition at

Buffalo this summer. It is laden with curios collected by its

brave and solitary occupant, during his hazardous journey, in

all parts of the world. J. E. M.
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Wood, publisher, Chicago.

THE NIGHT HAS A THOUSAND EYES. Poems. By F.

W. Bourdillon. Cloth, 73 pp. Little, Brown, and Com-

pany, publishers, Boston.

HERMAPHRO-DEITY: The Mystery of Divine Genius. By

Eliza Barton Lyman. Paper, 276 pp. Published by the

author, Saginaw, Michigan.

THE ABC OF PALMISTRY. By Hathaway and Dunbar.

86 pp. Paper, 50 cents. Banner of Light Publishing

Company, Boston.

INTRODUCTORY LESSONS IN MENTAL SCIENCE.

Compiled by Anna Vaile Switzer. Paper, 32 pp. Pub-

lished by the author, Portland, Ore.

THE EARTH NOT BORN OF THE SUN. By D. K. Ten-

ney. 37 pp. Paper, 25 cents. H. L. Green, publisher,

Chicago.

QUIT ROBBING DEAD JEWS. By T. L. Harvey. 91 pp.

Paper, 25 cents. Published by the author, Chester, Ark.

THE PILGRIM'S PATH. By Rai Salig Ram Bahadur. 50

pp. Leatherette, 50 cents. Esoteric Publishing Com-

pany, Applegate, Cal.
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be one of the attractions of the Pan-American Exposition at
Buffalo this summer. It is laden with curios collected by its
brave -and solitary occupant, during his hazardous journey, in
all parts of the world. J. E. M.
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IMMORTALITY AND REASON.

BY AXEL E. GIBSON.

"Ages may roll on, our very dust be dissolved, the earth shriveled like

a scroll; but round and round the circle of eternity rolls the wheel of life—

imperishable, unceasing. And as the earth from the sun, so immortality

drinks happiness from virtue, which is the smile upon the face of God."—

Bulwer.

However lost at times in the depths of skepticism and ne-

gation, the feeling of immortality never wholly at any time, or

in any aspect, ceases to stir in the innermost recesses of the hu-

man heart. It may have disappeared from the outer conscious-

ness, and man may fiercely deny any belief and interest in his

own immortality; nevertheless, the seed for its growth is hid in

his bosom, and will sprout whenever opportunities permit. Yet

it may rest inactive for ages and leave whole generations appar-

ently untouched by its genius. Its presence or absence in the

active consciousness of man, however, forms an index to the

depth of his philosophy. Whenever the soul directs its ener-

gies toward the inner, the deeper processes of human nature,

the feeling of immortality rises into activity, while if directed

toward mere temporal pursuits and gratifications, however re-

fined, this feeling will gradually be found to withdraw from

the active sphere of consciousness, followed by its subsequent
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IMMORTALITY AND REASON.

BY AXEL E. GIBSON.

“Ages may roll on, our very dust be dissolved, the earth shriveled like
a scroll; but round and round the circle of eternity rolls the wheel of life-—
imperishable, unceasing. And as the earth from the sun, so immortality
drinks happiness from virtue, which is the smile upon the face of God.”-
Bulwer.

However lost at times in the depths of skepticism and ne-

gation, the feeling of immortality never wholly at any time, or

in any aspect, ceases to stir in the innermost recesses of the hu-
man heart. It may have disappeared from the outer conscious-
ness, and man may fiercely deny any beliefand interest in his
own immortality; nevertheless, the seed for its growth is hid in
his bosom, and will sprout whenever opportunities permit. Yet
it may rest inactive for ages and leave whole generations appar-
ently untouched by its genius. Its presence or absence in the
active consciousness of man, however, forms an index to the
depth of his philosophy. Whenever the soul directs its ener-

gies toward the inner, the deeper processes of human nature,
the feeling of immortality rises into activity, while if directed
toward mere temporal pursuits and gratifications, however re—

fined, this feeling will gradually be found to withdraw from
the actlfe 5Ph re of consciousness, followed by its subsequent
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art, science, or philosophy,—but in the moral virility of charac-

ter in the outer, and depth of feeling in the inner, life; hence

the seeming anomaly of a people so highly intellectual and

mentally vigorous as the Greeks and Romans, yet being without

any firm conviction concerning an after-life.

The towering exceptions of one or two Grecian philoso-

phers, who in their discourses and writings really gave evidence

of a pronounced faith in an immortal soul, rather tend to prove

than to disprove the truth of this statement. "There is only

one thing that men look upon as incredible," says Cebes to

Socrates, in Plato's famous dialogue on the "Immortality of

the Soul," "viz., what you advanced of the soul. For almost

everybody fancies that when the soul parts from the body it

is no more; it dies along with it; in the very minute of parting

it vanishes like a vapor, or smoke, which flies off and disperses,

and has no existence." This would indicate the general state

of belief of the Greeks at the time of Plato, and faith in the

inner realities of life did certainly not gain in strength in after-

days. A friend of Cicero who had studied Plato testifies to

the unfamiliarity of the Roman mind with the idea of immortal-

ity by telling of his inability to turn the Platonic view into

conviction and belief: "As long as I hold his discourse in my

hand I believe in his argument, but the moment I lay the

volume aside the belief parts with it."

The Grecian philosophy, notwithstanding its dazzling ex-

cursions in the realm of thought and imagination, its refine-

ments in culture and ethics, and its ideality and inventive genius

in art, did not, with one or two exceptions, pass beyond the

limits of the experimental and speculative. As a system of

metaphysics, the Grecian philosophy dealt more with the spec-

« t 1 ' . i -r i■ r- il-:
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art, science, or philosophy,—butin the moral virilityof charac-
ter in the outer, and depth of feeling in the inner, life; hence
the seeming anomaly of a people so highly intellectual and
mentallyvigorous as the Greeks and Romans, yet beingwithout
any firm conviction concerning an after-life.

The towering exceptions of one or two Grecian philoso-
phers, who in their discourses and writings really gave evidence
of a pronounced faith in an immortal soul, rather tend to prove
than to disprove the truth of this statement. “There is only
one thing that men look upon as incredible,” says Cebes to

Socrates, in Plato’s famous dialogue on the “Immortality of
the Soul,” “w'.z., what you advanced of the soul. For almost
everybody fancies that when the soul parts from the body it
is no more; it dies along with it; in the very minute of parting
it vanishes like a vapor, or smoke, which flies off and disperses,
and has no existence.” This would indicate the general state
of belief of the Greeks at the time of Plato, and faith in the
inner realities of life did certainly not gain in strength in after-
days. A friend of Cicero who had studied Plato testifies to

theunfamiliarityof the Roman mind with the idea of immortal-
ity by telling of his inability to turn the Platonic view into
conviction and belief: “As long as I hold his discourse in my
hand I believe in his argument, but the moment I lay the
volume aside the belief parts with it.”

The Grecian philosophy,notwithstanding its dazzling ex-

cursions in the realm of thought and imagination, its refine-
ments in culture and ethics, and its ideality and inventive genius
in art, did not, with one or two exceptions, pass beyond the
limits of the experimental and speculative. As a system of
metaphysics, the Grecian philosophydealt more with the spec-
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perceiving (intuition), the latter from speculations based on

observations through sense-perception; the former is what he

relates, the latter observes what he describes; the former is a

seer, the latter is a philosopher.

Gauged largely by phenomena, the ancients focused their

whole soul-force on the objective plane, which they made

resemble a '-heaven" as much as possible. Olympus was a

materialized heaven; the gods performed the roles of more or

less accomplished men and women—not without superb virtues

nor debasing weaknesses. Failing to find the subjective or

soul side of human nature, the knowledge and practical realiza-

tion of which give rise to the mystic, the philosophies of Greece

and Rome as a whole had no positive views of human life and

destiny. For certainty and faith can only arise from actual

experience, and faith in the immortality of the soul is possible

only to him that realizes himself as a soul, and in the possession

of qualities the very nature and scope of which make his indi-

vidual immortality a necessity.

What, again, might have been taught in the ancient mys-

teries on the subject of immortality cannot be considered as an

element of their popular philosophy. In the writings and dis-

courses bf the philosophers, immortality was always treated

vaguely and with uncertainty. Epictetus exhorts his disciples

to cultivate their souls for temporal, not for eternal, purposes.

The grandest thoughts of Marcus Aurelius, the Roman em-

peror-philosopher, form an embellishment to the majesty of

death, while ignoring an after-life, and agree with Socrates

"that death, so far from being terrible to true philosophers—it

is their whole business to die." The lucidity of this purple-

robed thinker turns into uncertainty and vagueness as to what

may follow after the soul has passed the portal of death.
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perceiving (intuition), the latter from speculations based on

observations through sense-perception ; the former is what he
relates, the latter observes what he describes; the former is a

seer, the latter is a philosopher.
Gauged largely by phenomena, the ancients focused their

whole soul-force on the objective plane, which they made
resemble a “heaven” as much as possible. Olympus was a

materialized heaven; the gods performed the roles of more or

less accomplished men and women—not without superb virtues
nor debasing weaknesses. Failing to find the subjective or

soul side of human nature, the knowledge and practical realiza-
tion of which give rise to themystic, the philosophiesof Greece
and Rome as a whole had no positive views of human life and
destiny. For certainty and faith can only arise from actual
experience, and faith in the immortality of the soul is possible
only to him that realizes himself as a soul, and in the possession
of qualities the very nature and scope of which make his indi-
vidual immortality a necessity.

What, again, might have been taught in the ancient mys-
teries on the subject of immortality cannot be considered as an

element of their popular philosophy. In the writings and dis-
courses of the philosophers, immortality was always treated

vaguely and with uncertainty. Epictetus exhorts his disciples
to cultivate their souls for temporal, not for eternal, purposes.
The grandest thoughts of Marcus Aurelius, the Roman em-

peror-philosopher, form an embellishment to the majesty of
death, while ignoring an after-life, and agree with Socrates
“thatdeath, so far from being terrible to true philosophers—it
is their whole business to die.” The lucidity of this purple-
robed thinkerturns into uncertainty and vagueness as to what
may follow after the soul has passed the portal of death.
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and a stoical indifference in death. But beyond death they did

not venture to extend their inquiries. "Immortality," said

Lucianos, "is for the gods, not for men;" and the general

hopelessness of the ancients' view of an after-life has had no

more striking and melancholic expression than in the concep-

tion of an ill-fated Niobe, vainly trying to shield her children

from the invisible, though death-dealing, arrows of Apollo.

What gave to the Christian faith its inner force and con-

quering power would more likely be found in its firm, positive

declaration of a belief in the immortality of the soul than in

any of its other doctrines. For the feeling of immortality is

native to the soul, though for a time it may remain slumber-

ing and silent—smothered by the grosser interests of existence.

A semi-conscious wish—a half-realized longing for a continu-

ation of life after death—lingers over most of the thoughts

and maxims of antiquity. The people wished for certainty

and faith, not mere speculations, and when the convultionists

of early Christianity, with a resistless fervor of boundless con-

viction and faith, announced that immortality was a fact in

human nature, the great exodus from Olympus began. The

barbarism of Christian enthusiasm conquered the refinements

of ancient philosophy just by virtue of this faith. A fresh

impulse was thus imparted to the world; a new hope was be-

queathed to spiritually devitalized minds, and the dazzling cer-

tainty of a continuation of existence after death gave to indi-

vidual life a new meaning, a new inducement to live—and to

live in virtue.

But the Christian interpretation of immortality, as given

hv the fathers, nf the earlv Oiurrh. did not unfold the real.
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and a stoical indifference in death. But beyond death they did
not venture to extend their inquiries. “Immortality,” said
Lucianos, “is for the gods, not for men ;” and the general
hopelessness of the ancients’ view of an after-life has had no

more striking and melancholic expression than in the concep-
tion of an ill-fated Niobe, vainly trying to shield her children
from the invisible, though death-dealing, arrows of Apollo.

What gave to the Christian faith its inner force and con-

quering power would more likely be found in its firm, positive
declaration of a belief in the immortality of the soul than in
any of its other doctrines. For the feeling of immortality is
native to the soul, though for a time it may remain slumber-
ing and silent—smotheredby the grosser interests of existence.
A semi—conscious wish—a half—realized longing for a continu-
ation of life after death—lingers over most of the thoughts
and maxims of antiquity. The people wished for certainty
and faith, not mere speculations, and when the convultionists
of early Christianity, with a resistless fervor of boundless con-
viction and faith, announced that immortality was a fact in
human nature, the great exodus from Olympus began. The
barbarism of Christian enthusiasm conquered the refinements
of ancient philosophy just by virtue of this faith. A fresh
impulse was thus imparted to the world; a new hope was be-
queathed to spiritually devitalized minds, and the dazzling cer-

tainty of a continuation of existence after death gave to indi-
vidual life a new meaning, a new inducement to live-—and to
live in virtue.

But the Christian interpretation of immortality, as given
hv the fathers of the enrlv Church. did not unfold the real.
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touched by every shade of that sense-life the excitement and

enjoyment of which are indispensable to most human lives—

would require the attainment of qualities for which one short

sojourn of the soul on earth would yield no adequate time or

opportunity. The enjoyment of a certain mental state or con-

dition necessitates the presence in the mind of qualities through

which the inner value and importance of such a condition can

be measured. Music, to be enjoyed, must be not only listened

to but understood. The same strain of music that in one

mind calls into action the pure ecstasies of a magically touched

imagination may leave another mind unmoved and empty. So

with the ecstasies of heaven: they must find a sounding board,

an Apollo's-lyre, in the human heart by which to be recognized,

understood, and enjoyed; and it is of this earth only, under the

threefold influence of mental, moral, and spiritual evolution,

that this faculty can find- its unfoldment. "The kingdom of

heaven is within you,-' and the soul that cannot enjoy a heaven

on earth shall never succeed in enjoying it in a mystical here-

after.

It is barbarism of thought to believe that the mere passage

of death, while arresting organized action, should have a power

of generating mental and spiritual energies. If by the term

heaven is understood a state in which the soul moves in the

perfect independence of organic sensations, then, to gain ad-

mission into this state, such independence of being must have

been within the field of experiences enjoyable while on earth.

In other words, the soul while yet surrounded by the clamor

and turmoil of a sense-governed world should have the power

of retiring at will within the sanctuary of its own inner life,

and "in the midst of a crowd enjoy the perfect sweetness and

tranquillity of solitude." To accomplish this feat of subjective

self-consciousness, the span of time allotted the average mortal
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touched by every shade of that sense-life the excitement and
enjoyment of which are indispensable to most human lives-
would require the attainment of qualities for which one short
sojourn of the soul on earth would yield no adequate time or

opportunity. The enjoyment of a certain mental state or con-

dition necessitates the presence in the mind of qualities through
which the inner value and importance of such a condition can

be measured. Music, to be enjoyed, must be not only listened
to but understood. The same strain of music that in one

mind calls into action the pure ecstasies of a magically touched
imaginationmay leave another mind unmoved and empty. So
with the ecstasies of heaven: they mustfind a sounding board,
an Apollo's-lyre,in the human heart by which to be recognized,
understood, and enjoyed; and it is of this earth only, under the
threefold influence of mental, moral, and spiritual evolution,
that this faculty can find’ its unfoldment. “The kingdom of
heaven is withinyou,” and the soul that cannot enjoy a heaven
on earth shall never succeed in enjoying it in a mystical here-
after.

It is barbarism of thought to believe that the mere passage
of death, whilearresting organized action, should have a power
of generating mental and spiritual energies. If by the term
heaven is understood a state in which the soul moves in the
perfect independence of organic sensations, then, to gain ad-
mission into this state, such independence of being must have
been within the field of experiences enjoyable while_on earth.
In other words, the soul while yet surrounded by the clamor
and turmoil of a sense-governed world should have the power
of retiring at will within the sanctuary of its own inner life,
and “in the midst of a crowd enjoy the perfect sweetness and
tranquillityof solitude,” To accomplish this feat of subjective
self-consciousness, the span of time allotted the average mortal
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mortal into a being transfigured by purity and holiness can

surely not be accomplished in less time. The development of a

single virtue, or the removal of a single vice, often requires the

most tremendous efforts and enduring patience. What, then,

must be the efforts and time required for an evolution which is

to raise every human virtue into a state of divinity and equip

humanity with qualities and powers fitted for immortality!

Thus immortality as interpreted by the Christian creed fails

in the light of reason because of postulating effects for the

generating of which no adequate time or opportunity is

furnished.

Unable to find a saving Ariadne-thread in this shattered

chain of causation, the weary mind gave up the problem in

despair, resorting to the easier departure of denying existence

to the very object of immortality—the soul itself. Thus ap-

peared modern materialism, which for an impossible immortal-

ity of the soul substituted its hopeless annihilation. All the

divine qualities of human nature,—love, altruism, compassion,

resignation, etc.,—laboriously evolved during ages of pain and

conflict, by this theory are tracelessly dispersed by the chilling

breath of death. This view of existence, however, is as power-

less to solve the problem under consideration as the view it

was to replace. If, on the one hand, it is impossible to con-

ceive of the instantaneous generating at death of qualities im-

perishable and eternal in their essence, so on the other hand

it is equally impossible to conceive of the instantaneous de-

struction at death of qualities and virtues requiring a lifetime's

meditation and thought for their evolution. Though recog-

nizing the two sweeping generalizations of modern science,—
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I66 MIND.

mortal into a being transfigured by purity and holiness can

surely not be accomplished in less time. The development of a

single virtue, or the removal of a single vice, often requires the
most tremendous efi'orts and enduring patience. What, then,
must be the efforts and time required for an evolution which is
to raise every human virtue into a state of divinity and equip
humanity with qualities and powers fitted for immortality!
Thus immortality as interpreted by the Christian creed fails
in the light of reason because of postulating effects .for the
generating of which no adequate time or opportunity is
furnished.

Unable to find a saving Ariadne-thread in this shattered
chain of causation, the weary mind gave up the problem in
despair, resorting to the easier departure of denying existence
to the very object of immortality—the soul itself. Thus ap-
peared modern materialism, which for an impossible immortal-
ity of the soul substituted its hopeless annihilation. All the
divine qualities of human nature,—love, altruism, compassion,
resignation, etc. ,—laboriously evolved during ages of pain and
conflict, by this theory are tracelessly dispersed by the chilling
breathof death. This view of existence, however, is as power-
less to solve the problem under consideration as the view it
was to replace. If, on the one hand, it is impossible to con-

ceive of the instantaneous generating at death of qualities im-
perishable and eternal in their essence, so on the other hand
it is equally impossible to conceive of the instantaneous de-
struction at death of qualities and virtues requiring a lifetime’s
meditation and thought for their evolution. Though recog-
nizing the two sweeping generalizations of modern science,—
.1 ' :'I"lTn _fA'
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Immortality and Reason. 167

employs solar energies in its service; it constructs grooves for

Nature's more violent energies and dominates every manifested

expression of life and power. If death falls short in destroying

a mere physico-chemical force, as materialism itself postulates,

how much less would death be capable of destroying a divine

energy—a soul—in which resides an intelligence powerful

enough to direct and subjugate the very forces through the ac-

tion of which it was to meet its destruction!

"Who hath not learned, in hours of faith,

The truth—to flesh and sense unknown—

That Life is ever lord of death,

And Love can never lose .its own?"

Realizing its new difficulty, the ever-inquiring mind blazed

out a new avenue for philosophic thought. Reason and logic

demanded that, if material forces and molecules are to be

considered immortal, spiritual forces ought surely not to be

denied immortality. And from this concession sprang up a

system of philosophy that in the history of human thought is

labeled Pantheism. In this system, intelligence survives the

ravages of death, but its possessor perishes; virtue is immortal,

but the virtuous mortal; a man's deeds triumph over death,

but the man himself succumbs and vanishes; racial immortal-

ity is substituted for individual immortality, and self-conscious-

ness is dissolved into universal consciousness. Pantheism

undertakes the stupendous task of dissolving the individuality

of man at the end of his earthly career. The individual shall

never more be able to recognize himself as a distinct being—

his destiny is to be diffused in the surging sea of cosmic sub-

stance, to part for evermore with his personal identity.

Mnw the inrliviHnalirv r>{ man in the renter nf fravitv
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employs solar energies in its service; it constructs grooves for
Nature’s more violent energies and dominates every manifested
expression of life and power. If death falls short in destroying
a mere physico-chemical force, as materialism itself postulates.
how much less would death be capable of destroying a divine

energy——a soul—in which resides an intelligence powerful
enough to direct and subjugate the very forces through the ac-.

tion of which it was to meet its destruction!
“Who hath not learned, in hours of faith,
The truth—to flesh and sense unknown-
That Life is ever lord of death,
And Love can never lose _its own?”

Realizing its new difiiculty, the ever-inquiring mind blazed
out a new avenue for philosophic thought. Reason and logic
demanded that, if material forces and molecules are to be
considered immortal, spiritual forces ought surely not to be
denied immortality. And from this concession sprang up a

system of philosophy that in the history of human thought is
labeled Pantheism. In this system, intelligence survives the
ravages of death, but its possessor perishes; virtue is immortal,
but the virtuous mortal; a man's deeds triumph over death,
but the man himself succumbs and vanishes; racial immortal-
ity is substituted for individual immortality, and self-conscious-
ness is dissolved into universal consciousness. Pantheism
undertakes the stupendous task of dissolving the individuality
of man at the end of his earthly career. The individual shall
never more be able to recognize himself as a distinct being—
his destiny is to be diffused in the surging sea of cosmic sub-
stance, to part for evermore with his personal identity.
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that the sole object of natural evolution seems to be the prep-

aration for and development of individuality in the human

creature. The object of individuality is to specialize the ad-

vancement of universal growth. Through the specialization of

work, line upon line of natural evolution can be hurried onward

until the whole sweep of Nature's complex efforts shall have

been carried to their final destiny. According to the Pantheis-

tic scheme, however, this progressive unfoldment would not

result in the crowning perfection and maintenance of an imper-

ishable human ego, but to its expulsion from self-conscious

existence. Yet this is not all. The same nature that once

stood powerless in preventing the very seed of individuality

from striking root and developing into the human ego should

ages later, when this individuality reached its present domi-

nating intensity and vigor, be able to cause its destruction!

Herein lies the great difficulty of Pantheism. Its failure to

find a solvent of this riddle constitutes the Pantheistic sphinx,

which Pantheism must solve or it will perish.

Advancing boldly on the heels of these philosophies and

triumphantly filling gaps in their logic, Modern Spiritualism

unfolds a theory of immortality perhaps the most acceptable of

those yet enumerated. Recognizing the inadequacy of one

short earth-life for the engendering of faculties and powers

requisite to an existence in a realm of unceasing ecstasy,

Spiritualism postulates a condition of personal life after death,

through which the soul is offered opportunities to round out

and accomplish, through a series of progressive unfoldments,

its unfinished evolution. Ingenious as this theory may at first

appear, it nevertheless exposes a fatal discrepancy in its sys-

tem. It fails to explain why existence on earth is at all neces-

sary if the soul in after-life will be furnished with facilities and
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that the sole object of natural evolutionseems to be the prep-
aration for and development of individuality in the human
creature. The object of individuality is to specialize the ad-
vancement of universal growth. Through the specialization of
work, line upon line of natural evolution can be hurried onward
until the whole sweep of Nature’s complex efforts shall have
been carried to their final destiny. According to the Pantheis-
tic scheme, however, this progressive unfoldment would not
result in the crowning perfection and maintenance of an imper-
ishable human ego, but to its expulsion from self-conscious
existence. Yet this is not all. The same nature that once

stood powerless in preventing the very seed of individuality
from striking root and developing into the human ego should
ages later, when this individuality reached its present domi-
nating intensity and vigor, be able to cause its destruction!
Herein lies the great difficulty of Pantheism. Its failure to
find a solvent of this riddle constitutes the Pantheisticsphinx,
which Pantheism must solve or it will perish.

Advancing boldly on the heels of these philosophies and
triumphantly filling gaps in their logic, Modern Spiritualism
unfolds a theory of immortality perhaps the most acceptable of
those yet enumerated. Recognizing the inadequacy of one

short earth-life for the engendering of faculties and powers
requisite to an existence in a realm of unceasing ecstasy,
Spiritualism postulates a condition of personal life after death,
through which the soul is offered opportunities to round out
and accomplish, through a series of progressive unfoldments,
its unfinished evolution. Ingenious as this theory may at first
appear, it nevertheless exposes a fatal discrepancy in its sys-
tem. It fails to explain why existence on earth is at all neces-

sary if the soul in after-life will be furnished with facilitiesand
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engendered, not by the relentless law of the survival of the

fittest, but by the rosy pinions of love and charity? The

tremendous expenditure of vital energy caused by the deadly

friction between the soul and earthly conditions must, if looked

at from a Spiritualistic point of view, appear as wholly aimless

and wanton; for if a child, dying at the age of a few months,

can go through its evolutionary career in "Spirit-land," and

attain the same wisdom and power as the aged and care-worn

savant, battling inch by inch on his march along the thorny

pathway of truth and virtue, the injustice and aimlessness of

earthly existence lie open to all.

In a universe governed in every detail by law and order,

such arbitrary and purposeless proceedings are unthinkable.

No effort in the cosmos is wasted. The sojourn on earth in a

physical body fulfils conditions undoubtedly indispensable to the

progress of the soul. The body—with its marvelous mechanism,

its sensitized tissues, its network of high-strung nerve-threads

capable of registering and transmitting the subtlest changes

ensuing through contact with surrounding elements of sense-

life—constitutes an instrument all too precious, and all too

laboriously evolved, to be regarded as a factor whose service

would be of no fundamental importance in the process of nat-

ural evolution, and therefore capable of being dispensed with.

The nerve-threads bring the soul into reciprocal touch with

all the thrills of human emotion,—of joy or sadness, of love or

hatred, of virtue or vice,—translating them all in due order

into the permanent feeling of self-consciousness, or egohood.

This is the crucible in which innocence is tested. The natural

instincts of the human creature, its pure, untainted (because

untested V innocence, constitute the raw material, the eo\d-
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engendered, not by the relentless law of the survival of the
fittest, but by the rosy pinions of love and charity? The
tremendous expenditure of vital energy caused by the deadly
friction between the soul and earthlyconditions must, if looked
at from a Spiritualistic point of view, appear as wholly aimless
and wanton; for if a child, dying at the age of a few months,
can go through its evolutionary career in “Spirit—land,” and
attain the same wisdom and power as the aged and care-worn

savant, battling inch by inch on his march along the thorny
pathway of truth and virtue, the injustice and aimlessness of
earthly existence lie open to all.

In a universe governed in every detail by law and order,
such arbitrary and purposeless proceedings are unthinkable.
No effort in the cosmos is wasted. The sojourn on earth in a

physical body fulfilsconditionsundoubtedly indispensable to the
progress of the soul. The body—with its marvelous mechanism,
its sensitized tissues, its network of high-strung nerve-threads
capable of registering and transmitting the subtlest changes
ensuing through contact with surrounding elements of sense-

life——constitutes an instrument all too precious, and all too

laboriously evolved, to be regarded as a factor whose service
would be of no fundamental importance in the process of nat-
ural evolution, and therefore capable of being dispensed with.
The nerve-threads bring the soul into reciprocal touch with
all the thrillsof human emotion,—of joy or sadness, of love or

hatred, of virtue or vice,—trans1ating them all in due order
into the permanent feeling of self-consciousness, or egohood.
This is the crucible in which innocence is tested. The natural
instincts of the human creature, its pure, untainted (because
untested) ‘innocence. constitute the raw material. the gold-
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ture, and consequently barred from obtaining a knowledge of

its proper scope and meaning.

A mere abstract attention can never evolve practical knowl-

edge. We may listen with uninterrupted attention for ages to

discourses on music and yet not be able to form a single musical

score; and so with every other attainment. "The mind might

ponder its thought for ages," says Emerson, "and not gain so

much self-knowledge as the passion of. love shall teach it in a

day." Without contact, no struggle; without struggle, no

victory and no conquest. Innocence is not virtue; it may be-

come virtue after having been tried through the fire of tempta-

tion and having triumphed in its trial. Thus, and thus only,

is virtue evolved; and the divine economy of the universe

would never permit, on the material plane, such prodigious

expenditure of moral and mental energies if the result of a

lifetime's pain and labor could be otherwise and otherwhere

obtained. A theory of immortality to gain the sanction of

reason must be hampered by no expressions of arbitrary power

that may mar the majesty of eternal law and justice.

Still one theory of immortality remains. It is that of

rebirth (reincarnation), of which David Hume once expressed

the opinion that "the theory of rebirth is the only theory of

immortality philosophy shall ever hearken to." Another

weighty statement, made by Professor Huxley, may also be

quoted in favor of this theory, provided, of course, the doc-

trine can justly claim its application. "The theory," says this

eminent scientist and philosopher, "which explains the most

phenomena and covers the most arguments holds precedence

in the domain of scientific thought." Then let us apply the

test. The problem of immortality—which the theory held by

the Christian creeds fails to solve, because of the inadeauacv
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ture, and consequently barred from obtaining a knowledge of
its proper scope and meaning.

A mere abstract attention can never evolve practical knowl-
edge. We may listen with uninterrupted attention for ages to

discourses on music and yet not be able to form a single musical
score; and so with every other attainment. “The mind might
ponder its thought for ages,” says Emerson, “and not gain so

much self—knowledge as the passion of, love shall teach it in a

day.” Without contact, no struggle; without struggle, no

victory and no conquest. Innocence is not virtue; it may be-
come virtue after having been tried through the fire of tempta-
tion and having triumphed in its trial. Thus, and thus only,
is virtue evolved; and the divine economy of the universe
would never permit, on the material plane, such prodigious
expenditure of moral and mental energies if the result of a

lifetime’s pain and labor could be otherwise and otherwhere
obtained. A theory of immortality to gain the sanction of
reason must be hampered by no expressions of arbitrary power
thatmay mar the majesty of eternal law and justice.

Still one theory of immortality remains. It is that of
rebirth (reincarnation),of which David Hume once expressed
the opinion that “the theory of rebirth is the only theory of
immortality philosophy shall ever hearken to.” Another
weighty statement, made by Professor Huxley, may also be
quoted in favor of this theory, provided, of course, the doc-
trine can justly claim its application. “The theory,” says this
eminent scientist and philosopher, “which explains the most

phenomena and covers the most arguments holds precedence
in the domain of scientific thought.” Then let us apply the
test. The problem of immortality—which the theory held by
the Christian creeds fails to solve. because of the inadeauacv
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ability of the materialistic scheme to dispose at death of intelli-

gent and moral forces, immortal in their qualities, also appears

to be overcome by this theory, which links these forces to the

soul that engenders them—thus opening a way for their collec-

tive return to the physical field of action and their continuance

as factors in the evolution of the soul.

Likewise Pantheism might be said to find its saving genius

in this theory of rebirth. The individuality, which Pantheism

shall forever fail to dissolve, is through the process of rebirth

carried on toward ever grander scopes and powers. The

destiny of the individuality would not then be to dissolve, but

to increase in intensity of feeling until capable of being a focus

of universal love, wisdom, and power, and able to reflect every

expression of life and consciousness in the world. The unfath-

omable range of self-consciousness to which this unceasing

advance of the individuality into ever higher realms of evolu-

tion is leading will make immortality logically and philosophi-

cally possible—an immortality having for its substance and

endurance the imperishable qualities inherent in the ego itself,

and won by mental and moral conquests during the lapse of

revolving cycles.

By applying the rebirth theory to the view held by Spirit-

ualism, the latter at once secures a firm foothold in the realm

of thought and reason. The illogical and impossible expedi-

ency of a natural evolution to be continued into light-spheres

of untainted purity, intended to receive the result, not the

process, of growth, would be unneeded and uncalled for as soon

as the soul were allotted ample time to explore and exhaust

the treasure-vaults of earthly existence.

Thus the believer in the rebirth theory holds claims on hav-

ing discovered an immortality that will endure, however

crucial its exposure to the light of reason. The key it offers to
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abilityof the materialisticscheme to dispose at death of intelli-
gent and moral forces, immortal in their qualities, also appears
to be overcome by this theory, which links these forces to the
soul thatengenders them—thusopening a way for their collec-
tive return to the physical field of action and their continuance
as factors in the evolution of the soul.

Likewise Pantheismmight be said to find its saving genius
in this theory of rebirth. The individuality, which Pantheism
shall forever fail to dissolve, is through the process of rebirth
carried on 'toward ever grander scopes and powers. The
destiny of the individuality would not then be to dissolve, but
to increase in intensity of feeling until capable of being a focus
of universal love, wisdom, and power, and able to reflect every
expression of life and consciousness in the world. The unfath-
omable range of self—consciousness to which this unceasing
advance of the individuality into ever higher realms of evolu-
tion is leading will make immortality logically and philosophi-
cally possible-—an immortality having for its substance and
endurance the imperishable qualities inherent in the ego itself,
and won by mental and moral conquests during the lapse of
revolving cycles.

By applying the rebirth theory to the view held by Spirit-
ualism, the latter at once secures a firm foothold in the realm
of thought and reason. The illogical and impossible expedi-
ency of a natural evolution to be continued into light—spheres
of untainted purity, intended to receive the result, not the
process, of growth,would be unneeded and uncalled for as soon

as the soul were allotted ample time to explore and exhaust
the treasure-vaultsof earthlyexistence.

Thus the believer in the rebirth theory holds claims on hav-
ing discovered an immortality that will endure, however
crucial its exposure to the light of reason. The key it offers to
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lege of obtaining appropriate results from progressive efforts

made during earth-life, this theory of existence, on the other

hand, holds the debtor to his debt, be it moral, mental, or

physical, independent of intervening physical deaths.

The lover of his race whom death removed from his work

for humanity is by this theory offered renewed opportunities

for the consummation of his undying hope—the liberation of

man from the thraldom of his senses. From being a creature

of fate and circumstance, the individual, by linking the causes

of the present life with the effects of lives to come, is ulti-

mately enabled to control his own destiny. However much

or little he accomplishes is to his own eternal credit, forming

the basis of future accomplishment in deeds of truth and virtue.

Death, "the brother of sleep," would be to the soul what sleep

is to the body; and the individual, returning to face a new

earth-day, refreshed and rejuvenated, takes up anew the thread

of life where he dropped it, reaping what he sowed, suffering

or enjoying the fruits of former deeds. The soul possessed by

the heroic virtues—the soul "whose country is the world and

whose religion is to do good"—may find a source of exulting

joy in this theory. No "death" can sever the individual from

the practical realization of his ideal of human perfection. No

dream of an eternal lassitude in a "blaue hinein" is permitted

to rise between him and humanity and lessen his enthusiasm in

the work for mankind. Conscious of his position, he will

draw new strength, hope, and courage from his certainty of

return to the battlefield of life again and again—so long as

ignorance, superstition, selfishness, and despair hold their

blightening tyranny over the human soul.

But though this theory would naturallv postpone the attain-
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lege of obtaining appropriate results from progressive efforts
made during earth-life, this theory of existence, on the other
hand, holds the debtor to his debt, be it moral, mental, or

physical, independent of intervening physical deaths.
The lover of his race whom death removed from his work

for humanity is by this theory offered renewed opportunities
for the consummation of his undying hope—the liberation of
man from the thraldom of his senses. From being a creature
of fate and circumstance, the individual, by linking the causes

of the present life with the effects of lives to come, is ulti-
mately enabled to control his own destiny. However much
or little he accomplishes is to his own eternal credit, forming
the basis of future accomplishment in deeds of truth and virtue.
Death, “the brother of sleep,” would be to the soul what sleep
is to the body; and the individual, returning to face a new

earth-day, refreshed and rejuvenated, takes up anew the thread
of life where he dropped it, reaping what he sowed, suffering
or enjoying the fruits of former deeds. The soul possessed by
the heroic virtues-—-the soul “whose country is the world and
whose religion is to do good”—may find a source of exulting
joy in this theory. No “death” can sever the individual from
the practical realization of his ideal of human perfection. No
dream of an eternal lassitude in a “blaue hinein” is permitted
to rise between him and humanity and lessen his enthusiasmin
the work for mankind. Conscious of his position, he will
draw new strength, hope, and courage from his certainty of
return to the battlefield of life again and again—so long as

ignorance, superstition, selfishness, and despair hold their
blightening tyranny over the human soul,

But though this theory would naturallv Dostpone the attain-
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gregate humanity, not as separate units, not as broken cords,

but as one solitary, inseparable brotherhood, will pass on into

undreamed-of realms of joy and glory.

These are some of the arguments advanced by those who

have accepted the theory of reincarnation as a gauge and guide

in daily life. Undoubtedly its philosophy has many pleasing

aspects—pleasing alike to the sense of mercy and the sense of

justice. Yet to consider its postulates as the last issues of

reason would be both dogmatic and arrogant, and in opposition

to its own most emphasized principle: the ceaseless progression

of human intelligence. Whenever that theory appears which,

more successfully than any hitherto, shall explain the problems

and mysteries of after-life, the rebirth theory will follow the

course common to all speculations of the mind and add a new

fragment to the archives of human thought.

I have, like other people, I suppose, made many resolutions

that I have broken or only half kept; but the one which I send

you, and which was in my mind long before it took the form of a

resolution, is the key-note of my life. It is this—always to regard

as mere impertinences of fate the handicaps which were placed

upon my life almost at the beginning. I resolved that they should

not crush or dwarf my soul, but rather be made to "blossom, like

Aaron's rod, with flowers."—Helen Keller.

None but the fully occupied can appreciate the delight of

suspended or rather of varied labor. It is toil that creates holi-

days; there is no royal road—yes, that is the royal road—to

them T ifp rannnt lif» mur\f» tin nf rpprpatinnc • thpv miic+ hp
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Immortality and Reason. :7 3

gregate humanity, not as separate units, not as broken cords,
but as one solitary, inseparable brotherhood, will pass on into
undreamed-of realms of joy and glory.

These are some of the arguments advanced by those who
have accepted the theory of reincarnationas a gauge and guide
in daily life. Undoubtedly its philosophy has many pleasing
aspects-pleasingalike to the sense of mercy and the sense of
justice. Yet to consider its postulates as the last issues of
reason would be both dogmatic and arrogant, and in opposition
to its own most emphasizedprinciple: the ceaseless progression
of human intelligence. Whenever that theory appears which,
more successfully than any hitherto, shall explain the problems
and mysteries of after-life, the rebirth theory will follow the
course common to all speculations of the mind and add a new

fragment to the archives of human thought.
 

I HAVE, like other people, I suppose, made many resolutions
that I have broken or only half kept; but the one which I send
you, and which was in my mind long before it took the form of a

resolution, is the key-note of my life. It is this—alwaysto regard
as mere impertinences of fate the hamdicaps which were placed
upon my life almost at the beginning. I resolved that they should
not crush or dwarf my soul, but rather be made to “blossom, like
Aaron’s rod, with flowers.”—Helen Keller.

 

NONE but the fully occupied can appreciate the delight of
‘suspended or rather of varied labor. It is toil that creates holi-
days; there is no royal road—yes, that is the royal road—to
fhnm Tifp nannnf he maria Mn nf rpm'Pafinnc- that-v rrmc+ hp
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TRAINING OF THOUGHT AS A LIFE FORCE.

BY THE REV. R. HEBER NEWTON.

III.

It is with character as with health—the true work is

wrought in the mind. In the training of the mind's forces,

what we seek for the soul is to be accomplished. Character-

building is the supreme end of life. It is character that we

carry away from earth into the life beyond—the sole result of

our life here. Man capitalizes himself for immortality in

creating character.

Now, character is, as the Greek word denotes, the lines cut

into the nature; the form graven upon the being; the image

stamped on the life. It is the sculptor's work upon the inward

man. As he carves with his tools the lines of the beautiful

human form divine in marble, so does he carve with the

truer tools of thought the beautiful human form divine in the

spirit.

Character does not grow of itself. It is not a weed—it is

the choicest of flowers. The statue does not shape itself by

a happy coincidence of chances—it is formed and fashioned

by the sculptor. He does not sit down before the lump of clay

and wish that a beautiful statue may arise therefrom. Al-

though Whitman said it, one does not often find it true—"I

loaf, and invite my soul." The true soul does not respond

to the invitation of the loafer. She comes with her glad and

joyous smile to him who seeks her and works to win her. It

is by patient toil of the sculptor's hands that the statue arises.

Hours and days and weeks and months, perhaps, go to the
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TRAINING OF THOUGHT AS A LIFE FORCE.

BY THE REV. R. HEBER NEWTON.

III.

It is with character as with health—the true work is

wrought in the mind. In the training of the mind’s forces,
what we seek for the soul is to be accomplished. Character-
building is the supreme end of life. It is character that we

carry away from earth into the life beyond—thesole result of
our life here. Man capitalizes himself for immortality in
creating character.

Now, character is, as the Greek word denotes, the lines cut
into the nature; the form graven upon the being; the image
stamped on the life. It is the sculptor’s work upon the inward
man. As he carves with his tools the lines of the beautiful
human form divine in marble, so does he carve with the
truer tools of thought the beautifulhuman form divine in the
spirit.

Character does not grow of itself. It is not a weed——it is
the choicest of flowers. The statue does not shape itself by
a happy coincidence of chances~it is formed and fashioned
by the sculptor. He does not sit down before the lump of clay
and wish that a beautiful statue may arise therefrom. Al-
though Whitman said it, one does not often find it true—“I
loaf, and invite my soul.” The true soul does not respond
to the invitation of the loafer. She comes with her glad and
joyous smile to him who seeks her and works to win her. It
is by patient toil of the sculptor’s hands that the statue arises.
Hours apfil days] and weeks and months, perhaps, go to the
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the snow-white marble. No one but a fool dreams of winning

character without patient, insistent effort. If he cannot build

himself up into physical health without systematic toil, he

surely cannot build himself up into spiritual health without

systematic toil. He does not dream of becoming an athlete

save by years of physical discipline. Should he dream of

becoming a saint short of years of spiritual discipline?

And the toil of the sculptor is not so much, after all, a toil

of the fingers as a toil of the mind back of the fingers. Every

gentle pressure of the fingers on the plastic clay is guided by a

thought. Every delicate stroke of the chisel on the marble

is directed by a thought. The true tools of the sculptor are

not the cunning fingers or the fine-edged chisel—they are the

clear, strong thoughts in his mind. A will is back of the hand

on the mallet. The unintelligent sculptor never made a beauti-

ful statue. It is a work of mind. So is every great work of

man's devising, even in the material world—palace and temple

and picture—all, alike, are thoughts before they are things.

The toil of the spiritual sculptor over the human form

divine, then, is also a toil first of the mind. No amount of drill

and discipline in the outer being, no studied cultivation of

habits, no system for controlling his words and deeds

through which he may put himself patiently, year by year,

will ever accomplish aught save as it is the expression of

the inner thought, the desire, the purpose, the will; save as

it is the manifestation of the inner vision, the ideal after which

he is seeking to fashion his life. Here is the real potentiality

of character-building. For "as a man thinketh in his heart so

is he."
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the snow-white marble. No one but a fool dreams of winning
character without patient, insistent effort. If he cannot build
himself up into physical health without systematic toil, he
surely cannot build himself up into spiritual health without
systematic toil. He does not dream of becoming an athlete
save by years of physical discipline. Should he dream of
becoming a saint short of years of spiritual discipline?

And the toil of the sculptoriis not so much, after all, a toil
of the fingers as a toil of the mind back of the fingers. Every
gentle pressure of the fingers on the plastic clay is guided by a

thought. Every delicate stroke of the chisel on the marble
is directed by a thought. The true tools of the sculptor are

not the cunning fingers or the fine-edged chisel—they are the
clear, strong thoughts in his mind. A will is back of the hand
on the mallet. The unintelligent sculptor never made a beauti-
ful statue. It is a work of mind. So is every great work of
man’s devising, even in the material world—palace and temple
and picture——all, alike, are thoughts before they are things.

The toil of the spiritual sculptor over the human form
divine, then, is also a toil first of the mind. N0 amount of drill
and discipline in the outer being, no studied cultivation of
habits, no system for controlling his words and deeds
through which he may put himself patiently, year by year,
will ever accomplish aught save as it is the expression of
the inner thought, the desire, the purpose, the will; save as

it is the manifestation of the inner vision, the ideal after which
he is seeking to fashion his life. Here is the real potentiality
of character-building. For “as a man thinkethin his heart so

is he.”
0.! IV! I . .1 0
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has preoccupied their minds with the conception of sin. Sin

has been the dominant thought in the minds that would become

good. It is needless to remind any one of the fact. The

whole system of the Church as a training of character bears

witness to this. The new life begins in the conviction of sin.

It is deepened by the deepening conviction of sin. Man's at-

tention is focused upon sin. The hymns and prayers and

sermons of the churches have constantly held before him the

image of sin.

All this is so familiar that we scarcely realize its utterly

unphilosophic character. Imagine the sculptor setting himself

down before the mass of clay and calling up visions of physical

malformation as a preliminary step toward the creation of a

form of physical beauty! Imagine him summoning before his

soul a vision of ideal ugliness, if we may use such a contradic-

tion of terms, thinking thus to create in the clay a model of

ideal loveliness! What preposterous folly this would be! Yet,

is it not parallel with the posture of mind of the Christian

when he seeks to create a character made in the image of

God by preoccupying his mind with a vision of a character

made in the image of the devil? He sets himself down before

his spiritual material, and deliberately and systematically calls

into his mind the hateful forms of spiritual evil—thinking thus

to aid him in creating the desired form of spiritual goodness!

The wonder is not that the world is not getting further ahead

in the creation of the human form divine, but that it has gotten

as far ahead as it has under such a system.

I remember years ago my sudden awakening, as a
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176 MIND.

has preoccupied their minds with the conception of sin. Sin
has been thedominant thought in the minds thatwould become
good. It is needless to remind any one of the fact. The
whole system of the Church as a training of character bears
witness to this. The new life begins in the conviction of sin.
It is deepened by the deepening conviction of sin. Man's at-
tention is focused upon sin. The hymns and prayers and
sermons of the churches have constantly held before him the
image of sin.

All_ this is so familiar that we scarcely realize its utterly
unphilosophiccharacter. Imagine the sculptor setting himself
down before the mass of clay and calling up visions of physical
malformation as a preliminary step toward the creation of a

form of physical beauty! Imagine him summoning before his
soul a vision of ideal ugliness,if we may use such a contradic-
tion of terms, thinking thus to create in the clay a model of
idealloveliness! What preposterous folly this would be! Yet,
is it not parallel with the posture of mind of the Christian
when he seeks to create a character made in the image of
God by preoccupying his mind with a vision of a character
made in the image of the devil? He sets himself down before
his spiritual material, and deliberately and systematically calls
into his mind the hateful forms of spiritual evil—thinkingthus
to aid him in creating the desired form of spiritual goodness!
The wonder is not that the world is not getting further ahead
in the creation of the human form divine, but that it has gotten
as far ahead as it has under such a system.

I remember years ago my sudden awakening, as a
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his fellows; a reiteration, in varying forms, of the confession

of sin. This was the traditional type of prayer. But, sud-

denly, it flashed upon my soul that the whole thing was unreal;

that it was unsound and vicious; that we were all depressing

our spiritual lives and enfeebling our ethical energies by brood-

ing over the very evils to escape from which we were seeking

to help our children. The inspiration of that moment has

followed me through life.

So evangelical an evangelist as Henry Drummond empha-

sizes this false attitude of the Church strongly. He denounces

in vigorous terms the folly of concentrating the mental atten-

tion upon the negative forms of evil, as hoping thereby to

achieve the positive forms of goodness. Turn to your "Mid-

dlemarch," if you have not yet forgotten that great story

by George Eliot. Read the development of Bulstrode's char-

acter, and see a fearful parable of the shaping of a soul from

the cherishing of evil thoughts.

Your first step toward character-culture must be the reso-

lution to put every evil thought out of your mind and to keep

it out. So you bar the door upon every evil wish, every unholy

imagination, every wicked desire. Will any noble form of

soul arise around a being while its mind is soiled and stained

with such presences? No light task this, certainly—but the

first primal and fundamental task of the man who would build

a character. As the rustic said: "Yeou cayn't help heven'

bad thoughts come into your head, but yeou haven't no need

fer ter set 'em a chair."

This may perhaps interpret to us the fact, which ought to

be a very strange one in the minds of the ordinary orthodox

Christian, that he who came to save his people from their

sins had, comparatively speaking, so little to say about those

cinQ wVlilp lift Viorl er» mtt/^ll fr\ coir alirMlf Hip IrirfllPG TT#» W1-
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his fellows; a reiteration, in varying forms, of the confession
of sin. This was the traditional type of prayer. But, sud-
denly, it flashed upon my soul that the whole thingwas unreal;
that it was unsound and vicious; that we were all depressing
our spiritual lives and enfeeblingour ethicalenergies by brood-
ing over the very evils to escape from which we were seeking
to help our children. The inspiration of that moment has
followed me through life.

So evangelical an evangelist as Henry Drummond empha-
sizes this false attitude of the Church strongly. He denounces
in vigorous terms the folly of concentrating the mental atten-
tion upon the negative forms of evil, as hoping thereby to
achieve the positive forms of goodness. Turn to your “Mid-
dlemarch,” if you have not yet forgotten that great story
by George Eliot. Read the development of Bulstrode’s char-
acter, and see a fearful parable of the shaping of a soul from
the cherishing of evil thoughts.

Your first step toward character—cu1ture must be the reso-

lution to put every evil thought out of your mind and to keep
it out. So you bar the door upon every evil wish, every unholy
imagination, every wicked desire. Will any noble form of
soul arise around a being while its mind is soiled and stained
with such presences? No light task this, certainly—but the
first primal and fundamental task of the man who would build
a character. As the rustic said: “Yeou cayn’t help heven’
bad thoughts come into your head, but yeou haven’t no need
fer ter set ’em a chair.”

This may perhaps interpret to us the fact, which ought to
be a very strange one in the minds of the ordinary orthodox
Christian, that he who came to save his people from their
sins had, comparatively speaking, so little to say about those
cine c(‘7'lt)lpgiiéaorl en nun-la +n cav alxrmf fl-up virtue: We Avi-
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which he would draw them, trusting the visions of beautiful

goodness to allure, to solicit, to inspire, to energize.

The true attitude of the spiritual sculptor is precisely the

counterpart of the attitude of the sculptor in stone. He

sets him down before the mass of clay, and sets himself to

dreaming of an ideal form of loveliness. When that form

takes shape in his mind, clear cut and distinct, then, and not

till then, do his hands begin to play upon the clay, and the

work of fashioning the model is begun. Through the whole

toilsome and laborious process, his constant preoccupation is

with this vision of loveliness that has come to him. The

constant effort is to hold that vision clear in his mind, to

bring it out of the clouds, down from the skies, near to his

very being—so close that he may feel its breath, its touch.

Then is he sure that he can stamp it in the clay, if he but hold

it thus clear and close in the embrace of his soul. At every

pause in the outward work, he turns his mind within and

clears the vision, and then turns that vision out upon the clay

and lets its shadow lie upon the clay until the lines of the

heavenly form are drawn therein.

Ponder that great word of the apostle in which he enjoins

his followers to "bring every imagination into captivity to the

obedience of Christ."

The task of character-building, then, is the task of char-

acter-thinking. Hold before your minds habitually the

thoughts of whatsoever things are true and just and pure and

lovely and of good report. Allow no other presences in

your soul. Retire into the inner place of your being daily,

and call up these divine presences of beautiful goodness.

Just to sit silent in the secret place of the soul and think of

truth and purity, of justice and gentleness, of all the sweet

train of these heavenlv euests—this is of the most oowerful
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178 MIND.

which he would draw them, trusting the visions of beautiful
goodness to allure, to solicit, to inspire, to energize.

The true attitude of the spiritual sculptor is precisely the
counterpart of the attitude of the sculptor in stone. He
sets him down before the mass of clay, and sets himself to

dreaming of an ideal form of loveliness. When that fonn
takes shape in his mind, clear cut and distinct, then, and not

till then, do his hands begin to play upon the clay, and the
work of fashioning the model is begun. Through the whole
toilsome and laborious process, his constant preoccupation is
with this vision of loveliness that has come to him. The
constant effort is to holdthat vision clear in his mind, to

bring it out of the clouds, down from the skies, near to his

very being—so close that he may feel its breath, its touch.
Then is he sure that he can stamp it in the clay, if be but hold
it thus clear and close in the embrace of his soul. At every
pause in the outward work, he turns his mind within and
clears the vision, and then turns that vision out upon the clay
and lets its shadow lie upon the clay until the lines of the
heavenly form are drawn therein.

Ponder that great word of the apostle in which he enjoins
his followers to “bring every imagination into captivity to the
obedience of Christ.” ’

The task of character-building,then, is the task of char-
acter-thinking. Hold before your minds habitually the
thoughts of whatsoever things are true and just and pure and
lovely and of good report. Allow no other presences in

your soul. Retire into the inner place of your being daily,
and call up these divine presences of beautiful goodness.
Just to sit silent in the secret place of the soul and think of
truth and purity, of justice and gentleness, of all the sweet
train 0 ~tLh)ese8 Savenlv guests-this is of the most powerful
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selves upon your mental tissue and work themselves out into

the habits of the life. Sit, then, in the sacred silence of the soul

and call up these visions of beautiful goodness; desire them

exceedingly; send your longings out after them. So will the

heavenly forms stoop to your embrace and kiss you with the

benediction of God.

Every thought of goodness brought into the mind turns

out upon the life in an energy of goodness. Every heavenly

ideal visioned within frees a force to fashion without its

counterpart in the habits of the soul. The imagination is

the true creative faculty, imaging God's true creative work.

Image your true selves within your souls, and the image will

come forth in your outer lives. "Let us make man in our

image." Even God first made man after His image in His

thought; and it is because he is thus imaged in the Divine

thought that he is coming forth into the Divine work.

This is not a work of spasmodic, impulsive action, just when

we chance to think of it. Not so does the sculptor vision the hu-

man form divine that he would transfer to the marble. System-

atically, habitually, concentratingly, intensely he thinks that

form, and thus clears its outline in his mind and energizes

it to stamp itself upon the marble. So must the soul do in

seeking to build a character. It must learn to train the forces

of its being—the forces of the Universe, the forces of thought

—and to utilize them after the law of the Universe. It must

fashion its true graving tools in these keen, steel-edged

thoughts, and then with them carve and mold the human

form divine.

The building of character is primarily and essentially a

work of building thought. All the great ethical and spiritual
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selves upon your mental tissue and work themselves out into
thehabits of the life. Sit, then, in the sacred silenceof thesoul
and call up these visions of beautiful goodness; desire them
exceedingly; send your longings out after them. So will the
heavenly forms stoop to your embrace and kiss you with the
benediction of God.

Every thought of goodness brought into the mind turns
out upon the life in an energy of goodness. Every heavenly
ideal visioned within frees a force to fashion without its
counterpart in the habits of the soul. The imagination is
the‘true creative faculty, imaging God's true creative work.
Image your true selves within your souls, and the image will
come forth in your outer lives. “Let us make man in our

image.” Even God first made man after His image in His
thought; and it is because he is thus imaged in the Divine
thought that he is coming forth into the Divine work.

This is not a work of spasmodic, impulsive action,just when
we chance to thinkof it. Not so does the sculptor vision thehu-
man form divine that he would transfer to the marble. System-
atically, habitually, concentratingly, intensely he thinks that
form, and thus cl-ears its outline in his mind and energizes
it to stamp itself upon the marble. So must the soul do in
seeking to build a character. It must learn to train the forces
of its being—theforces of the Universe, the forces of thought
—and to utilize them after the law of the Universe. It must
fashion its true graving tools in these keen, steel-edged
thoughts, and then with them carve and mold the human
form divine.

The building of character is primarily and essentially a

work of building thought. All the great ethical and spiritual
I“-__-I_ 1--
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MIND.

"Ye have heard that it was said by them of old time, Thou shalt not

kill; and, Whosoever shall kill shall be in danger of the judgment—But I

say unto you that whosoever is angry with his brother without a cause shall

be in danger of the judgment. ... Ye have heard that it was said by

them of old time, Thou shalt not commit adultery; but I say unto you,

that whosoever looketh upon a woman, to lust after her, hath committed

adultery with her already in his heart."

It has often been wondered at that Jesus gave so little

formal instruction concerning the laws of life; that he gave

so few positive prescriptions concerning conduct; that he was

so little of a legislator. The reason is that he knew all action

to be the outcome of thought, and that he recognized the

vanity of legislating for action without inspiring thought.

His task was to cleanse the fountain.

You may turn to the Zend Avesta, the sacred books of

the ancient Persians, and find over and over again the habitual

refrain, "Good Thought, Good Word, Good Deed." This is

the uniform order in which goodness is spoken of. First the

thought of goodness, then the word of goodness, then the

deed of goodness. So you may turn to your Buddhist sacred

writings and read thus in the Dhammapala:

"All that we are is the result of what we have thought; it is founded

upon our thoughts, it is made up of our thoughts. If a man speaks or acts

with an evil thought, pain follows him as the wheel follows the foot of the

ox that draws the carriage. . . .

"If a man speaks or acts with a pure thought, happiness follows him

like a shadow that never leaves him. . . .

"As rain breaks through an ill-thatched house, passion will break

through an ill-reflecting mind. As rain does not break through a well-

thatched house, passion will not break through a well-reflecting

mind. . . .
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18o MIND.

“Ye have heard that it was said by them of old time, Thou shalt not

kill; and, Whosoever shall kill shall be in danger of the judgment—But I
say unto you that whosoever is angry with his brother without a cause shall
be in danger of the judgment. . . .

Ye have heard that it was said by
them of old time, Thou shalt not commit adultery; but I say unto you,
that whosoever looketh upon a woman, to lust after her, hath committed
adultery with her already in his heart.”

It has often been wondered at that Jesus gave so little
formal instruction concerning the laws of life; that he gave
so few positive prescriptions concerning conduct; that he was

so little of a legislator. The reason is that he knew all action
to be the outcome of thought, and that he recognized the
vanity of legislating for action without inspiring thought.
His task was to cleanse the fountain.

You may turn to the Zend Avesta, the sacred books of
the ancient Persians, and find over and over again the habitual
refrain, “Good Thought, Good Word, Good Deed.” This is
the uniform order in which goodness is spoken of. First the
thought of goodness, then the word of goodness, then the
deed of goodness. So you may turn to your Buddhist sacred
writings and read thus in the Dhammapala:

“All that we are is the result of what we have thought; it is founded
upon our thoughts, it is made up of our thoughts. If a man speaks or acts
with an evil thought, pain follows him as the wheel follows the foot of the
ox that draws the carriage. . . .

“If a man speaks or acts with a pure thought, happiness follows him
like a shadow that never leaves him.

. . .

“As rain breaks through an ill-thatched house, passion will break
through an ill-reflecting mind. As rain does not break through a well-
thatched house, passion will not break through a well-reflecting
mind.
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without a body, hides in the chamber (of the heart), will be free from the

bonds of Mara (the tempter).

"If a man's thoughts are unsteady, if he does not know the true law,

if his peace of mind is troubled, his knowledge will never be perfect.

"If a man's thoughts are not dissipated, if his mind is not perplexed, if

he has ceased to think of good or evil, then there is no fear for him while

he is watchful.

"If a man would hasten toward the good he should keep his thought

free from evil.

"Thoughts alone cause the round of births; let a man strive to purify

his thoughts. What a man thinks, that he is. This is the old secret."

As you watch Richard Mansfield's splendid setting of

Shakespeare's "Henry V.," ponder well the words of the

heroic king—"All things are ready if our minds be so."

(Concluded.)

A man only understands what is akin to something already

existing in himself. We are all visionaries, and what we see is

our soul in things. We reward ourselves and punish ourselves

without knowing it, so that all appears to change when we change.

Every soul has its climate, or, rather, is a climate.—Amiel's

Journal.

"If you have been waked through love into Life, then your

life's work is to transmute everywhere the transient into the

permanent and the eternal, first in your own soul and life, then

by wbat you are, and through your love, calling out the eternal

in all about you."

"Hold your dull life up to the light, and see how it will be

transfigured. Life is not meant to be a path of ease, but steep
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without a body, hides in the chamber (of the heart), will be free from the
bonds of Mara (the tempter).

“If a man's thoughts are unsteady, if he does not know the true law,
if his peace of mind is troubled, his knowledge will never be perfect.

“If a man’s thoughts are not dissipated, if his mind is not perplexed, if
he has ceased to thinkof good or evil, then there is no fear for him while
he is watchful.

“If a man would hasten toward the good he should keep his thought
free from evil.

“Thoughts alone cause the round of births; let a man strive to purify
his thoughts. What a man thinks, that he is. This is the old secret."

As you watch Richard Mansfield’s splendid setting of
Shakespeare’s “Henry V.,” ponder well the words of the
heroic king—“All things are ready if our minds be so.”

(Concluded.)
 

A MAN only understands what is akin to something already
existing in himself. We are all visionaries, and what we see is
our soul in things. We reward ourselves and punish ourselves
withoutknowing it, so thatall appears to change when we change.
Every soul has its climate, or, rather, is a climate.—Amiel’s
Ioumal.

I?OI|O-@I@lCI'OII.I

“IF you have been waked through love into Life, then your
life's work is to transmute everywhere the transient into the
permanent and the eternal, first in your own soul and life, then
by what you are, and through your love, calling out the eternal
in all about you.”

IO-O-F0-O-00-0-OI

“HOLD your dull life up to the light, and see how it will be
tzransfigured. Life is not meant to be a path of case, but steep
anrl nrarrndt anrl if ic nnlv 1-1'11-n11o'l1 e.nlf...r1pnial l‘“¢t‘l'\11f:IO'nfhPf1‘l‘
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RELIGION AND SPIRITUALISM.

BY H. FORBES KIDDLE.

In the modern revival of a practise in which men in all

ages and of every grade of intelligence and civilization have

participated, the modern materialistic skeptic refuses to see

anything but the persistent survival or atavistic recrudescence

of an unworthy superstition which the enlightenment of sci-

ence is destined ultimately to banish from the mind of man.

A host of intelligent persons, however, by irresistible demon-

stration have been convinced that there actually exists the pos-

sibility of intercourse between the denizens of earth and the

dwellers in the veiled "hereafter." Upon this fundamental

fact they have been compelled to agree; but beyond that there

exists the greatest diversity of opinion among believers.

Indeed, the field of inquiry opened up by Modern Spiritualism

is a vast one, and agreement upon its multitudinous problems

—problems demanding most skilful and candid scientific eluci-

dation—is at present hardly more desirable than it is possible.

The facts are obvious; but the explanation of the facts and the

deductions therefrom are by no means plain.

Nevertheless, a contemplation of the general subject in the

light of modem experience impressively indicates that, like

everything else within man's reach, Spiritualism is open to

gross misconception and abuse as well as to beneficent, enno-

bling use. Witchcraft, black magic, sorcery, necromancy—all

are forms of Spiritualism, in the sense in which the term is now
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RELIGION AND SPIRITUALISM.

BY H. FORBES KIDDLE.

In the modern revival of a practise in which men in all
ages and of every grade of intelligence and civilization have
participated, the modern materialistic skeptic refuses to see

anythingbut the persistent survival or atavistic recrudescence
of an unworthy superstition which the enlightenment of sci-
ence is destined ultimately to banish from the mind of man.

A host of intelligent persons, however, by irresistible demon-
stration have been convinced that there actuallyexists the pos-
sibilityof intercourse between the denizens of earth and the
dwellers in the veiled “hereafter.” Upon this fundamental
fact they have been compelled to agree; but beyond that there
exists the greatest diversity of opinion among believers.
Indeed, the field of inquiry opened up by Modern Spiritualism
is a vast one, and agreement upon its multitudinous problems
——prob1ems demanding most skilful and candid scientific eluci-
dation—is at present hardly more desirable than it is possible.
The facts are obvious; but the explanation of the facts and the
deductions therefrom are by no means plain.

Nevertheless, a contemplation of the general subject in the
light of modern experience impressively indicates that, like
everything else within man’s reach, Spiritualism is open to

gross misconception and abuse as well as to beneficent, enno-

bling use. Witchcraft, black magic, sorcery, necromancy—all
are forms of Spiritualism, in the sense in which the term is now

Go glut



Religion and Spiritualism.

associated. Both pertaining to the spiritual side of man's na-

ture, the two have gone naturally hand in hand. At the bottom

of every system of popular religion, Spiritualism in some form

is discovered—indeed, it is the vital element in most religions.

One is true and forceful in proportion to the presence of the

other. There is, moreover, a mutual dependence in the matter

of character and quality. Gross, uncouth spiritualistic beliefs

and practises have been accompanied by a religious system of

corresponding character. The offering up of bloody sacrifices

as a religious ceremonial, for example, denotes belief in an in-

visible presence to whom such a brutal proceeding is accept-

able. On the other hand, without the spiritual safeguards that

constitute the fundamentals of pure religion—namely, rever-

ence, devotion, purity of thought, and lofty, disinterested pur-

pose—Spiritualism is in danger of falling into all sorts of de-

basement, wherein mystical fanaticism and deception abound

and demoralization and degeneracy are imminent.

Never has the need of intelligent cooperation between

Religion and Spiritualism been greater than it is to-day. Re-

ligion, fixedly associated as it is in the popular mind with

rigid dogma and arbitrary tradition, will not be able to with-

stand the assaults being made upon it by the present purely

intellectual methods of historical and literary research and

rationalistic deduction without the quickening illumination of

pure, reverential Spiritualism. The few intuitive minds may

be able to recognize the just discriminations of the "higher

criticism," but the mass of men, discarding the false in the

process of proving all things, will not be able to hold fast to

that which is true in the old faith.

The concrete presentations of Spiritualism are absolutely
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Religion and Spiritualism. 183

associated. Both pertaining to the spiritual side of man's na-

ture, the two have gone naturallyhand in hand. At the bottom
of every system of popular religion, Spiritualism in some form
is discovered—indeed, it is the vital element in most religions.
One is true and forceful in proportion to the presence of the
other. There is, moreover, a mutual dependence in the matter
of character and quality. Gross, uncouth spiritualistic beliefs
and practises have been accompanied by a religious system of
corresponding character. The offering up of bloody sacrifices
as a religious ceremonial, for example, denotes belief in an in-
visible presence to whom such a brutal proceeding is accept-
able. On the other hand, without the spiritual safeguards that
constitute the fundamentals of pure religion—namely, rever-

ence, devotion, purity of thought, and lofty, disinterested pur-
pose—Spiritualism is in danger of falling into all sorts of de-
basement, wherein mystical fanaticism and deception abound
and demoralization and degeneracy are imminent.

Never has the need of intelligent cooperation between
Religion and Spiritualism been greater than it is to-day. Re-
ligion, fixedly associated as it is in the popular mind with
rigid dogma and arbitrary tradition, will not be able to with-
stand the assaults being made upon it by the present purely
intellectual methods of historical and literary research and
rationalistic deduction without the quickening illuminationof
pure, reverential Spiritualism. The few intuitive minds may
be able to recognize the just discriminations of the “higher
criticism,” but the mass of men, discarding the false in the
process of proving all things, will not be able to hold fast to
that which is true in the old faith.

The concrete presentations of Spiritualism are absolutely
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MIND.

The modern conception of a universe governed by undevl-

ating, impartial Law makes no allowance for the so-called

miraculous interventions upon which rests the religious faith

of Western civilization. Miracles either must be accounted

for or explained away: they are the products of a childish im-

agination, the charlatanry of designing men, or the paroxysms

of hysteria; or they are veridical experiences not beyond the

possibility of repetition or the hope of rational explanation.

The editor of the Outlook, in his answer to a recent query,

"Did angels ever appear to people in the form of men?" wisely

recognizes the value of modern experience by stating that

"people in modern times have been visited when awake by

apparitions in human form, and in sleep have had visions of

that sort. Forms so appearing would have been anciently

called 'Angels'—a word signifying 'messengers.' This is a

basis of fact for the Old Testament stories, to which there are

doubtless some legendary additions." And is this not the only

rational response to a question that to-day is definitely or in-

definitely in the minds of a multitude of men and women?

Because people are now visited by apparitions, it is possible to

credit narratives of like experiences recorded in the Bible. It

is astounding that the churches have not been eager to make

use of this invincible defense against materialistic indifference

and skepticism, which are destroying their influence and

threatening their very existence. More astounding still is

their strange skepticism toward the very things whence their

own system was derived. Partizanship, the most subtle of

human traits, is often mistaken for religion.

But the modern spiritual renascence brings immensely
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I84 MIND.

The modern conception of a universe governed by undev1—
ating, impartial Law makes no allowance for the so-called
miraculous interventions upon which rests the religious faith
of Western civilization. Miracles either must be accounted
for or explained away: they are the products of a childish im-
agination, the charlatanry of designing men, or the paroxysms
of hysteria; or they are veridical experiences not beyond the
possibility of repetition or the hope of rational explanation.
The editor of the Outlook, in his answer to a recent query,
“Did angels ever appear to people in the form of men?” wisely
recognizes the value of modern experience by stating that
“people in modern times have been visited when awake by
apparitions in human form, and in sleep have had visions of
that sort. Forms so appearing would have been anciently
called ‘Angels’—a word signifying ‘messengers.’ This is a

basis of fact for the Old Testament stories, to which there are

doubtless some legendary additions.” And is this not the only
rational response to a question that to-day is definitely or in-
definitely in the minds of a multitude of men and women?
Because people are now visited by apparitions, it is possible to
credit narratives of like experiences recorded in the Bible. It
is astounding that the churches have not been eager to make
use of this invincible defense against materialistic indifference
and skepticism, which are destroying their influence and
threatening their very existence. More astounding still is
their strange skepticism toward the very things whence their
own system was derived. Partizanship, the most subtle of
human traits, is often mistaken for religion.

But the modern spiritual renascence brings immensel
:1 n ' ‘ 11 n 1' ' .1 ' ,1 I
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the impulse is derived and to whicrr it pertains. The soul has

its natural needs and cravings as well as the body. "As the

hart panteth after the water brooks, so panteth my soul after

Thee, O God." "When we go deepest down," said the Rev.

J. Page Hopps at the International Congress of Spiritualists,

held in London last year, "we find the Rock of Religion;

and when we penetrate to the heart of Spiritualism we find

God."

It is the real significance of life that Spiritualism is now

revealing to the world, by showing that the sojourn on earth

is but the beginning of man's personal career. Here everything

is transitory; the hopes of yesterday become the disappoint-

ments of to-day; to-morrow's realization but shows the vanity

of to-day's dream. Nothing certain or substantial has worldli-

ness to offer its votary, because, in the words of the Spiritualist

of old, "here we have no continuing city; we seek one to come."

The earthly pilgrimage, says Spiritualism, is experimental and

preparatory; its joys and sorrows, its dazzling hopes and

bitter frustrations, the sunshine and the clouds, prosperity and

adversity, tears and smiles—all are object-lessons and training

to the soul in this its kindergarten.

But the New Revelation does not inculcate helpless sub-

mission, or a non-resisting drifting along the currents of cir-

cumstance. On the contrary, life here is a perpetual trial of

strength—a stern wayfaring, not an idle tarrying. "He that

regardeth the clouds shall not reap." In this matter Spiritual-

ism admonishes the Christian religion that spiritual faith—or

trust—may be perverted into a heedless indolence, entailing

social and spiritual stagnation. Herein lies the secret of the

"dying notions" to which an English statesman referred not

long ago.
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the impulse is derived and to which it pertains. The soul has
its natural needs and cravings as well as the body. “As the
hart panteth after the water brooks. so panteth my soul after
Thee, O God.” “When we go deepest down,” said the Rev.
J. Page Hopps at the International Congress of Spiritualists,
held in London last year, “we find the Rock of Religion;
and when we penetrate to the heart of Spiritualism we find
God.”

It is the real significance of life that Spiritualism is now

revealing to the world, by showing that the sojourn on earth
is but thebeginningof man's personal career. Here everything
is transitory; the hopes of yesterday become the disappoint-
ments of to—day; to—morrow’s realization but shows the vanity
of to—day’s dream. Nothing certain or substantial has worldli-
ness to offer its votary, because, in the words of the Spiritualist
of old, “here we have no continuing city; we seek one to come.”
The earthlypilgrimage, says Spiritualism, is experimental and
preparatory; its joys and sorrows, its dazzling hopes and
bitter frustrations, the sunshine and the clouds, prosperity and
adversity, tears and smiles—all are object-lessons and training
to the soul in this its kindergarten.

But the New Revelation does not inculcate helpless sub-
mission, or a non—resisting drifting along the currents of cir-
cumstance. On the contrary, life here is a perpetual trial of
strength—a stern wayfaring, not an idle tarrying. “He that
regardeth the clouds shall not reap.” In this matter Spiritual-
ism admonishes the Christian religion that spiritual faith—or
trust—may be perverted into a heedless indolence, entailing
social and spiritual stagnation. Herein lies the secret of the
“dying notions” to which an English statesman referred not
long ago.(J0 glee
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well as the revelations of external truth, are gradual and con-

ditional, they explain and justify the statement of the Master

that there are many things he might have said unto his people

had their minds been prepared to receive them. There is a sug-

gestive significance in that statement of the Nazarene which

those who persist in the notion of fixed, infallible revelation

seem to have missed.

It would be instructive to study history by dividing it

into periods of Religion and Non-religion, of Worldliness and

Other-worldliness, of Faith and Skepticism. There certainly

have been such alternating mental or spiritual states: both of

which, we may be sure, are in harmony with the mysterious

workings of Evolution—a process that is by no means confined

to the physical world. "The elements and roots of religion,"

says Max Miiller, "are seen as far back as we can trace the

history of man; and the history of religion, like that of lan-

guage, shows us a succession of new combinations of the same

radical elements. An intuition of God, a sense of human weak-

ness and dependence, a belief in a divine government of the

world, a distinction between good and evil, and a hope of a

better life—these are the radical elements of all religions.*

Though sometimes hidden, they rise again and again to the

surface. Though frequently distorted, they tend again and

again to their perfect form." And Carlyle, writing of eigh-

teenth-century skepticism, speaks of it, with splendid insight,

as "the decay of old ways of believing, the preparation afar

off for new, better, and wider ways—an inevitable thing."

"We will not blame men for it," he continues; "we will lament
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well as the revelations of external truth, are gradual and con-

ditional, they explain and justify the statement of the Master
that there are many things he might have said unto his people
had theirminds been prepared to receive them. There is a sug-
gestive significance in that statement of the Nazarene which
those who persist in the notion of fixed, infallible revelation
seem to have missed.

It would be instructive to study history by dividing it
into periods of Religion and Non-religion, of Worldliness and
Other—worldliness, of Faith and Skepticism. There certainly
have been such alternating mental or spiritual states: both of
which, we may be sure, are in harmony with the mysterious
workingsof Evolution——-a process that is by no means confined
to the physical world. “The elements and roots of religion,"
says Max Miiller, “are seen as far back as we can trace the
history of man; and the history of religion, like that of lan-

guage, shows us a succession of new combinationsof the same

radical elements. An intuition of God, a sense of human weak-
ness and dependence, a belief in a divine government of the
world, a distinction between good and evil, and a hope of a

better life—these are the radical elements of all religions.*
Though sometimes hidden, they rise again and again to the
surface. Though frequently distorted, they tend again and
again to their perfect form.” And Carlyle, writing of eigh-
teenth-century skepticism, speaks of it, with splendid insight,
as “the decay of old ways of believing, the preparation afar
off for new, better, and wider ways——an inevitable thing.”
“V-’\/e will not blame men for it,” he continues; “we will lament
flwnir lnorrl ‘oh: ‘K79 urill I1nrln<r-cfanrl 1-l1'x+ rl¢ch-11r'fir\n A‘ nlrl
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of accounts and a clearing out of dead stock,—preparatory to

the closing up of the business of one era and the entering into

a new and larger method of conducting the affairs of life. It

is a sign of growth, not an evidence of degeneration, this

doubting and questioning of time-worn conceptions and an-

cestral habits of thought—reverence for which sometimes be-

coming a thoughtless makeshift for a genuine religious ideal

and breeding that "sincere cant" which Carlyle considered so

worthy of consideration. It is a sign of growth, but also an

indication that an inner power is at work lifting men out of

the sluggish fixity of thought into which they are prone to fall.

For the Infinite Presence—though ever abiding in the life of

man—seems periodically to make itself manifest in unwonted

ways: to some, by startling signs and wonders; to others by

a holy inspiration bringing to their consciousness a clear dis-

cernment of essential spirituality and a certain realization of

Divine relationship and overshadowing.

There is no end of growing in the Christian life, but its

beginning is in the simplicity of the most natural relations to

God and to men. The busiest have time enough for it. The

most uncultured know enough for it; and the wisest can only then

be truly wise when they have returned to that simplicity.—Henry

Wilder Foote.

To be disinterested is to be strong, and the world is at the

feet of him whom it cannot tempt. Why? Because spirit is

lord of matter, and the world belongs to God. "Be of good

cheer," saith a heavenly voice; "I have overcome the world."—

Amiel.
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of accounts and a clearing out of dead stock,—preparatory to
the closing up of the business of one era and the entering into
a new and larger method of conducting the affairs of life. It
is a sign of growth, not an evidence of degeneration, this
doubting and questioning of time--wom conceptions and an-

cestral habits of thought—reverence for which sometimes be-
coming a thoughtless makeshift for a genuine religious ideal
and breeding that “sincere cant” which Carlyle considered so

worthy of consideration. It is a sign of growth, but also an

indication that an inner power is at work lifting men out of
the sluggish fixity of thought into which they are prone to fall.
For the Infinite Presence——though ever abiding in the life of
man—seems periodically to make itself manifest in unwonted

ways: to some, by startling signs and wonders; to others by
a holy inspiration bringing to their consciousness a clear dis-
cernment of essential spirituality and a certain realization of
Divine relationship and overshadowing.

IOUOI-O-OIIOCOIIOIIOI

THERE is no end of growing in the Christian life, but its
beginning is in the simplicity of the most natural relations to
God and to men. The busiest have time enough for it. The
most uncultured know enough for it; and the wisest can only then
be truly wise when they have returned to that simplicity.-——Henry
Wilder Foote.

'0-O-O-0-00-O-000'

To BE disinterested is to be strong, and the world is at the
feet of him whom it cannot tempt. Why? Because spirit is
lord of matter, and the world belongs to God. “Be of good
cheer.” saith a heavenly voice; “I have overcome the world.”-——
Amiel.

'0-O-O-0'-O-O-OI'OI
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DEMAND AND SUPPLY.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

Life is made up of little acts, rather than of great ones.

The little things we do day by day constitute the real sum

of life. In our haste to accomplish definite results in the world

we forget about the little things in our desire to accomplish the

great things, and we fail in the latter because we do not know

how to achieve the former. There is nothing so trivial in life as

to be unworthy of consideration. We should understand life so

as to make our thoughts clear even to little children; to do

away so far as practicable with the complex side of life; to be

as simple-minded as possible; to keep the mind free from all

things that tend to tangle or clog it. We should start with the

thought of God—God in all life; God in our own individual

lives. We should not go through life trying to keep ourselves

separate from the world in which we live, feeling that because

we have some knowledge of divine law we are above our fel-

low-men. We should rather go through the world in the

spirit of helpfulness—giving and receiving.

No matter how evil a thing may seem to be, if we examine

the root of it we will find God there. No matter how bad a man

may seem to be, if we can reach his soul we will find God

there. And it will make us more charitable, because we will

see that the evil of life is only on the surface, where change

and growth are forever taking place—where we make mistakes,
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DEMAND AND SUPPLY.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

Life is made up of little acts, rather than of great ones.

The little things we do day by day constitute the real sum

of life. In our haste to accomplish definite results in the world
we forget about the little things in our desire to accomplish the
great things, and we fail in the latter because we do not know
how to achievethe former. There is nothingso trivial in life as

to be unworthyof consideration. We should understand life so

as to make our thoughts clear even to little children; to do
away so far as practicable with the complex side of life; to be
as simple-minded as possible; to keep the mind free from all
things that tend to tangle or clog it. We should start with the
thought of God—God in all life; God in our own individual
lives. We should not go through life trying to keep ourselves
separate from the world in which we live, feeling that because
we have some knowledge of divine law we are above our fel-
low-men. We should rather go through the world in the
spirit of helpfulness—giving and receiving.

No matter how evil a thingmay seem to be, if we examine
the root of it we will find God there. No matter how bad a man

may seem to be, if we can reach his soul we will find God
there. And it will make us more charitable, because we will
see that the evil of life is only on the surface, where change
and growthare forever taking place—-wherewe make mistakes,

C0 glut
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both. We should try to see God first in our own lives, for

then we shall see Him in everything—everything is expressing

God.- Let us try to be wise, because when we have the wisdom

of God in our own minds we shall find it in everything; for

God's law is in everything, and everything moves in accord-

ance with it.

Sometimes things seem to be deflected from their natural

course, yet everything moves ultimately in its natural order.

We know that the earth in its circuit round the sun is deflected

from its path as it passes a greater planet, but having passed

it is no longer deflected. We should not get discouraged about

things that seem to fail. There are no failures in the plan

of God. Failure at its worst is only seeming. Everything

is progressing toward a definite end. Vicissitudes are inevit-

able; therefore, discouragement should never enter into the

mind of man. It is the inner life that is important, not that on

the surface; it is that which is really trying to express itself

outwardly, and frequently failing to do it perfectly. Perfect

expression comes through effort that is not strained, but di-

rected when the mind is in a state of peace and rest. We

succeed only when we put the restless, anxious side of affairs

out of mind and allow the restful side to dwell in our

thoughts.

Consider the brightness and the joy of living. We do not

pay enough attention to these. There is not enough brightness

in the world; yet when we consider things as they really are

there is every reason to be happy, to be joyful. To know this is

to display both joy and happiness, which are aspects of the

Spirit of God. We hear them in the song of the bird; we feel

them in the perfume of every flower. There is happiness, there

is joyousness in Nature. We should appear bright and

happy by showing forth the inner brightness and the inner
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both. We should try to see God first in our own lives, for
then we shall see Him in everything—-everythingis expressing
God. ’ Let us try to be wise, because when we have the wisdom
of God in our own minds we shall find it in everything; for
God’s law is in everything, and everything moves in accord-
ance with it.

Sometimes things seem to be deflected from their natural
course, yet everything moves ultimately in its natural order.
We know that the earth in its circuit round the sun is deflected
from its path as it passes a greater planet, but having passed
it is no longer deflected. We should not get discouraged about
things that seem to fail. There are no failures in the plan
of God. Failure at its worst is only seeming. Everything
is progressing toward a definite end. Vicissitudes are inevit-
able; therefore, discouragement should never enter into the
mind of man. It is the inner life that is important, not that on

the surface; it is that which is really trying to express itself
outwardly, and frequently failing to do it perfectly. Perfect
expression comes through effort that is not strained, but di-
rected when the mind is in a state of peace and rest. We
succeed only when we put the restless, anxious side of affairs
out of mind and allow the restful side to dwell in our

thoughts.
Consider the brightness and the joy of living. We do not

pay enough attention to these. There is not enough brightness
in the world; yet when we consider things as they really are

there is every reason to be happy, to be joyful. To know this is
to display both joy and happiness, which are aspects of the
Spirit of God. We hear them in the song of the bird; we feel
them in the perfume of every flower. There is happiness, there
is joyousness in Nature. We should appear bright and
happy by showing forth the inner brightness and the inner

CC) ‘glue
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a spirit of joy and satisfaction in what we are doing. We

should take pride in the thought that something has been given

us to do. We have found most satisfaction in having things

done for us—in not having things to do ourselves. It seems

so hard when everything might be accomplished in a much

easier way. It is a poor quality of mind that seeks to have

everything done for it; it is a lazy life that longs for any such

condition. Is it not far better to meet each thing in the

proper spirit as it presents itself, and thus overcome it and gain

a higher and truer conception of life? We have been given

a mind and a heart with which to think and feel, and it is

through thinking and feeling that we must for ourselves work

out a beautiful salvation; that is, the beautiful life that has

been given us to develop. When we are discouraged we are

thinking in opposition to the divine law. We have not been

conscious of this, perhaps, and consequently little has been ex-

pected of us; but just as soon as the truth enters our conscious-

ness, more is required of us. Whenever we do anything that

fills our minds with a sense of bitterness, or prejudice, or

worry, or anxiety, or causes us to meditate on our "physical

weakness" or see in others disagreeable qualities, we are putting

ourselves in opposition to the law of God. We are not living

our real lives. We are not working out our salvation in the

way intended, but rather through self-imposed trials and tribu-

lations. All these negative conditions adversely affect the

mind, and consequently the body, and we wonder why God is

so much better to other people than to us! God is just as good

to us as we deserve.

We must make a demand for the things we wish. The plant

makes its demand—and receives everything necessary to sus-

tain and perfect its life. We should make our demands con-

sciously. We must first know what we want, and then feel

nprfprtlv cnrp that it is rvnre tViat wp npcrl it anH tl-mt wp liavp
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a spirit of joy and satisfaction in what we are doing. We
should take pride in the thought thatsomethinghas been given
us to do. We have found most satisfaction in having things
done for us——in not having things to do ourselves. It seems

so hard when everything might be accomplished in a much
easier way. It is a poor quality of mind that seeks to have
everythingdone for it; it is a lazy life that longs for any such
condition. Is it not far better to meet each thing in the
proper spirit as it presents itself, and thus overcome it and gain
a higher and truer conception of life? VVe have been given
a mind and a heart with which to think and feel, and it is
through thinkingand feeling that we must for ourselves work
out a beautiful salvation; that is, the beautiful life that has
been given us to develop. VVhen we are discouraged we are

thinking in opposition to the divine law. We have not been
conscious of this, perhaps, and consequently little has been ex-

pected of us; but just as soon as the truth enters our conscious-
ness, more is required of us. Whenever we do anything that
fills our minds with a sense of bitterness, or prejudice, or

worry, or anxiety, or causes us to meditate on our “physical
weakness” or see in others disagreeablequalities, we are putting
ourselves in- opposition to the law of God. We are not living
our real lives. We are not working out our salvation in the
way intended, but rather through self-imposed trials and tribu-
lations. All these negative conditions adversely affect the
mind, and consequently the body, and we wonder why God is
so much better to other people than to us! God is just as good
to us as we deserve.

We must make a demand for the thingswe wish. The plant
makes its demand—and receives everything necessary to sus-

tain and perfect its life. We should make our demands con-

sciously. We must first know what we want, and then feel
nerfprfl ‘swre f at if in n11re.——.fl1nf wp npprl if and that mp haveC L k
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strength for one's self; but a demand for worldly possessions

having no reference to others' needs might become su-

premely selfish. In order to be helpful to others we must be

healthy and strong. There is nothing selfish, therefore, in

demanding everything needful to make us rightly related to the

world and to our fellow-men. Taking this position we elimin-

ate selfishness. We demand for ourselves and for others, insist-

ing that it is right; that it does not deprive any one else; that

it is for our own good and for that of others. All things are

ours to use, not to abuse. By indulging in such thoughts we

attract to ourselves everything necessary to our well-being—

happiness, health, strength, friends. We may not receive at

once the thing's desired, but we should cultivate patience and

rest assured that they will come to us in due time and in a way

that will do us the greatest possible good. Thus we tend to

eliminate impatience from our minds.

But with patience there should also be perseverance. Some

say if you only "wait" your desire will come to you; but nothing

comes to those who put forth no effort on their own behalf.

Keep right on thinking and doing, and little by little true

results will accrue. It is never well, in our perseverance, to

introduce the element of haste. We should strive to see every

side of a question. Sometimes we listen to one side and turn

a deaf ear to the other. We must learn how to judge, and we

can only judge rightly when we know all that is to be known

on any subject; otherwise our judgment cannot be the God

judgment, which always considers all the facts. It is necessary

to keep the mind free, because if it is not free we are certain

to err. Whatever we think of others has its reflex action on

ourselves, because what we think for others they in turn think

for us Tnr1cnn«»nt nf ntViprc rpsts witV i Gorl hut does not rest
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strength for one’s self; but a demand for worldly possessions
having no reference to others’ needs might become su-

premely selfish. In order to be helpful to others we must be
healthy and strong. There is nothing selfish, therefore, in
demandingeverythingneedful to make us rightly related to the
world and to our fellow-men. Taking this position we elimin-
ate selfishness. We demand for ourselves and for others, insist-
ing that it is right; that it does not deprive any one else; that
it is for our own good and for that of others. All things are

ours to use, not to abuse. By indulging in such thoughts we

attract to ourselves everything necessary to our well—being-—
happiness, health, strength, friends. \’Ve may not receive at

once the things desired, but we should cultivate patience and
rest assured that they will come to us in due time and in a way
that will do us the greatest possible good. Thus we tend to
eliminate impatience from our minds.

.

But withpatience there should also be perseverance. Some
say if you only “wait” your desire will come to you; but nothing
comes to those who put forth no efiort on their own behalf.
Keep right on thinking and doing, and little by little true
results will accrue. It is never well, in our perseverance, to
introduce the element of haste. We should strive to see every
side of a question. Sometimes we listen to one side and turn
a deaf ear to the other. We must learn how to judge, and we

can only judge rightly when we know all that is to be known
on any subject; otherwise our judgment cannot be the God
judgment. which always considers all the facts. It is necessary
to keep the mind free, because if it is not free we are certain
to err. Whatever we think of others has its reflex action on

ourselves, because what we think for others they in turn think
for 11: T11{‘lO111m1f nf fll’l1Prc rests with God. but does not rest
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but rather a question of understanding God's law. It is neces-

sary to distinguish between person and principle. That is

sometimes difficult, because we are prone to associate the two—

the individual and the act—in our mental concepts. One per-

son may perform a reprehensible act in the best possible spirit,

while another, in the wrong spirit, may do something that is

right in itself but lacking in good motive. We must

learn to distinguish between things and persons, therefore, and

leave the judgment of individuals to God, because God judges

each soul. If we violate any law of life, then, our condemna-

tion only ceases when we cease doing wrong. Just as soon as

we begin to do right, forgiveness ensues.

Suppose your friend is disobeying the law, and you con-

clude that he is about to reverse his steps; just as soon as he

alters his course his sin is forgiven. In all forms of sickness

the mind is the first to get well—the body last. The sin must

first be forgiven, and then the body will respond. Sometimes

we feel that it is very hard to forgive; yet while one is forgiv-

ing another he is forgiving himself. And it is only when we

forgive the whole world, through the mind of God, that we are

really forgiven. Only in proportion as we forgive are we for-

given.

We should acquire a fuller understanding of the nature

of the soul, so that we may enter into a higher order—a wider

comprehension of life. We truly serve and worship God when

we recognize any element of the God-life in another. Man is

the highest expression of God, and we must learn to love one

another. We must know something of the All-in-all before

we can enter into the lives of others and be thoroughly helpful
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but rather a question of understanding God’s law. It is neces-

sary to distinguish between person and principle. That is
sometimes difficult, becausewe are prone to associate the two-
the individual and the act—-in our mental concepts. One per-
son may perform a reprehensible act in the best possible spirit,
while another, in the wrong spirit, may do something that is
right in itself but lacking in good motive. We must
learn to distinguish between things and persons, therefore, and
leave the judgment of individuals to God, because God judges
each soul. If we violate any law of life, then, our condemna-
tion only ceases when we cease doing wrong. Just as soon as

we begin to do right, forgiveness ensues.
-

Suppose your friend is disobeying the law, and you con-

clude that he is about to reverse his steps; just as soon as he
alters his course his sin is forgiven. In all forms of sickness
the mind is the first to get we1l—the body last. The sin must
first be forgiven, and then the body will respond. Sometimes
we feel that it is very hard to forgive; yet while one is forgiv-
ing another he is forgiving himself. And it is only when we

forgive the whole world, through the mind of God, thatwe are

really forgiven. Only in proportion as we forgive are we for-
given.

We should acquire a fuller understanding of the nature
of the soul, so that we may enter into a higher order—a wider
comprehension of life. We truly serve and worship God when
we recognize any element of the God-life in another. Man is
the highest expression of God, and we must learn to love one

another. We must know something of the All-in-all before
we can enter into the lives of others and be thoroughlyhelpful
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of resentment toward them, without knowing why. That con-

dition can only be overcome by cultivating its opposite and

becoming thoroughly sympathetic. Everything in life can

thus be made simple. In this way we ourselves grow strong

and demonstrate the real power of life—the power of God

within us.

We meet two persons—one is very "good" and the other

very "bad." Which one most needs our help? The Christ

thought is to administer good where it is needed the most.

That is why he went among the people who were the sinners

and outcasts. He spent his life among the lowliest, his object

being to do good to them because they felt their need. We

waste a great deal of time over persons—friends and enemies

—who are not willing to receive good. We have many lessons

yet to learn from the life of Jesus. If any one is in need of

what we have to give, and his appeal is made to us, we

should hold ourselves in readiness to aid him. In the physi-

cal life there are those in need of material necessities, but

sometimes we give to those not in need, which is to scatter

seed by the wayside, or on the rocks, or among the thorns—

with fruitless results. There should always be some actual

need where our bounty is bestowed.

We do not trust one another enough in life. We are prone

to construe things in the wrong way. Sometimes the highest

and holiest things in life are regarded as the worst. It is very

seldom that we try to view anything from another's point of

view. There is no lesson more important than to learn that

we must put ourselves in others' places in order to discern

things in the right way.

"I have been in this New Thought a great many years, and

yet I am not strong. I try to live the New Thought; I believe
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of resentment toward them, without knowing why. That con-

dition can only be overcome by cultivating its opposite and
becoming thoroughly sympathetic. Everything in life can

thus be made simple. In this way we ourselves grow strong
and demonstrate the real power of life~—the power of God
within us.

We meet two persons——one is very “good” and the other
very “bad.” Which one most needs our help? The Christ
thought is to administer good where it is needed the most.
That is why he went among the people who were the sinners
and outcasts. He spent his life among the lowliest, his object
being to do good to them because they felt their need. We
waste a great deal of time over persons—friends and enemies
—who are not willingto receive good. We have many lessons
yet to learn from the life of Jesus. If any one is in need of
what we have to give, and his appeal is made to us, we

should hold ourselves in readiness to aid him. In the physi—
cal life there are those in need of material necessities. but
sometimes we give to those not in need, which is to scatter
seed by the wayside, or on the rocks, or among the thoms—
with fruitless results. There should always be some actual
need where our bounty is bestowed.

VVe do not trust one another enough in life. We are prone
to construe things in the wrong way. Sometimes the highest
and holiest things in life are regarded as the worst. It is very
seldom that we try to view anything from another’s point of
view. There is no lesson more important than to learn that
we must put ourselves in others’ places in order to discern
things in the right way.

“I have been in this New Thought a great many years, and
yet I am not strong. I try to live the New Thought; I believe
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thinking and right doing. We will never get health or strength

while meditating on our own imperfections or the weaknesses

of others. Only as we dwell on the beauty of life and know

that God is working within us to will and to do, and that the

will of God is a vital factor in each and every life, may we

have health, happiness, and every other needful thing.

I know from personal observation that our cousins across

the water do not prescribe or swallow one-fourth as much med-

icine as we do in our country. With but few exceptions, the

entire vegetable and mineral kingdoms have given us little of

specific value; but still, up to the present day, the bulk of our

books on materia medica is made up of a description of many

valueless drugs and preparations. Is it not to be deplored that

valuable time should be wasted in our student days by cramming

into our heads a lot of therapeutic ballast? If our professors of

materia medica in the undergraduate colleges are reticent in ad-

vancing the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth,

then it is time for us to tell them that they are to a large degree

responsible for the desire on the part of many practitioners to

prescribe frequently, and without good cause, an unnecessary

quantity of useless drugs. Every few weeks new drugs and

combinations of medicaments are forced upon physicians with

the claim that they are specifics in the treatment of disease; and

the physician, in his anxiety to alleviate his patient's sufferings,

because the simpler and more reliable agents have failed him, is

gulled into trying the newly extolled remedy, only to find that it

is still less efficacious than the old one. The common-sense

practitioner knows by experience that the constant, frequent pre-

scribing of innumerable drugs only ends in detriment to his pa-

tients.—Dr. Augustus CaUU, in the Review of Reviews.
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thinkingand right doing. We will never get health or strength
while meditating on our own imperfections or the weaknesses
of others. Only as we dwell on the beauty of life and know
that God is working within us to will and to do, and that the
will of God is a vital factor in each and every life, may we

have health, happiness, and every other needful thing.
IOIIO-O-O-OIIOIIO-OI

I KNOW from personal observation that our cousins across

the water do not prescribe or swallow one—fourth as much med-
icine as we do in our country. With but few exceptions, the
entire vegetable and mineral kingdoms have given us little of
specific value; but still, up to the present day, the bulk of our

books on materia medica is made up of a description of many
valueless drugs and preparations. Is it not to be deplored that
valuable time should -be wasted in our student days by cramming
into our heads a lot of therapeutic ballast? If our professors of
materia medica in the undergraduate colleges are reticent in ad-
vancing the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth,
then it is time for us to tell them that they are to a large degree
responsible for the desire on the part of many practitioners to

prescribe frequently, and without good cause, an unnecessary‘
quantity of useless drugs. Every few weeks new drugs and
combinations of medicaments are forced upon physicians with
the claim that they are specifics in the treatment of disease; and
the physician, in his anxiety to alleviate his patient’s sufferings,
because the simpler and more reliable agents have failed him, is
gulled into trying the newly extolled remedy, only to find that it
is still less efiicacious than the old one. The common-sense

practitioner knows by experience that the constant, frequent pre-
scribing of innumerable drugs only ends in detriment to his pa-
tients.-——Dr. Augustus Caillé, in the Review of Reviews.
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THE EVERLASTING NOW.

BY DOCTOR T. F. HILDRETH.

Eternity! Eternity!

A hush

Falls on the soul, and seals the lips of him

Who speaks this mystic word and waits to catch

Its awful meaning.

We stand like watchers

By the sea when darkness hangs upon the

Distant shore without a gleam of light; or

As one gazing on some far-off mountain

Range whose peaks are lost amidst the clouds.

Changeless amidst all change,—as silent as

The grave, yet ever vocal with creation's

Natal song, whose echo through the aisles of

Time has never died away,—it opens

Up to Reason's searching light a fathomless

Abyss, down in the depths of which we gaze,

Till in the awful gloom Imagination's

Light expires and leaves us but a trackless,

Starless universe of thought.

Before the

Soul—beyond the distant past when years

Began their ceaseless flight—there lies a vast

Unbounded sea whose waves break on no shore;

Whose ebb and flow are noiseless as the feet
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THE EVERLASTING NOW.

BY DOCTOR T. F. HILDRETH.

Eternity! Eternity!
A hush

Falls on the soul, and seals the lips of him
Who speaks this mystic word and waits to catch
Its awful meaning.

We stand like watchers
By the sea when darkness hangs upon the
Distant shore without a gleam of light; or

As one gazing on some far-ofi mountain
Range whose peaks are lost amidst the clouds.
Changeless amidst all change,—as silent as

The grave, yet ever vocal with creation’s
Natal song, whose echo through the aisles of
Time has never died away,—it opens
Up to Reason’s searching light a fathomless
Abyss, down in the depths of which we gaze,
Till in the awful gloom Imagination’s
Light expires and leaves us but a trackless,
Starless universe of thought.

Before the
Soul—beyond the distant past when years
Began their ceaseless flight—there lies a vast
Unbounded sea whose waves break on no shore;
Whose ebb and flow are noiseless as the feet
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MIND.

Eternity! It is, but is without

Beginning. It has no years, as we count

Years; for, multiply them as we may, till

Centuries are more than all the stars

And all the sands of oceans, seas, and lakes, we

Have not added to its age. And if we

Could erase them all, it would remain

Without one moment less. Each tick of

Time's great clock, as age has followed age till

Eons rolled away, is but the record

Of a moment's birth and death.

Thought wearies

In attempts to grasp the awful meaning:

As one may look out into space till stars

Seem sinking into depths profounder than

The lines of thought—so may the soul dwell on

This wondrous theme till lost amidst its

Noiseless solitudes.

Eternity! Its

Shadow floats before us shapeless as the

Fragments of a dream; it stretches out as

Measureless as space, yet seems to end with

Every moment that expires. It ever

Answers Reason's call, but is itself as

Voiceless as the tomb of ages.

It is the

Presence of One Everlasting Now.

DISCIPLINE.
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Eternity! It is, but is without
Beginning. It has no years, as we count

Years; for, multiply them as we may, till
Centuries are more than all the stars
And all the sands of oceans, seas, and lakes, we

Have not added to its age. And if we

Could erase them all, it would remain
Without one moment less. Each tick of
Time’s great clock, as age has followed age till
Eons rolled away, is but the record
Of a moment's birth and death.

_

Thought wearies
In attempts to grasp the awful meaning:
As one may look out into space till stars
Seem sinking into depths profounder than
The lines of thought—so may the soul dwell on

This wondrous theme till lost amidst its
Noiseless_ solitudes.

Eternity! Its
Shadow floats before us shapeless as the
Fragments of a dream; it stretches out as

Measureless as space, yet seems to end with
Every moment that expires. It ever

Answers Reason’s call, but is itself as

Voiceless as the tomb of ages.
It is the

Presence of One Everlasting Now.
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REINCARNATION.

BY C. G. OYSTON.

A man's sojourn on earth, with its desperate encounter

with adverse conditions, is not a punishment imposed upon

him; but. as the soul can only know itself—its powers and pos-

sibilities—and continued progress is absolutely dependent upon

a comprehensive, practical knowledge of the external, man

must sense and know all that can be known to equip him for

his eternal journey. What is common to one individual can-

not be particular to another. While recognizing the marvelous

expression of intelligence and power manifested in external

Nature, the spiritual philosopher, perplexed by dubious reflec-

tions, usually looks in vain for a reason why such anomalous

conditions obtain in the realm of human life and activity. He

asks: "Where is the harmony in an earthquake?" "Why is

health not catching instead of disease?" "Where is the Divine

wisdom in indigent conditions?" "Why do the good and be-

nevolent rarely bid defiance to adversity, while hoary-headed

selfishness revels in luxury and ease?" "Why are the Saviours

of mankind crucified upon a cross of gold?" "Could no other

means have been adopted for the unfoldment of the soul than

this bloody sweat of suffering and sorrow?" Evidently not, or

surely so trying an ordeal would have been dispensed with!

Far away, on the towering heights of enlightenment and

progress, bathed in glory, bidding defiance to the most piercing

mortal gaze, our human brethren who have in past ages sensed

conditions of experience similar in degree to those felt by us,

look upon our mighty struggle with complacency and apparent
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REINCARNATION.

BY C. G. OYSTON.

A man's sojourn on earth, with its desperate encounter

with adverse conditions, is not a punishment imposed upon
him; but, as the soul can only know £tself—its powers and pos-
sibilities—andcontinued progress is absolutely dependent upon
a comprehensive, practical knowledge of the external, man

must sense and know all that can be known to equip him for
his eternal journey. What is common to one individual can-

not be particular to another. Vi/hilerecognizing the marvelous
expression of intelligence and power manifested in external
Nature, the spiritual philosopher, perplexed by dubious reflec-
tions, usually looks in vain for a reason why such anomalous
conditions obtain in the realm of human life and activity. He
asks: “Where is the harmony in an earthquake?” “Why is
health not catching instead of disease?” “Where is the Divine
wisdom in indigent conditions?” “Why do the good and be-
nevolent rarely bid defiance to adversity, while hoary-headed
selfishness revels in luxury and ease ?” “Why are the Saviours
of mankind crucified upon a cross of gold?” “Could no other
means have been adopted for the unfoldment of the soul than
thisbloody sweat of suffering and sorrow?” Evidently not, or

surely so trying an ordeal would have been dispensed with!
Far away, on the towering heights of enlightenment and

progress, bathed in glory, biddingdefiance to the most piercing
mortal gaze, our human brethren who have in past ages sensed
conditions of experience similar in degree to those felt by us,
look upon our mighty struggle with complacencyand apparent
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are the very demi-gods of the universe, who caused to become

objective that sublime galaxy of stellar worlds whose magni-

tude appalls and renders dumb with amazement the most

spiritually receptive soul in the physical realm. They are the

tufelary deities that superintend the operations of suns and

systems, far beyond our present capacity to know. All Nature

is but their objective thought, evolved to bless and promote

the happiness of every brother and sister in earthly life. Hav-

ing overcome everything beneath them, they know full well

that their present attainments, possibilities, and powers of

control far counterbalance the inconvenience and sorrow they

formerly knew. They would surely not visit us with anything

that would retard our progress! Although their souls are

literally suffused with sympathy, yet they do not deem it neces-

sary to forestall the operations of practical activity, because,

seeing their absolute necessity, Divine Wisdom must not in-

terpose to nullify their suggestive power. The ultimate realiza-

tion is therefore ample compensation for the sacrifice.

What a consolation! What an incentive to progress! The

more advanced we become—or, in other words, the more we

subdue and overcome—the greater will be our capacity for

enjoyment. Yonder, in the ethereal regions of pure spiritual

expression, everything is attuned to divinest harmony. There

no adverse condition can assail, no weakness subdue, no stormy

passion lash into fury the magnetic elements of the soul. The

external is absolutely obedient, and what the spirit demands it

can obtain.

Because a general revulsion of feeling is experienced in

contemplation of the necessity of reembodiment in mortal form
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are the very demi-gods of the universe, who caused to become
objective that sublime galaxy of stellar worlds whose magni-
tude appalls and renders dumb with amazement the most

spiritually receptive soul in the physical realm. They are the
tufelary deities that superintend the operations of suns and
systems, far beyond our present capacity to know. All Nature
is but their objective thought, evolved to bless and promote
the happiness of every brotherand sister in earthly life. Hav-
ing overcome everything beneath them, they know full well
that their present attainments, possibilities, and powers of
control far counterbalance the inconvenience and sorrow they
formerly knew. They would surely not visit us with anything
that would retard our progress! Although their souls are

literally suffused with sympathy,yet they do not deem it neces-

sary to forestall the operations of practical activity, because,
seeing their absolute necessity, Divine Wisdom must not in-
terpose to nullify their suggestive power. The ultimate realiza-
tion is therefore ample compensation for the sacrifice.

What a consolation! What an incentive to progress! The
more advanced we become—or, in other words, the more we

subdue and overcome—the greater will be our capacity for
enjoyment. Yonder, in the ethereal regions of pure spiritual
expression, everything is attuned to divinest harmony. There
no adverse condition can assail, no weakness subdue, no stormy
passion lash into fury the magnetic elements of the soul. The
external is absolutely obedient, and what the spirit demands it
can obtain.

Because a general revulsion of feeling is experienced in
contemplation of the necessity of reémbodiment in mortal form

Co 816



Reincarnation.

199

our particular standard and ideals. Yet when we have noted

the highest expression of wisdom of the most cultured citizen

—the very acme of intelligence and power possible on the

mundane plane in this new century—we are obliged to con-

cede that we have not overstepped the boundary of intelli-

gence and power manifested around us in external Nature.

Then, if this intelligence operating through the medium of

what we call natural law be an expression from the great

aggregate of human souls in the spiritual world, necessarily,

in proportion to its greatness and potency, will love and sym-

pathy be integral parts of its nature. Of course, in this mode

of reasoning we must dispense with the old anthropomorphic

idea of Deity, and recognize the human as possessing all the

attributes heretofore ascribed to a personal God.

The child, by means of its obscured perception, protests em-

phatically, frets, fumes, and cries because its native liberty is

restrained when it is compelled to go to school. The infancy

of development precludes the possibility of seeing the grand,

life-long benefits to be derived from its present sacrifice; but

the wise parent, although "dangers stand thick through all

the ground," sees far ahead that this little human treasure,

possessing infinite possibilities, will receive indescribable bless-

ings, which will counteract any inconvenience experienced for

the time being—and the bud of promise must bravely and faith-

fully face the inevitable issue.

Independent of the explanatory idea of a plurality of phys-

ical experiences, the anomalies of existence are incongruous

and perplexing indeed to the mental philosopher. By the

"accident of birth," a soul wallows in luxurious excesses and-

becomes absolutely submerged in the external, and the diviner
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our particular standard and ideals. Yet when we have noted
the highest expression of wisdom of the most cultured citizen
—the very acme of intelligence and power possible on the
mundane plane in this new century—we are obliged to con-

cede that we have not overstepped the boundary of intelli-
gence and power manifested around us in external Nature.
Then, if this intelligence operating through the medium of
what we call natural law be an expression from the great
aggregate of human souls in the spiritual world, necessarily,
in proportion to its greatness and potency, will love and sym-
pathy be integral parts of its nature. Of course, in this mode
of reasoning we must dispense with the old anthropomorphic
idea of Deity, and recognize the human as possessing all the
attributes heretofore ascribed to a personal God.

The child, by means of its obscured perception, protests em-

phatically, frets, fumes, and cries because its native liberty is
restrained when it is compelled to go to school. The infancy
of development precludes the possibilityof seeing the grand,
life-long benefits to be derived from its present sacrifice; but
the wise parent, although “dangers stand thick through all
the ground,” sees far ahead that this little human treasure,
possessing infinite possibilities,will receive indescribable bless-
ings, which will counteract any inconvenience experienced for
the time being—and thebud of promise must bravely and faith-
fully face the inevitable issue.

Independent of the explanatory idea of a plurality of phys-
ical experiences, the anomalies of existence are incongruous
and perplexing indeed to the mental philosopher. By the
“accident of birth,” a soul wallows in luxurious excesses and-
becomes absolutely submerged in the external, and the diviner

__ _-__. ___.
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how he would push forward the car of progress! But he

is held, "cabined, cribbed, and confined," a slave to his sur-

roundings; and all his efforts to render objective his ideals are

futile.

Children educated in the same school, in the same class, sit-

ting side by side, day by day manifest disparities in possibility

which the formal tuition received cannot supply. An aspiring

being, although immured in social conditions where igno-

rance rides triumphant over the human mind, like the fabled

Phcenix soars from the ashes of his adversity into the empy-

rean blue of spiritual thought and expression. Families may

display all the idiosyncrasies in the category of mental and

spiritual operation, and yet the same psychological and physical

conditions have surrounded the parents while supplying mate-

rial for the earthly conflict of their offspring. One of those per-

sonalities may exhibit the spiritual aspirations of a Jesus or a

Wesley, while another may unfold characteristics similar to

those of Ivan the Terrible or the Emperor Nero. One may be a

saloon parasite, and the other one of the most cultured artists

that ever committed the varying moods of Nature to canvas.

Talk not of the exigencies of the education of the schools sup-

plying peculiarities of mental operation—you cannot make a

Shakespeare out of a Si wash Indian! True, the externals of

education may be appropriated by the lesser developed beings,

but creative genius or original thought-expression will be be-

yond the province of ability in one incarnation. What the soul

does not internally or intuitively possess cannot be unfolded

from within, but successive accumulations of thought or latent

power will find expression in what is popularly understood as

genius.

Equality of privilege is the heritage of every human soul.
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how he would push forward the car of progress! But he
is held, “cabined, cribbed, and confined,” a slave to his sur-

roundings; and all his efforts to render objective his ideals are

futile.
Children educated in the same school, in the same class, sit-

ting side by side, day by day manifest disparities in possibility
which the formal tuition received cannot supply. An aspiring
being, although immured in social conditions where igno-
rance rides triumphant over the human mind, like the fabled
Phoenix soars from the ashes of his adversity into the empy-
rean blue of spiritual thought and expression. Families may
display all the idiosyncrasies in the category of mental and
spiritual operation, and yet the same psychological and physical
conditions have surrounded the parents while supplying mate-

rial for the earthlyconflictof their offspring. One of those per-
sonalities may exhibit the spiritual aspirations of a Jesus or a

Wesley. while another may unfold characteristics similar to

those of Ivan the Terribleor the Emperor Nero. One may be a

saloon parasite, and the other one of the most cultured artists
that ever committed the varying moods of Nature to canvas.

Talk not of the exigencies of the education of the schools sup-
plying peculiarities of mental operation—you cannot make a

Shakespeare out of a Siwash Indian! True, the external: of
education may be appropriated by the lesser developed beings,
but creative genius or original thought-expression will be be-
yond the province of abilityin one incarnation. What the soul
does not internally or intuitively possess cannot be unfolded
from within,but successive accumulationsof thought or latent
power will find expression in what is popularly understood as

genius.
Equality of privilege is the heritage of every human soul.

‘pi-pvinn Tn 1'11:-‘I ffef nnnl-onf uyifl-1 rnnl-for r-nan urn: Inna-4-nmn'I;.arl
.0



Reincarnation.

201

order that the soul might know itself and unfold its interior

possibilities by rough contact with the grosser external. Every

desperate encounter with antagonistic conditions gives an

impetus forward on the grand highway of eternal progres-

sion. Man will grapple with the material until every grosser

propensity is subdued and overcome. When all the enemies

of his thought-world are subservient to his will—when he shall

stand superior to every weakness—the ordeal of physical incar-

ceration will be necessary no more.

We cannot remember in detail our past experiences because

of a wise provision that shuts the spiritual from our objective

view. We have no distinct recollection of the third of our

lifetime here that is passed in sleep. However, this experience

forms a valuable accessory to our spiritual knowledge. We

cannot individually enumerate each hour's impressions and

emotions that characterized our waking moments a week ago

to-day; yet those emotions are indelibly registered on the

tablets of the soul. It is easier for an old man to reproduce

experiences of seven decades back than to describe what trans-

pired yesterday. The drowning man passes in review each

detail of his career, which under other circumstances he could

not recall—thus showing conclusively that the effects of ex-

perience are recorded in the chambers of the indestructible,

individualizing principle within.

It is logically evident that embodiment in physical form

is absolutely essential for every human soul. Then, this

being so, how will Divine Justice compensate the idiot, the

lifelong insane, the invalid, and the infant of a few moments'

habitation in flesh, in order that an equality of privilege may
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order that the soul might know itself and unfold its interior
possibilitiesby rough contact with the grosser external. Every
desperate encounter with antagonistic conditions gives an

impetus forward on the grand highway of eternal progres-
sion. Man will grapple with the material until every grosser
propensity is subdued and overcome. When all the enemies
of his thought-worldare subservient to his will—when he shall
stand superior to every weakness-—theordeal of physical incar-
ceration will be necessary no more.

We cannot remember in detail our past experiences because
of a wise provision that shuts the spiritual from our objective
view. We have no distinct recollection of the third of our

lifetime here that is passed in sleep. However, this experience
forms a valuable accessory to our spiritual knowledge. We
cannot individually enumerate each hour’s impressions and
emotions that characterized our waking moments a week ago
to-day; yet those emotions are indelibly registered on the
tablets of the soul. It is easier for an old man to reproduce
experiences of seven decades back than to describe what trans-

pired yesterday. The drowning man passes in review each
detail of his career, which under other circumstances he could
not recall—thus showing conclusively that the effects of ex-

perience are recorded in the chambers of the indestructible,
individualizing principle within.

It is logically evident that embodiment in physical form
is absolutely essential for every human soul. Then, this
being so, how will Divine Justice compensate the idiot, the
lifelong insane, the invalid, and the infant of a few moments’
habitation in flesh, in order that an equality of privilege may
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lying dormant, and, instead of expressing God-attributes all-

potent and divine, it would have been like a child that could

not develop to maturity. To arouse the activities of the spir-

itual being the negative condition of evil assailed him, and

contested every inch of the position during his onward march.

Like the lions encountered by Bunyan's "Pilgrim," evil strikes

terror into the innermost chambers of the soul; but a calm

determination and positive assurance of spiritual strength bid

defiance to the most terrifying monsters that can possibly

assail. Thus in order truly to sense its relationship to the

external, the soul struggles with its environment. It is only

a question of subjugation for a while. Eventually the spirit

of man will rise triumphant over all, to be "tempted" no

more.

Begin with a generous heart. Think how you can serve

others. Then you shall find resources to grow. Your own portion

shall not be left desolate. Strength shall be shed through you.

Do the utmost with what you have, and it shall go far enough.—

0. B. Frothingham.

So long as a man seeketh his own will and his own highest

good because it is his and for his own sake, he will never find

it; for, so long as he doeth this, he is not seeking his own highest

good, and how, then, should he find it?—Theologia Germanica.

To put knowledge in the place of ignorance, happiness in

the place of misery, justice in the place of wrong, love in the

place of hate, harmony in the place of jargon—is not this to

create a new world?—Charles G. Ames.

Wherever you find anything high or fine or true in human
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lying dormant, and, instead of expressing God-attributes all-
potent and divine, it would have been like a child that could
not develop to maturity. To arouse the activities of the spir-
itual being the negative condition of evil assailed him, and
contested every inch of the position during his onward march.
Like the lions encountered by Bunyan’s “Pilgrim,” evil strikes
terror into the innermost chambers of the soul; but a calm
determination and positive assurance of spiritual strength bid
defiance to the most terrifying monsters that can possibly
assail. Thus in order truly to sense its relationship to the
external, the soul struggles with its environment. It is only
a question of subjugation for a while. Eventually the spirit
of man will rise triumphant over all, to be “tempted” no

more.
 

BEGIN with a generous heart. Think how you can serve

others. Then you shall find resources to grow. Your own portion
shall not be left desolate. Strength shall be shed through you.
Do the utmost with what you have, and it shall go far enough.-
O. B. Frothingham.

 

So LONG as a man seeketh his own will and his own highest
good because it is his and for his own sake, he will never find
it; for, so long as he doeth this, he is not seeking his own highest
good, and how, then, should he find it ?—Theologia Germanica.

'00-O-O-IO-O-O-O-OI

To PUT knowledge in the place of ignorance, happiness in
the place of misery, justice in the place of wrong, love in the
place of hate, harmony in the place of jargon—is not this to
create a new world ?——CharIes G. Ames.

 

WHEREv,I_3R you find anything high or fine or true in human
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HINDRANCES TO SOUL GROWTH.

BY EDITH GRIFFIN.

The darkness of night seems to surround some people;

"having eyes they see not, having ears they hear not." The

doctrine of "soul growth" does not appeal to them; "it may be

that some people, peculiarly constituted, can 'live in the world

and not be of it,' but it is impossible for them." They hear

of this one and that one being healed of disease without drugs,

and they shrug their shoulders and lift their eyebrows in con-

tempt; yet they acknowledge to themselves (never to others)

that something has wrought a most marvelous change. They

bemoan their own hard luck and ill health, and fret and worry

from morning till night, not realizing that they are bringing

on themselves just the conditions they wish to be rid of; but

these others—what of them? They are always cheerful,

always happy, no matter whether the weather is fine or other-

wise; all days are beautiful—neither the sun's hot rays nor

the drenching showers of summer, nor the cold and icy blasts

of winter, affect them.

"Behold, the old things have passed away and all things

have become new." What has caused this change? The

answer comes from far and near—from hundreds and thou-

sands of emancipated ones: I have found the secret of happi-

ness; I have entered into harmonious relations with God; I

am one with Him; I have learned to live in obedience to His

laws, and this is the law of life: I am a nart of the Universal
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HINDRANCES TO SOUL GROWTH.

BY EDITH GRIFFIN.

The darkness of night seems to surround some people;
“having eyes they see not, having ears they hear not.” The
doctrine of “soul growth” does not appeal to them; “it may be
that some people, peculiarly constituted, can ‘live in the world
and not be of it,’ but it is impossible for them.” They hear
of this one and that one being healed of disease without drugs.
and they shrug their shoulders and lift their eyebrows in con-

tempt; yet they acknowledge to themselves (never to others)
that something has wrought a most marvelous change. They
bemoan theirown hard luck and ill health, and fret and worry
from morning till night, not realizing that they are bringing
on themselves just the conditions they wish to be rid of; but
these others-—what of them? They are always cheerful,
always happy, no matter whether the weather is fine or other-
wise; all days are beautiful—neitherthe sun's hot rays nor

the drenching showers of summer, nor the cold and icy blasts
of winter, affect them.

“Behold, the old things have passed away and all things
have become new.” What has caused this change? The
answer comes from far and near—from hundreds and thou-
sands of emancipated ones: I have found the secret of happi-
ness; I have entered into harmonious relations with God; I
am one with Him; I have learned to live in obedience to His
laws. and this is the law of life: I am a part of the Universal
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they are wrong. They stand still and carp and waste their

energy when they should be moving on to the "promised land"

of freedom; and because they do not fully understand just

what to do they revile and denounce the teacher. They are

discontented and restless, longing for something they cannot

name; and so they struggle on.

The truth is what we all want, and it is in every person's

power to find it. Why stay in the valley when the mount of

wisdom can be reached? The all-seeing Eye can give us

light. The Ruler of the Universe can and will give us strength

and life. Let us stop our fretting and take a deep breath of

vitalizing Truth. Let us "lift our eyes unto the hills whence

cometh help."

Draw near, ye timid, longing ones, and claim your in-

heritance! You are one with the Father; you belong to Him.

Can He not take care of His own? There is an abundant sup-

ply of everything (both spiritual and temporal gifts), which

cannot be diminished: enough for each, and a constant over-

flow. Drink and be satisfied, ye thirsty ones, and cavil not

nor wrangle over the way. Dispute not, nor stir up strife, for

"thy God is with thee."

The day dawns; "the soul is coming into its own." Hear

ye not the tramp of armies? See ye not the banners of the

victorious ones? Think ye for a moment that these serene,

seemingly unconscious ones have come into liberty without

trial and suffering as deep as, yea, deeper than, yours? Talk

no more of the calamities and sorrows and sadness of life.

Others have found the joy and peace: why not you? Are they

less sympathetic, tender, and kind because they do not mur-

mur and complain? Are they fit subjects for sneers, slights,

and cruel or heartless words? Are they less the men or the

women since they have ceased to worry and fret over the ills
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204 MIND.

they are wrong. They stand still and carp and waste their
energy when they should be moving on to the “promised land”
of freedom; and because they do not fully understand just
what to do they revile and denounce the teacher. They are

discontented and restless, longing for something they cannot

name; and so they struggle on.

The truth is what we all want, and it is in every person’s
power to find it. VVhy stay in the valley when the mount of
wisdom can be reached? The all-seeing Eye can give us

light. The Ruler of the Universe can and will give us strength
and life. Let us stop our fretting and take a deep breath of
vitalizing Truth. Let us “lift our eyes unto the hills whence
comethhelp.”

Draw near, ye timid, longing ones, and claim your in-
heritance! You are one with the Father; you belong to Him.
Can He not take care of His own? There is an abundant sup-
ply of everything (both spiritual and temporal gifts), which
cannot be diminished: enough for each, and a constant over-

flow. Drink and be satisfied, ye thirsty ones, and cavil not

nor wrangle over the way. Dispute not, nor stir up strife, for
“thyGod is with thee.”

The day dawns; “the soul is coming into its own.’ Hear
ye not the tramp of armies? See ye not the banners of the
victorious ones? Think ye for a moment that these serene,
seemingly unconscious ones have come into liberty without
trial and suffering as deep as, yea, deeper than, yours? Talk
no more of the calamities and sorrows and sadness of life.
Others have found the joy and peace: why not you? Are they
less sympathetic, tender. and kind because they do not mur-

mur and complain? Are they fit subjects for sneers, slights,
and cruel or heartless words? Are they less the men or the
women since they have ceased to worry and fret over the ills

r an--5 . .1

9

I 1 I 1 H ‘I’



Hindrances to Soul Growth.

205

no husbands, wives, or children? Have their crosses been

lighter to bear than yours? Nay; these are they who have

"come up out of great tribulation."

Your soul is struggling to be free, but it is hampered by

false doctrines, by prejudice, and by countless doubts and fears.

It strives to rise, and is gaining ground when some friend

laughs and ridicules the idea of personal oneness with God.

Fear takes possession of you, and your soul falls back on its

bed of unrest—there to wait until it has again received power

to assert itself. Oh, the pity of it!—bound when it might be

free!

Each individual has the power to determine his soul's own

progress, and to claim the privilege of dwelling all the time

with the Infinite One.

Jesus himself could not keep the divine life in him up to its

healthy tone save by getting out of the whirl in which daily

life held him and getting by himself, finding, making quiet

—quiet that had not merely rest in it, but God. And if such

as he needed such reasons, how much more we!—/. F. W. Ware.

The universal self-delusion is this: when a man has a good

thought, he fancies he has become what he thinks for the moment.

Good thoughts are very good; but, unaccompanied by the difficult

processes of character, they are often no better than soap-bubbles.

—Mozoomdar.

Train yourself to find the good in what seems evil, to make

of disaster an opportunity for your courage, to master suffer-

ing by patience, to learn from sorrow sympathy.—G. S. Mer-

riam.
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no husbands, wives, or children? Have their crosses been
lighter to bear than yours? Nay; these are they who have
“come up out of great tribulation.”

Your soul is struggling to be free, but it is hampered by
false doctrines, by prejudice, and by countless doubts and fears.
It strives to rise, and is gaining ground when some friend
laughs and ridicules the idea of personal oneness with God.
Fear takes possession of you, and your soul falls back on its
bed of unrest—there to wait until it has again received power
to assert itself. Oh, the pity of it !—bound when it might be
free!

Each individual has the power to determine his soul's own

progress, and to claim the privilege of dwelling all the time
with the Infinite One.

 

JESUS himself could not keep the divine life in him up to its
healthy tone save by getting out of the whirl in which daily
life held him and getting by himself, finding, making quiet
—-quiet that had not merely rest‘ in it, but God. And if such
as he needed such reasons, how much more we !—.7. F. W. Ware.

 

THE universal self-delusion is this: when a man has a good
thought, he fancies he has become what he thinks for the moment.
Good thoughts are very good; but, unaccompaniedby the difficult
processes of character, they are often no better than soap-bubbles.
—Mozoomdar.

A

TRAIN yourself to find the good in what seems evil, to make
of disaster an opportunity for your courage, to master suffer-
ing by patience, to learn from sorrow sympathy.—G. S. Mer-
riam.
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

By Isabella Ingalese.

CHAPTER XV.

OUR "at home."

The following month was fully occupied in selecting and

arranging the furnishings for our home; and a trip to New

York became necessary before our music-room was properly

supplied with instruments. Mata availed herself of this oppor-

tunity to supply her wardrobe with gowns for the winter, and

before we were aware of the lapse of time Thanksgiving was

near. At last the carpets, rugs, and curtains were in their

respective places, and we were ready to receive our friends.

How well I remember our first "at home!" Mata wore a

pretty blue gown trimmed with careless knots of bright ribbon

to relieve its plainness, and, without jewels or ornaments of

any kind, looked a royal princess—so stately and self-possessed

was she. Every caller was put perfectly at ease by the wel-

come she gave; and the manner she had of making each visitor

feel herself to be the especial recipient of her attention was a

great surprise to me, knowing as I did that in all her life she

had never "received" before.

Among the early callers that evening were the Dalrymples.

The mother, a fat, dumpy woman, waddled into the parlor fol-

lowed by her two daughters, who were arrayed like peacocks

in all the colors of the rainbow. They were decorated with

feathers, flowers, bangles, streaming ribbons, and jetted fringe;
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

Bv ISABELLA INGALESE.

CHAPTER XV.

OUR “AT HOME.”

The following month was fully occupied in selecting and
arranging the furnishings for our home; and a trip to New
York became necessary before our music-room was properly
supplied with instruments. Mata availed herself of this oppor-
tunity to supply her wardrobe with gowns for the winter, and
before we were aware of the lapse of time Thanksgiving was

near. At last the carpets, rugs, and curtains were in their
respective places, and we were ready to receive our friends.

How well I remember our first “at home!” Mata wore a

pretty blue gown trimmed with careless knots of bright ribbon
to relieve its plainness, and, without jewels or ornaments of
any kind,,lookeda royal princess——so stately and self-possessed
was she. Every caller was put perfectly at ease by the wel-
come she gave; and the manner she had of making each visitor
feel herself to be the especial recipient of her attention was a

great surprise to me, knowing as I did that in all her life she
had never “received” before.

Among the early callers that evening were the Dalrymples.
The mother, a fat, dumpy woman, waddled into the parlor fol-
lowed by her two daughters, who were arrayed like peacocks
in all the colors of the rainbow. They were decorated with
feathers, flowers, bangles, streaming ribbons, and jetted fringe:
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library in search of a book, and while there overheard a con-

versation between two ladies, who had withdrawn behind the

curtains in a window to discuss the merits and demerits of my

wife.

"What do you think of her?" inquired Miss Waixel. I

recognized the voice of her companion as that of Mrs. Werdon,

when she replied:

"Oh, she's pretty enough; but I can't see why anybody

should rave over her so. I've heard nothing talked about but

'the bride,' 'the bride,' for the last two months. I'm perfectly

sick of it all. My husband saw her driving the other day and he

was struck—with all the rest—and he has done nothing since

but compare every woman he knows with Mrs. Doctor Bennet.

I just dread to have her introduced into society this winter,

because I know all the men will act like fools about her. I

wonder if she will flirt;—what do you think?"

"Why, I think she is the strangest creature I ever saw,"

replied Miss Waixel. "I had a little chat with her on the sofa,

and had just spoken about that Smith-Vandergrift scandal

when she looked at me with those great purple eyes till I felt

the queerest I ever did. I know my face was crimson when she

said: 'I have not heard of any scandal, and should be very

sorry indeed to know that any of my women friends would

talk about such a thing.' I didn't know what to say. She

wasn't the least bit sarcastic, but really appeared genuinely sur-

prised and sorry. Of course, I was ashamed of myself for

mentioning the matter; but I don't see how anybody can live in

this world and never know what is going on."

At this point in the conversation I found the book, and,
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library in search of a book, and while there overheard a con-

versation between two ladies, who had withdrawn behind the
curtains in a window to discuss the merits and demerits of my
wife.

“What do you think of her?” inquired Miss Waixel. I
recognized the voice of her companion as thatof Mrs. Werdon,
when she replied:

“Oh, she's pretty enough; but I can’t see why anybody
should rave over her so. I’ve heard nothing talked about but
‘the bride,’ ‘the bride,’ for the last two months. I'm perfectly
sick of it all. My husband saw her driving the other day and he
was struck—with all the rest—-—and he has done nothing since
but compare every woman he knows with Mrs. Doctor Bennet.
I just dread to have her introduced into society this winter,
because I know all the men will act like fools about her. I
wonder if she will flirt ;—what do you think?”

“Why, I think she is the strangest creature I ever saw,"
replied Miss Waixel. “I had a little chat with her on the sofa,
and had just spoken about that Smith-Vandergrift scandal
when she looked at me with those great purple eyes till I felt
thequeerest I ever did. I know my face was crimson when she
said: ‘I have not heard of any scandal, and should be very
sorry indeed to know that any of my women friends would
talk about such a thing.’ I didn’t know what to say. She
wasn’t the least bit sarcastic, but really appeared genuinely sur-

prised and sorry. Of course, I was ashamed of myself for
mentioning thematter; but I don’t see how anybody can live in
this world and never know what is going on.”

At this point in the conversation I found the book, and,
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would call, because she was forever poking around where she

was not wanted; but that my wife should have nothing to do

with her because she was not nice.

Mata was looking at the old gossiper with surprise in her

eyes, and I waited to hear the reply that was sure to come.

When the woman paused for breath my wife said:

"Your remarks about Mrs. Reed are very uncharitable.

Whatever she may have done I do not know, but I think if

you cannot say something good about her you had better say

nothing at all. It is possible she has been misjudged; she may

have been imprudent, yet not wilfully wicked."

Mrs. Dalrymple's face reddened. "I didn't say she was

wicked; I only said she wasn't nice nor the proper sort of per-

son for you to call upon," she snapped.

"But she is invited everywhere—is entertained and enter-

tains. From your own words I understand that you know her.

How can you, and then make such remarks about her? Why

do you not tell her of her faults instead of repeating them to

others in her absence? Our true friends tell us of our failings

to our faces, and then throw the mantle of charity over them

in our absence."

Mrs. Dalrymple pursed her lips and tossed her head indig-

nantly at Mata's rebuke, but offered no more advice, and soon

I saw her and her daughters preparing to leave. She bade us

both good-night, but there was a look in her eyes that meant

she would not soon forget the snubbing she had received. Mata

was as sweet to her as if nothing had happened to mar her

enjoyment of the call; but / knew the old lady would never

forget the "insult" and would attempt some time to get even

with her in some way.

When the last guest was gone Mata turned to me and asked

if these women were specimens of the company she would be

exnerted to keen, and rlerlnrpr l fhaf <:Vip rnnlH nnt w finw thp
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would call, because she was forever poking around where she
was not wanted; but that my wife should have nothing to do
withherbecauseshe was not nice.

Mata was looking at the old gossiper with surprise in her
eyes, and I waited to hear the reply that was sure to come.

When the woman paused for breath my wife said:
“Your remarks about Mrs. Reed are very uncharitable.

Whatever she may have done I do not know, but I think if
you cannot say somethinggood about her you had better say
nothingat all. It is possible she has been misjudged; she may
have been imprudent, yet not wilfullywicked.”

Mrs. Da1rymple’s face reddened. “I didn’t say she was

wicked; I only said she wasn’t nice nor the proper sort of per-
son for you to call upon,” she snapped.

“But she is invited everywhere—is entertained and enter-
tains. From your own words I understand thatyou know her.
How can you, and then make such remarks about her? Why
do you not tell her of her faults instead of repeating them to
others in her absence? Our true friends tell us of our failings
to our faces, and then throw the mantle of charity over them
in our absence.”

Mrs. Dalrymple pursed her lips and tossed her head indig-
nantly at Mata’s rebuke, but offered no more advice, and soon

I saw her and her daughters preparing to leave. She bade us

both good-night, but there was a look in her eyes that meant
she would not soon forget the snubbingshe had received. Mata
was as sweet to her as if nothing had happened to mar her
enjoyment of the call; but I knew the old lady would never

forget the “insult” and would attempt some time to get even

with her in some way.
When the last guest was gone Mata turned to me and asked

if these women were specimens of the company she would be
exnected O lseen Iztprl declared that elm rnnld nnf see hnw the

I
, 8



Mata the Magician.

administration of governmental affairs than were the politi-

cians against whom there was so much outcry.

The next morning we received an invitation to attend a

reception to be given at the home of Mrs. Doctor Cinder, a

woman of considerable importance—in her own estimation—

and quite a social light in the city. The function was to be

given on Thursday evening of the following week, and Mata

seemed almost childishly pleased at the prospect of this new

experience. Happy in her happiness and vain enough pleasur-

ably to anticipate the sensation she would make among those

who had not met her, I was extremely anxious that her cos-

tume should outshine all the others in its beauty and mag-

nificence, and therefore ordered a tiara of diamonds made

for the occasion, selecting for the purpose some of the finest

stones from our collection. Her gown was made en princesse,

of creamy white satin with a white lace drapery falling over

the train and held in place at the back of the neck by a diamond

star; and when she was dressed and stood before me for my

approval I wondered if any of her royal ancestors could com-

pare favorably with her in face, form, or character.

We were a little late—as I intended to be—and when our

names were announced a hush fell upon the buzz of conversa-

tion, and all eyes in the room were turned toward my wife,

who, perfectly unconscious of the fact that she was the center

of attraction, came gracefully forward to be presented. Our

hostess, a stout woman, was dressed in a costume decidedly

decollete, and the broad exposure of naked bosom, shoulders,

and arms quite startled Mata, who was not accustomed to such

a sight. For a moment I feared she would lose her self-

possession, but with only a deepening of the flush on her

cheeks she chatted about the lateness of the hour, apologized

for our tardiness, and then passed on to speak to others whom
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administration of governmental affairs than were the politi-
cians against whom there was so much outcry.

The next morning we received an invitation to attend a

reception to be given at the home of Mrs. Doctor Cinder, a

woman of considerable importance~—in her own estimation-
and quite a social light in the city. The function was to be
given on Thursday evening of the following week, and Mata
seemed almost childishly pleased at the prospect of this new

experience. Happy in her happiness and vain enough pleasur-
ably to anticipate the sensation she would make among those
who had not met her, I was extremely anxious that her cos-

tume should outshine all the others in its beauty and mag-
nificence, and therefore ordered a tiara of diamonds made
for the occasion, selecting for the purpose some of the finest
stones from our collection. Her gown was made en princesse,
of creamy white satin with a white lace drapery falling over

the train and held in place at theback of the neck by a diamond
star; and when she was dressed and stood before me for my
approval I wondered if any of her royal ancestors could com-

pare favorably with her in face, form, or character.
We were a little 1ate—-as I intended to be-—and when our

names were announced a hush fell upon the buzz of conversa-

tion, and all eyes in the room were turned toward my wife,
who, perfectly unconscious of the fact that she was the center
of attraction, came gracefully forward to be presented. Our
hostess, a stout woman, was dressed in a costume decidedly
décolleté, and the broad exposure of naked bosom, shoulders,
and arms quite startled Mata, who was not accustomed to such
a sight. For a moment I feared she would lose her self-
possession, but with only a deepening of the flush on her
cheeks she chatted about the lateness of the hour, apologized
for our tardiness, and then passed on to speak to others whom
cl“. ..‘:.Cj~._.g'1.C.I nrzn. I.-.... nvnnflf-;nnc H»-an uynrnnn urns-A all



MWD.

scraggy necks and arms were positively horrifying to a deli-

cate, well-bred woman. In the course of the evening Mrs.

Dalrymple brought Mrs. Reed, and, with as much apparent

interest as if she had not spoken a word against her, intro-

duced her to Mata with the remark:

"I do really hope you will like each other, because I'm so .

fond of you both, and we can have such delightful times driv-

ing and going to matinees together."

Mata acknowledged the introduction more graciously than

usual, I thought, and to my satisfaction I saw her chatting

very sociably with Mrs. Reed, who was really superior to many

who cast suspicious glances at her. The little lady was pretty

and vivacious and the most graceful dancer among them all.

The gentlemen liked her and would leave the side of any of the

maidens to have a dance or chat with her, and I believed that

jealousy was the cause of all the buzzing and warnings given

out about her.

In the course of the evening one of the Dalrymple girls was

invited to sing. She simpered and made excuses, but her

manner said: "Coax me!" After considerable delay she was

led to the piano by a dudish young man who had just begun

to be included in the invitations given this season to his mama

and sisters, and his self-consciousness was sometimes very

amusing to his friends.

Miss Dalrymple rendered the ballad in a thin, tremulous

voice, entirely regardless of pitch. The higher notes were

aimed at, but never reached; and when the song was ended I

drew a breath of relief. Many of her listeners applauded

with their hands while they criticized and ridiculed her behind

their fans.

Then our hostess asked Mata to sing and to accompany

herself on the ham. She declared it would he a nleasure.
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scraggy necks and arms were positively horrifying to a deli-
cate, well-bred woman. In the course of the evening Mrs.
Dalrymple brought Mrs. Reed, and, with as much apparent
interest as if she had not spoken a word against her, intro-
duced her to Mata with the remark:

“I do really hope you will like each other, because I’m so
.

fond of you both, and we can have such delightful times driv-
ing and going to matinees together.”

Mata acknowledged the introduction more graciously than
usual, I thought, and to my satisfaction I saw her chatting
very sociably with Mrs. Reed, who was really superior to many
who cast suspicious glances at her. The little lady was pretty
and vivacious and the most graceful dancer among them all.
The gentlemen liked her and would leave the side of any of the
maidens to have a dance or chat with her, and I believed that

jealousy was the cause of all the buzzing and warnings given
out about her.

In the course of the evening one of the Dalrymple girls was

invited to sing. She simpered and made excuses, but her
manner said: “Coax me!” After considerable delay she was

led to the piano by a dudish young man who had just begun
to be included in the invitations given this season to his mama

and sisters, and his self-consciousness was sometimes very
amusing to his friends.

Miss Dalrymple rendered the ballad in a thin, tremulous
voice, entirely regardless of pitch. The higher notes were

aimed at, but never reached; and when the song was ended I
drew a breath of relief. Many of her listeners applauded
with their hands while they criticized and ridiculed her behind
their fans.

Then our hostess asked Mata to sing and to accompany
hersel Gk tl‘1é2]‘l;arD. She declared it would he a nleasure-
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"The sunset shadows softly flit

Across the oaken floor,

And where the Western hills are lit

I see an open door;

And thro' the rifts of ruddy gold

That lights the fading West,

I see a face within the fold

Smile from the land of rest.

"Only a dream of the days gone by,

Only a light in the fading sky,

Only a lamp in an angel's hand

To light my way to the far-off land.

"The sunset shadows softly fade

Above the brow of night,

And 'mid their mingled light and shade

I see a star of light.

Its gleam falls on the oaken floor

Just where time bade us part;

Its message lights forever more

My darkened home and heart."

Her voice was as sweet and clear as the tones of a silver

bell, and before the first strain was finished the buzzing of

voices ceased and the silence in the room was like that of a

cathedral. She seemed to have forgotten her surroundings

and was really looking beyond the clouds to the land of rest

where the great soul whom she loved so well was smiling

down to her. When the song was finished there was silence

for several seconds, and then her listeners seemed to forget

they were in a parlor, for the applause was tremendous. Mata

blushed in confusion at the unexpected enthusiasm and rose

to leave the instrument, but they refused to be satisfied and

begged her to sing again. This time it was "Home, Sweet

Home," and she rendered it with so much feeling that there

were tears in the eyes of many of the fashionable dames who

listened.
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Mata the Magician. an

“The sunset shadows softly flit
Across the oaken floor,

And where the Western hills are lit
I see an open door;

And thro’ the rifts of ruddy gold
That lights the fading West,

I see a face within the fold
Smile from the land of rest.

“Only a dream of the days gone by,
Only a light in the fading sky,

Only a lamp in an angel's hand
To light my way to the far-off land.

“The sunset shadows softly fade
Above the brow of night,

And ‘mid their mingled light and shade
I see a star of light.

Its gleam falls on the oaken floor
Just where time bade us part;

Its message lights forever more

My darkened home and heart.”

Her voice was as sweet and clear as the tones of a silver
bell, and before the first strain was finished the buzzing of
voices ceased and the silence in the room was like that of a

cathedral. She seemed to have forgotten her surroundings
and was really looking beyond the clouds to the land of rest
where the great soul whom she loved so well was smiling
down to her. When the song was finished there was silence
for several seconds, and then her listeners seemed to forget
they were in a parlor, for the applause was tremendous. Mata
blushed in confusion at the unexpected enthusiasm and rose

to leave the instrument. but they refused to be satisfied and
begged her to sing again. This time it was “Home, Sweet
Home,” and she rendered it with so much feeling that there
were tears in the eyes of many of the fashionable dames who
listened.
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after a long pilgrimage upon earth. Mata always felt her

music deeply. It was for her a means of expressing emotion,

and therefore a language more beautiful than words. It came

from her pure heart; hence, it reached the hearts of every soul

who listened.

After the last song the applause was repeated, and she was

surrounded by admirers who paid her the most extravagant

compliments; but she was growing weary of all this pre-

tense and sham, and I whispered that we would go whenever

she wished.

"Let it be now," she replied, and we began saying good-

night.

When we were seated in the carriage Mata laid her head

on my shoulder and sighed.

"How did you enjoy the reception?" I inquired.

"There is something very wrong with the world," said

she, "when women bare their bosoms and arms and shoulders

for the inspection of men. They tell me that it is fashionable;

but who made it so? How can a modest woman expose her

person in such a manner; and what is her motive? If a gen-

tleman were to enter a reception-room in the presence of ladies

without his coat, all society would exclaim at his rudeness,

and no doubt he would be assisted from the house by the

servants. Should he appear with his chest and arms bare,

the ladies would scream and faint; yet we do not expect to

find so much modesty in men as in women! Surely my Guru

knew of what he was speaking when he said the people in

the world were vile, and there was so much for the few to do
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212 MIND.

after a long pilgrimage upon earth. Mata always felt her
music deeply. It was for her a means of expressing emotion,
and therefore a language more beautifulthan words. It came

from her pure heart; hence, it reached the hearts of every soul
who listened.

After the last song the applause was repeated, and she was

surrounded by admirers who paid her the most extravagant
compliments; but she was growing weary of all this pre-
tense and sham, and I whispered that we would go whenever
she wished.

“Let it be now,” she replied, and we began saying good-
night.

When we were seated in the carriage Mata laid her head
on my shoulder and sighed.

“How did you enjoy the reception?” I inquired.
“There is something very wrong with the world,” said

she, “when women bare their bosoms and arms and shoulders
for the inspection of men. They tell me that it is fashionable;
but who made it so? How can a modest woman expose her
person in such a manner; and what is her motive? If a gen-
tleman were to enter a reception-room in the presence of ladies
without his coat, all society would exclaim at his rudeness,
and no doubt he would be assisted from the house by the
servants. Should he appear with his chest and arms bare,
the ladies would scream and faint; yet we do not expect to
find so much modesty in men as in women! Surely my Guru
knew of what he was speaking when he said the people in
the world were vile, and there was so much for the few to do

F
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and, wrapping the cloak of self-esteem round ourselves, say,

'Oh, I am not my brother's keeper.' We are all children of the

Great Father, and there are no exceptions. We are branches

of one great Vine. Some leaves are weaker and more feeble

than others, but all are supported and enlivened by the life-

giving sap or current that throbs and pulsates from the Root

invisible. If a twig or leaf is broken from a vine, then the

remaining leaves and twigs must suffer. If a worm or insect

comes among them burrowing or biting, you will soon see

that what affects one affects all; and if the enemy be not

removed the foliage and bark will be destroyed and the vine be

robbed of its beauty. It is precisely so with humanity. We are

all one another's keepers, and must not allow our fellow-

beings to go wrong without raising our voices and wills

against it; and I must consider what will be the best thing

to do to eradicate this evil—this immodest dressing that

leads to such dreadful results."

CHAPTER XVI.

THE THEATER.

A few days after the reception it was announced that a

noted actress was coming to the city to play Cleopatra, the

Egyptian queen. Society tingled with anticipation and rushed

to secure seats for the first evening's entertainment. An old

friend of mine engaged a box and sent invitations to my wife

and me to share it with himself and wife, and, since Mata

declared that nothing would please her so much as to see
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Mata the Magician. 2 I3

and, wrapping the cloak of self-esteem round ourselves, say,
‘Oh, I am not my brother'skeeper.’ VVe are all children of the
Great Father, and there are no exceptions. We are branches
of one great Vine. Some leaves are weaker and more feeble
than others, but all are supported and enlivened by the life-
giving sap or current that throbs and pulsates from the Root
invisible. If a twig or leaf is broken from a vine, then the
remaining leaves and twigs must suffer. If a worm or insect
comes among them burrowing or biting, you will soon see

that what affects one affects all; and if the enemy be not
removed the foliage and bark will be destroyed and the vine be
robbed of its beauty. It is precisely so with humanity. We are

all one another’s keepers, and must not allow our fellow-
beings to go wrong without raising our voices and wills
against it; and I must consider what will be the best thing
to do to eradicate this evil—this immodest dressing that
leads to such dreadful results.”

CHAPTER XVI.

THE THEATER.

A few days after the reception it was announced that a

noted actress was coming to the city to play Cleopatra, the
Egyptian queen. Society tingled with anticipation and rushed
to secure seats for the first evening’s entertainment. An old
friend of mine engaged a box and sent invitations to my wife
and me to share it with himself and wife, and, since Mata
declared that nothing would please her so much as to see
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her glasses, making new comments in her original manner upon

everything she saw—much to the amusement of our compan-

ions. The glare of the electric lights and the crashing of the

orchestral music were entirely new features to her, and, with

eyes open wide with wonder, she watched the rising of the cur-

tain with as much seriousness as if it were a great and im-

portant event in her life. But, when the maids of honor ap-

peared with their arms and bosoms exposed, a change came

over her face, and sitting back in her chair she flushed to the

roots of her hair. With the appearance of the star—a vol-

uptuous, sensual woman, with form half clad in a gown

slashed and draped to display a portion of her body and lower

limbs—poor Mata was overcome with shame. Unconscious of

the fact that the actress was in tights, and believing her nearly

naked, she turned to me with tears in her eyes and whispered:

"This is dreadful! We must go home."

"Wait a little, till the first act is finished; our friends will

be offended if we leave now," I replied.

She sank back into her seat and covered her face with her

fan, while the audience went wild over the play. Our com-

panions were as delighted as the others, and the floral offer-

ings sent up to the star were numerous and beautiful. Every-

thing but the great actress had been forgotten, and not until

the end of the first act did Mrs. Fitzgerald become conscious

of our presence. Then she turned to Mata and exclaimed:

"Isn't she divine? Her figure is positively angelic! Such

limbs! Such a bust I"

Mr. Fitzgerald joined with his wife in expressing the

PTPatest arlmiral-irm fnr tVip star anrl fnr HiflWpnf irmmhprs
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214 MIND.

her glasses, making new comments in her original manner upon
everything she saw—much to the amusement of our compan-
ions. The glare of the electric lights and the crashing of the
orchestral music were entirely new features to her, and, with
eyes open wide withwonder, she watched the rising of the cur-

tain with as much seriousness as if it were a great and im-
portant event in her life. But, when the maids of honor ap-
peared with their arms and bosoms exposed, a change came

over her face, and sitting back in her chair she flushed to the
roots of her hair. With the appearance of the star—a vol-
uptuous, sensual woman, with, form half clad in a gown
slashed and draped to display a portion of her body and lower
limbs-—poor Mata was overcome with shame. Unconscious of
the fact that the actress was in tights, and believingher nearly
naked, she turned to me with tears in her eyes and whispered:

“This is dreadful! We must go home.”
“Wait a little, till the first act is finished; our friends will

be offended if we leave now,” I replied.
She sank back into her seat and covered her face with her

fan, while the audience went wild over the play. Our com-

panions were as delighted as the others, and the floral offer-
ings sent up to the star were numerous and beautiful. Every-
thing but the great actress had been forgotten, and not until
the end of the first act did Mrs. Fitzgerald become conscious
of our presence. Then she turned to Mata and exclaimed:

“Isn’t she divine? Her figure is positively angelic! Such
limbs! Such a bust!”

Mr. Fitzgerald joined with his wife in expressing the
oreatest ndmirnfinn fnr the :tar and far rliFl-'m-cant mpmhpr:
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Mr. Fitzgerald rose hurriedly to go after the wine, but

Mata stopped him.

"Do not trouble yourself, sir," she said. "I do not drink

wine; neither am I ill."

"But what ails you? You don't seem to be enjoying the

play at all, and I expected you would be enraptured with it.

This star is the finest upon the American stage."

I expected Mata would say something, but was not pre-

pared for what came, and I stared at her in astonishment when

she began speaking. She said:

"Mrs. Fitzgerald, I cannot understand how you—a lady

supposed to be imbued with womanly modesty, the mother of

growing daughters and the wife of an honorable man—can

endure the beastly wantonness of this entertainment. Never

having attended a theater before, I expected to hear some

good music, to see some pretty dresses and scenery, and to

be amused by the play; but I find the whole affair unfit for

human beings to witness. This performance is a disgrace,

and indicates a degeneration rather than a progression of the

people who participate in it. Those women have disrobed

their bodies for the indecent admiration of men; and these

men are nothing but animals, or they would not encourage

such an exposure by looking at them. And you, a sister of

these misguided creatures, unblushingly applaud when one of

them outdoes another in her immodest display of that portion

of her person which common decency demands should be kept

decorously covered. What do you expect will be the result of all

this? The rising generation will not know the meaning of

the word modesty. Your own daughters, brought up to witness

such orpies and seeing tlieir father and mother foinp- into
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Mata the Magician. 2 15

Mr. Fitzgerald rose hurriedly to go after the wine, but
Mata stopped him.

“Do not trouble yourself, sir,” she said. “I do not drink
wine; neither am I ill.”

“But what ails you? You don't seem to be enjoying the
play at all, and I expected you would be enraptured with it.
This star is the finest upon the American stage.”

I expected Mata would say something, but was not pre-
pared for what came, and I stared at her in astonishment when
she began speaking. She said:

“Mrs. Fitzgerald, I cannot understand how you—a lady
supposed to be imbued with womanly modesty, the mother of
growing daughters and the wife of an honorable man-can

endure the beastly wantonness of this entertainment. Never
having attended a theater before, I expected to hear some

good music, to see some pretty dresses and scenery, and to
be amused by the play; but I find the whole affair unfit for
human beings to witness. This performance is a disgrace,
and indicates a degeneration rather than a progression of the
people who participate in it. Those women have disrobed
their bodies for the indecent admiration of men; and these
men are nothing but animals, or they would not encourage
such an exposure by looking at them. And you, a sister of
these misguided creatures, unblushinglyapplaud when one of
them outdoes another in her immodest display of that portion
of her person which common decency demands should be kept
decorously covered. What do you expect will be the result of all
this? The rising generation will not know the meaning of
the word modesty. Your own daughters, brought up to witness
such orsries and seeing‘ their father and mother going into
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their whole time decorating and ornamenting that portion

of themselves which is perishable and must return to the dust

of matter from which it was created."

Here Mata paused a moment for Mrs. Fitzgerald to answer

her; but the woman was completely crushed and sat looking

foolishly at her. Since she did not reply, Mata continued:

"They are about to raise the curtain for a continuance

of the display which I am not willing to encourage by my

presence, so 1 am going home. Will you come, or are you

going to remain and be a witness to more of this wretched

performance?"

Without a word of reply and with a shrug of her shoulders,

Mrs. Fitzgerald turned her attention to the stage, and after

bowing good-night to the couple we left the theater. Mata

was so excited about the unpleasant ending of the little party

that I refrained from speaking, and we rode home in silence.

When our wraps were put away, Mata came and sat beside

me and nestled her head down on my shoulder. Putting my

arm round her waist, I kissed her trembling lips and said,

soothingly:

"There, there, dearest; don't feel so bad about this little

thing. You cannot change the customs of the whole world."

"Little thing!" she repeated, sadly. "This shameless dis-

play of nakedness which seems to have become so common

as not to create the least surprise? No, my husband; it is not

a 'little thing;' it is a crying shame. And the first work I

purpose doing will be to form a society and invite all the

women in the city who have any modesty left to join me

in opposing this great wrong by setting up an opposing current

of thought against this dreadful exposure of the female

body."
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216 MIND.

their whole time decorating and ornamenting that portion
of themselves which is perishable and must return to the dust
of matter from which it was created.”

Here Mata paused a moment for Mrs. Fitzgerald to answer

her; but the woman was completely crushed and sat looking
foolishly at her. Since she did not reply, Mata continued:

“They are about to raise the curtain for a continuance‘
of the display which I am not willing to encourage by my
presence, so I am going home. Will you come, or are you
going to remain and be a witness to more of this wretched
performance?”

VVithouta word of reply and with a shrug of her shoulders.
Mrs. Fitzgerald turned her attention to the stage, and after
bowing good-night to the couple we left the theater. Mata
was so excited about the unpleasant ending of the little party
that I refrained from speaking, and we rode home in silence.
When our wraps were put away, Mata came and sat beside
me and nestled her head down on my shoulder. Putting my
arm round her waist, I kissed her trembling lips and said,
soothinglyz

“There, there, dearest; don’t feel so bad about this little
thing. You cannot change the customs of the whole world.”

“Little thing!” she repeated, sadly. “This shameless dis-
play of nakedness which seems to have become so common

as not to create the least surprise? No, my husband; it is not
a ‘little thing,’ it is a crying shame. And the first work I
purpose doing will be to form a society and invite all the
women in the city who have any modesty left to join me

in opposing thisgreat wrong by setting up an opposing current
of thought against this dreadful exposure of the female
body.”
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I have met and request them to bring their friends—because

I have something very important to communicate."

"That will bring every one, my darling," I said, smilingly.

"The house will be filled to overflowing, and there will not

be standing room in the grounds for all your guests."

"Why do you think so?" she innocently asked.

"Because your invitation will imply that you have a secret

to tell; therefore, your listeners will walk over one another

to secure positions where they can hear it. If you will permit

me to suggest an amendment to the resolution, I would say that

it would be better to confine your invitations to such ladies as

you know for the first meeting, and then, after you are quite

sure of success, the others can be invited to join with you."

After a few moments of consideration, Mata concluded

that my plan was the better one and decided to try it.

At an early hour the next morning Mr. Fitzgerald called

at my office in high dudgeon. He declared that both himself

and his wife had been grievously insulted on the previous

evening, and believed I had aided and abetted my wife in her

outburst of abuse to them. He said an apology was the only

thing that would save me from a sound thrashing and my wife

from the everlasting displeasure of the Fitzgerald family and

their circle of intimate friends.

I replied that no apology would be offered; that I fully

indorsed the position my wife had taken, and moreover she

considered the invitation to attend so indecent a display an

insult to her. The man actually gasped for breath as he re-

plied:

"Indecent display of what, sir? Don't you know that all

the elite of the city were there? What do you mean by trying
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Mam the Magician. 217

I have met and request them to bring their friends——because
I have somethingvery important to communicate.”

“That will bring every one, my darling,” I said, smilingly.
“The house will be filled to overflowing, and there will not

be standing room in the grounds for all your guests.”
“Why do you thinkso?” she innocently asked.
“Because your invitation will imply that you have a secret

to tell; therefore, your listeners will walk over one another
to secure positions where they can hear it. If you will permit
me to suggest an amendment to the resolution, I would say that
it would be better to confine your invitations to such ladies as

you know for the first meeting, and then, after you are quite
sure of success, the others can be invited to join with you.”

After a few moments of consideration, Mata concluded
that my plan was the better one and decided to try it.

At an early hour the next morning Mr. Fitzgerald called
at my office in high dudgeon. He declared that both himself
and his wife had been grievously insulted on the previous
evening, and believed I had aided and abetted my wife in her
outburst of abuse to them. He said an apology was the only
thing that would save me from a sound thrashingand my wife
from the everlasting displeasure of the Fitzgerald family and
their circle of intimate friends.

I replied that no apology would be offered; that I fully
indorsed the position my wife had taken, and moreover she
considered the invitation to attend so indecent a display an

insult to her. The man actually gasped for breath as he re-

plied:
“Indecent display of what, sir? Don’t you know that all

the élite of the city were there? What do you mean by trying
CL) 31¢
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a great pity that we should come to blows over a matter of

this kind. We have been good friends, and I understand that

your intentions were good when you extended the invitation

to us; but you don't seem to consider the difference between

my wife's training and that of Mrs. Fitzgerald. Now, don't

get excited; wait till I have finished, if you please," I said, as

he began shaking his fist in close proximity to my nose.

"There is as much difference between the two women as if

they were from different planets. Your wife was educated at

a fashionable boarding-school and has always been accustomed

to seeing women strip their bosoms and arms for the admira-

tion of men. My wife was brought up from infancy by her

grandfather, who was a recluse and taught her to aspire to

godliness rather than to cultivate her vanity. At his death

she was put into a convent school, where she had been most

rigidly guarded from all contact with the fashionable world.

There she devoted her whole time to study, and had never

attended a ball, reception, or theater till she came to my home

as my wife. It is perfectly natural and proper that she should

be shocked, when you consider the training she has had; and

it is no wonder that she is disgusted with what she sees in

her intercourse with fashionable society. I do not desire to

insult either you or Mrs. Fitzgerald, but shall stand by my

wife in the position she has taken and shall defend myself

against any attack you wish to make."

As my friend listened to my explanation his muscles re-

laxed; his clenched fist assumed a less threatening aspect, and

by the time I had finished speaking he was almost restored to

good humor.

"Well, sir, I was a little excited and perhaps did pounce
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218 MIND.

a great pity that we should come to blows over a matter of
this kind. We have been good friends, and I understand that

your intentions were good when you extended the invitation
to us; but you don't seem to consider the difference between

my wife’s training and that of Mrs. Fitzgerald. Now, don’t
get excited; wait till I have finished, if you please,” I said, as

he began shaking his fist in close proximity to my nose.

“There is as much difference between the two women as if
they were from different planets. Your wife was educated at

a fashionableboarding—school and has always been accustomed
to seeing women strip their bosoms and arms for the admira-
tion of men. My wife was brought up from infancy by her
grandfather, who was a recluse and taught her to aspire to

godliness rather than to cultivate her vanity. At his death
she was put into a convent school, where she had been most

rigidly guarded from all contact with the fashionable world.
There she devoted her whole time to study, and had never

attended a ball, reception, or theater till she came to my home
as my wife. It is perfectly natural and proper that she should
be shocked, when you consider the training she has had; and
it is no wonder that she is disgusted with what she sees in
her intercourse with fashionable society. I do not desire to
insult either you or Mrs. Fitzgerald, but shall stand by my
wife in the position she has taken and shall defend myself
against any attack you wish to make.”

As my friend listened to my explanation his muscles re-

laxed; his clenched fist assumed a less threatening aspect, and
by the time I had finished speaking he was almost restored to

good humor.
“Well, sir, I was a little excited and perhaps did pounce
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anyway, and when she gets into one of her tantrums it's awful

for me."

"What was said that should excite her so?" I asked.

"Oh, I don't know. I didn't hear half that was said; but

my wife kept repeating something about 'your daughters,

brought up among such orgies, witnessing their father and

mother going into ecstasies over such vulgar scenes, will natur-

ally believe it the correct thing to do and will not know the

meaning of the word modesty;' so I think it was that shot

that hit her the hardest."

"Would you like to see your daughters attired as those

actresses were last night," said I, "dancing those vulgar

dances and exposing themselves to such remarks as are always

made about such actions?"

"Certainly not! Who said that my daughters would ever

do such things?"

"How do you know they never will, since both you and

their mother encourage other men's daughters in doing it?"

I asked.

"Whose daughters did I ever encourage in a thing of that

kind?" Mr. Fitzgerald inquired, with a look of astonishment

spread over his face.

"Why, every woman on that stage was the daughter of

somebody, was she not? And when you go and witness their

performances, rave over them, call them 'divine and magnifi-

cent creatures,' send them floral testimonials of your apprecia-

tion of their efforts, and applaud with all your power, are you

not encouraging them? The stage would not be what it is

to-day if it were not for the encouragement it receives from

snrietv. Tf an artrpse ran rnnrpivp srvm#» now PYnncnrp nnr
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Mata the Magician. 219

anyway, and when she gets into one of her tantrums it's awful
for me.”

“What was said that should excite her so?” I asked.
“Oh, I don’t know. I didn’t hear half that was said; but

my wife kept repeating something about ‘your daughters,
brought up among such orgies, witnessing their father and
mothergoing into ecstasies over such vulgar scenes, will natur-

ally believe it the correct thing to do and will not know the
meaning of the word modesty," so I think it was that shot
that hit her the hardest.”

“Would you like to see your daughters attired as those
actresses were last night,” said I, “dancing those vulgar
dances and exposing themselves to such remarks as are always
made about such actions?”

“Certainly -not! Who said that my daughters would ever

do such things?”
“How do you know/theynever will, since both you and

their mother encourage other men’s daughters in doing it ?”
I asked.

“Whose daughters did I ever encourage in a thing of that
kind?” Mr. Fitzgerald inquired, with a look of astonishment
spread over his face.

“Why, every woman on that stage was the daughter of
somebody, was she not? And when you go and witness their
performances, rave over them, call them ‘divine and magnifi-
cent creatures,’ send them floral testimonials of your apprecia-
tion of their efforts, and applaud with all your power, are you
not encouraging them? The stage would not be what it is
to-day if it were not for the encouragement it receives from
Rnciefv- If an avtrncc mm r-nnr-pive some new mrnncnrp and
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night? Would you like to introduce her into your family

• circle and let her appear with your daughters?"

"You are talking very foolishly, sir; very foolishly. Of

course, I wouldn't allow the boy to marry her. Marrying and

admiring are very different things."

"If a man really admires anything he is pretty sure to try

to get possession of it. But why is not any one of those

actresses as fit to be your son's wife as were any of the ladies

who sat and applauded their actions?"

"Because they are not!" testily replied my friend.

"'Because' does not answer the question. The ladies in

fashionable society expose their naked bosoms, shoulders, and

arms to the gaze of the gentlemen with whom they associate;

they drink wine, play poker for money, flirt with other women's

husbands, and many of them bet on horse races and use profane

language when they are angry, just as the actresses do.

Where shall we draw the line between the two classes?"

"Why, sir, I—well—you know the ladies are protected by

their husbands and fathers," stammered Mr. Fitzgerald.

"Certainly, and the actresses are protected by the same

gentlemen. Who furnishes the money to pay the enormous

bills they contract to supply themselves with the elegant cos-

tumes, magnificent jewels, and all the trappings they wear?

Surely their salaries are not sufficient! Who pays for the wine

suppers and flowers, and who sends the notes declaring eternal

devotion to them? Do not the actresses have the same re-

fined ( ?) company that the ladies of society do?"

"By the gods! I never saw it in that light before!" ex-
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22o MIND.

night? Would you like to introduce her into your family
- circle and let her appear with your daughters?”

“You are talking very foolishly, sir; very foolishly. Of
course, I wouldn’t allow the boy to marry her.‘ Marrying and
admiring are very different things.”

“If a man really admires anything he is pretty sure to try
to get possession of it. But why is not any one of those
actresses as fit to be your son’s wife as were any of the ladies
who sat and applauded their actions?”

“Because they are not!” testily replied my friend.
“ ‘Because’ does not answer the question. The ladies in

fashionable society expose their naked bosoms, shoulders, and
arms to the gaze of the gentlemen with whom they associate;
theydrink wine, play poker for money, flirt with other women's
husbands, and many of them bet on horse races and use profane
language when they are angry, just as the actresses do.
Where shall we draw the line between the two classes?”

“Why, sir, I—well—you know the ladies are protected by
their husbands and fathers,” stammered Mr. Fitzgerald.

“Certainly, and the actresses are protected by the same

gentlemen. Who furnishes the money to pay the enormous

bills they contract to supply themselves with the elegant cos-

tumes, magnificent jewels, and all the trappings they wear?
Surely their salaries are not sufficient! Who pays for the wine
suppers and flowers, and who sends the notes declaring eternal
devotion to them? Do not the actresses have the same re-

fined ( ?) company that the ladies of society do?”
“By the gods! I never saw it in that light before!” ex-

0551'
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

MIND AND THOUGHT.

THE fundamental proposition of the New Thought is that

man is now a spiritual being—a perfectly harmonious and

homogeneous spiritual organism. As a soul (differentiated

spirit), he manifests an idea in creative Mind. He functions in

expression on all planes of being. As the child of his Father,

he is inseparably connected with his Source. The aspects of

Deity are reproduced in him as spiritual attributes, or divine

qualities. Preeminent among these is intelligence. To culti-

vate this property of life is to develop the involved spark of

divinity that irradiates the entire being. It is the light of the

awakened soul, and, like light everywhere, is always unerring.

Chief among the outgrowths of the soul is the mind, by which

it is linked with the body. This organ of intelligence is the

agent by which the individual modifies or becomes related to

his environment. It is the sentry that reports to the inner man

the conditions of outer life. This is accomplished through the

senses, which correspond on the higher plane with faculties of the

mind and on the lower with functions of the brain. This material

instrument is the battery that serves the mental dynamo in the

generation and expression of thought. It is not the thinker: it

is the vehicle of thought, which is the activity of intelligence.
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

MIND AND THOUGHT.

HE fundamental proposition of the New Thought is that
man is now a spiritual being—a perfectly harmonious and

homogeneous spiritual organism. As a soul (differentiated
spirit), he manifests an idea in creative Mind. He functions in

expression on all planes of being. As the child of ‘his Father,
he is inseparably connected with -his Source. The aspects of

Deity are reproduced in him as spiritual attributes, or divine

qualities. Preéminent among these is intelligence. To culti-
vate this property of life is to develop the involved spark of

divinity that irradiates the entire being. It is the light of the
awakened soul, and, like light everywhere, is always unerring.

Chief among the outgrowths of the soul is the mind, by which
it is linked with the body. This organ of intelligence is the

agent by which the individual modifies or becomes related to

his environment. It is the sentry that reports to the inner man

the conditions of outer life. This is accomplished through the

senses, which correspond on the higher plane with faculties of the
mind and on the lower with functions of the ‘brain. This material
instrument is the battery that serves the mental dynamo in the
generation and expression of thought. It is not the thinker: it
is the vehicle of thought, which is the activity of intelligence.
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Superficial critics frequently ask why, if the brain is not the

reasoning part of man, an injury to that organ should produce

insanity. This result does not always follow lesions of the gray

tissue; but when it does it only tends to prove the truth of the

foregoing statements. The mind is the thinker; the brain is its

instrument. When the latter is injured it expresses thought

incoherently—for precisely the same reason that, from a piano

with a few broken or loose wires, even a Rubinstein could not

produce either harmony or melody.

The mind is a sun; thoughts are its rays. These take form in

accordance with the will of their generator. They are frequently

erroneous and harmful, because every human being begins life

with an active but uneducated will. Thoughts are not "things,"

in the technical sense, though thought-/>/cfwf£j are undoubtedly

objective entities. It is these that are sensed and seen by clair-

voyants. The mind can change the form, tone, and color of its

intellectual output at will; indeed, it is the exercise of this power

that makes all the changes that occur in society, government, and

the individual life. Men differ because they think differently.

Although the mind has three phases of consciousness, it is

fundamentally and essentially a unit. It partakes of the quality

of wholeness inherited by the soul from its Source. To compare

man to a sponge-cake, or anything else made up of ingredients,

is absurd. To consider him as a compound even of spiritual ele-

ments is to deny his immortality. That which is "composed"

of anything may be decomposed; it is destructible, though the

principle of continuity may inhere in its parts as such.

"I am not an immortal beine. but a man—a part of the Whole,
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Editorial Department, 223

Superficial critics frequently ask why, if the brain is not the

reasoning part of man, an injury to that organ should produce
insanity. This result does not always ‘follow lesions of the gray
tissue; but when it does it only tends to prove the truth of the

foregoing statements. The mind is the thinker; the brain is its
instrument. VVhen the latter is injured it expresses thought
incoherently—for precisely the same reason that, from a piano
with a few broken or loose wires, even a Rubinstein could not

produce either harmony or melody.
The mind is a sun; thoughts are its rays. These take form in

accordance with the will of their generator. They are frequently
erroneous and harmful, because every human being begins life
with an active but uneducated will. Thoughts are not “things,”
in the technical sense, though thought-pictures are undoubtedly
objective entities. It is these that are sensed and seen by clair-

voyants. The mind can change the form, tone, and color of its
intellectual output at will; indeed, it is the exercise of this power
that makes all the changes that occur in society, government, and

the individual life. Men differ because they thinkdifferently.
Although the mind has three phases of consciousness, it is

fundamentally and essentially a unit. It partakes of the quality
of wholeness inherited by the soul from its Source. To compare
man to a sponge-cake, or anything else made up of ingredients,
is absurd. To consider him as a compound even of spiritual ele-
ments is to deny his immortality. That which is “composed”
of anything may be decomposed; it is destructible, though the

principle of continuity may inhere in its parts as such.
“I am not an immortal being. but a man—a part of the Whole,
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Whole divisible? God is not a sum, as the Pantheists declare;

God is Infinite Being—without parts, qualities, or other form of

limitation—manifested in Nature, expressed in humanity.

The false idea that man is separable from his Creator is the

primary cause of all his weakness and inability. Man is the

result of God's ideation. His personal thought is the activity of

that divine intelligence which is expressible through mind alone.

His progress on every plane of being is measurable always by the

acuteness of his perception of his oneness with Deity—his reali-

zation of wholeness, or the unitary basis of all Life.

J. E. M.

SPIRITUAL RELATIONSHIPS.

Who is my brother? Is it he who is born of the same parents

as myself; in whose veins flows the same blood as in my own;

who lives close beside me, yet knows me not—is he my brother?

Or is it that one residing in the distance whose word accelerates

my heart, whose thought stimulates my mind, whose aspirations

are akin to my own; and, though we dwell apart, there is sweet

understanding between us? Is not such a one, according to all

the laws of affinity, of attraction, of like for like, my real brother?

What though other blood flow in his veins and he owes not his

being to the same source as I, are we not bound together by ties

closer than those of flesh and blood—by the most true and beau-

tiful relationship of spiritual brotherhood?

What higher union of soul to soul than this sweet, divine,

inner communion? And yet, alas! our true relations, our real

kinsmen, are frequently allowed to pass us by as strangers, while

much ado is made over those who are often real strangers but
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224 MIND.

Whole divisible? God is not a sum, as the Pantheists declare;
God is Infinite Being—without parts, qualities, or other form of
1imitation—manifested in Nature, expressed in humanity.

The false idea that man is separable from his Creator is the

primary cause of all -his weakness and inability. Man is the
result of God’s ideation. His personal thought is the activity of
that divine intelligence which is expressible through mind alone.
His progress on every plane of being is measurable always by the
acuteness of his perception of his oneness with Deity—his reali-
zation of wholeness, or the unitary basis of all Life.

J. E. M.

 

SPIRITUAL RELATIONSHIPS.

Who is my brother? Is it he who is ‘born of the same parents
as myself; in whose veins flows the same blood as in my own;
who lives close beside me, yet knows me not—is he my brother?
Or is it that one residing in the distance whose word accelerates
my heart, whose thought stimulates my mind, whose aspirations
are akin to my own; and, though we dwell apart, there is sweet

understanding between us? Is not such a one, according to all
the laws of affinity, of attraction,of like for like, my real brother?
Wh-at though other blood flow in his veins and he owes not his
being to the same source as I, are we not bound together by ties
closer than those of flesh and blood—by the most true and beau-
tiful relationship of spiritual brotherhood?

What higher union of soul to soul than this sweet, divine,
inner communion? And yet, alas! our true relations, our real
kinsmen, are frequently allowed to pass us by as strangers, while
much ado is made over those who are often real strangers but
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which is itself intangible, yet mightier than all created things, we

try to subdue with material objects.

Instead of light, of love, of sweet and harmonious social

intercourse; instead of that understanding which can penetrate the

outer to the inner being, which overleaps the spoken or written

word and alights upon the mental or spiritual attitude behind the

word: instead of all this, which constitutes the true spiritual

relationship of mankind, we have base counterfeits—because of

the erroneous belief that our relationships can and do exist entirely

in matter. Whereas it is but this which radiates from another's

center of being, the divine essence, principle—in fact, all that

which is so subtle, so evanescent: it is that which helps and up-

lifts us. It is that "something" which emanates from the per-

sonality of another, and which we breathe in as we do a deliciously

pure and wholesome atmosphere, which is of greatest value and

permanence in life. It is this spiritual something in another which

reveals us to ourselves and fills us with a joy that enriches

with never-decreasing wealth.

BliRTHA HlRSCH BARUCH.

IS THERE A PSYCHIC BRAIX CENTER?

From the foundation of the world there has always been an

expressed faith or belief in the supernatural, and men have worked

upon this credulous element of the mind in multitudinous ways.

The harp and violin are played upon to produce various har-

monies in just the same manner as the faculties of the mind are

being influenced in hundreds of ways by different motives, desires,

and ambitions.

The superstitious seek for everything that is psychic in char-

acter and uncanny in life. Dr. Gall did not lose sight of this

element of the mind when he discovered the faculty of Wonder-

Marvelousness, or Spirituality, as it is now called; and he empir-

ically and experimentally examined the brains and skulls of both

men and animals. He discovered that persons who possessed this
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Editorial Department. 1 2 5

which is itself intangible, yet mightier than all created things, we

try to subdue with material objects.
Instead of light, of love, of sweet and harmonious social

intercourse; instead of that understanding which can penetrate the
outer to the inner being, which overleaps the spoken or written
word and alights upon the mental or spiritual attitude behind the
word: instead of all this, which constitutes the true spiritual
relationship of mankind, we have base counterfeits—because of
the erroneous beliefthatour relationships can and do exist entirely
in matter. Whereas it is but this which radiates from another's
center of being, the divine essence, principle—in fact, all that
which is so subtle, so evanescent: it is that which helps and up-
lifts us. It is that “something” which emanates from the per-
sonality of another, and which we breathe in as we do a deliciously
pure and wholesome atmosphere, which is of greatest value and
permanence in life. It is this spiritual something in another which
reveals us to ourselves and fills us with a joy that enriches
with never-decreasing wealth.

til-2R’[‘I’I.\ HIRSCII l3.\Rt'(."u.

IS Tl*ll_iRlZ .=\ l"’SYCI'lIC l’.R;\l.\' Cl2.\"l‘ER?

From the foundation of the world there has always been an

expressecl faith or belief in the supernatural, and men have worked
upon this credulous element of the mind in multitudinous ways.
Tlze harp and violin are played upon to produce various har-
monies in just the same manner as the faculties of the mind are

being influenced in hundreds of ways by different motives, desires.
and ambitions.

The superstitious seek for everything that is psychic in char-
acter and uncanny in life. Dr. Gall did not lose sight of this
element of the mind when he discovered the faculty of VVonder—
Marvelousness, or Spirituality, as it is now called; and he empir-
ically and experimentally examined the brains and skulls of both
men and animals. He discovered that persons who possessed this
’ ‘C0 glue“
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Providence, confidence in partially developed truths, a desire to

see the new, novel, and wonderful in everything, and were easily

impressed.

The location of this faculty in the brain is in the ascending

frontal convolutions under the frontal and parietal bones. In the

skull the coronal suture passes in front of the convolution in the

brain that presides over it.

A doctor said to me the other day that he "believed no faculty

was yet discovered that gave to man his premonitions, his tele-

pathic power, his clairvoyant vision, his ability to read the

thoughts of others, and send his thoughts thousands of miles away

from him." I replied: "The discovery has been made, but you

are doubtless unaware of it."

The Right Hon. Arthur Balfour and Professor and Mrs.

Sedgwick, promoters of the Society for Psychical Research in

England; Professor Hyslop, T. J. Hudson, W. J. Colville, Julius

A. Dresser, Bodis Sidis, Wm. T. Stead, and, in earlier days,

Svvedenborg, Ann Lee, Joan of Arc, Milton; and many inventors

—Tesla. Marconi, Edison—all have it largely developed. It is

as definitely located in the brain as memory of names—Eventu-

ality, the metaphysical faculty—Causality, or the intuitive faculty

of Human Nature, and should be recognized by all investigators

of occult subjects.

If there is power in the mind to understand psychic phenom-

ena, there must be cerebral power to emphasize it; and by defi-

nitely recognizing the organ as one of the instruments of the mind,

we can cultivate it and learn also to control it. If it is uncon-

trolled it weakens the mind and leads to folly and instability of

belief—credulity in everything new; when controlled by the other

moral organs, namely, Conscientiousness, Veneration, Hope,

Benevolence, and Firmness, it is of all faculties the most beau-

tiful. It lifts the mind, elevates the thoughts heavenward, and

brings us to the gates of the celestial city. It is the pivot between

the material and immaterial, the physical and the spiritual, the
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Providence, confidence in partially developed truths, a desire to

see the new, novel, and wonderful in everything,and were easily
impressed.

The location of this faculty in the brain is in the ascending
frontal convolutions under the frontal and parietal bones. In the
skull the coronal suture passes in front of the convolution in the
brain that presides over it.

A doctor said to me the other day that he “believedno faculty
was yet discovered that gave to man his premonitions, his tele-
pathic power, his clairvoyant vision, his ability to read the
thoughts of others, and send his thoughts thousandsof miles away
from him.” I replied: “The discovery has been made, but you
are doubtless unaware of it.”

The Right Hon. Arthur Balfour and Professor and Mrs.
Sedgwick, promoters of the Society for Psychical Research in
England; Professor Hyslop, T. J. Hudson, W. J. Colville, Julius
A. Dresser, Bodis Sidis, Wm. T. Stead, and, in earlier days,
Swedenborg, Ann Lee, Joan of Arc, Milton; and many inventors
—Tesla. Marconi, Edison—all have it largely developed. It is
as definitely located in the brain as memory of names—Eventu-
ality, the metaphysical faculty—Causality,or the intuitive faculty
of Human Nature, and should be recognized by all investigators
of occult subjects.

If there is power in the mind to understand psychic phenom-
ena, there must be cerebral power to emphasize it; and by defi-
nitely recognizing the organ as one of the instruments of the mind,
we can cultivate it and learn also to control it. If it is uncon-

trolled it weakens the mind and leads to folly and instabilityof
belief——credulity in everythingnew; when controlled by the other
moral organs, namely, Conscientiousness, Veneration, Hope.
Benevolence, and Firmness, it is of all faculties the most beau-
tiful. It lifts the mind, elevates the thoughts heavenward, and
brings us to the gates of the celestial city. It is the pivot between
the material and immaterial, the physical and the spiritual, the

n7r\t"r‘”\C—~0f‘I'I'1 flar I111“.-rxrlrnv H-an infpllnnfnal anti H19 ncvrhiral
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

Florence Peltier Perry and the Rev. Helen Van-Anderson.

FOR THE PARENTS.

An Ideal Method of Education.

I have recently read a most interesting book, which all parents

should possess and profit by. It is the Rev. Wm. H. Murray's

"How I am Educating my Daughters."

The daughters (four in all) range from five to thirteen years

of age, and in all their lives they have never been to church or

school, and never have had any companions but their devoted

parents and the birds, pets, trees, and flowers to be found on their

native farm. Yet their accomplishments are many, and their

learning varied and wonderful, even though their wise parent-

teachers did not begin their eldest child's intellectual training

until four years ago, considering that until the age of eight no

child should be given mental work.

The principal points made by Mr. Murray are most important

and fundamental. "Above all else," he says, "children should

be taught four things: love of parents, love of home, love of

country, and love of God." From children thus educated, he

declares, "there would come to us as a people, in a single genera-

tion, a vast increase in the respect, the reverence, and the affection

due to parents; to the children themselves a larger, more practical

L-nowWo-f nf thp fnrrps and rnnditions that make for success Oil
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conductcdby
FLORENCE Pr-:1.m-:11 Pxmzv AND THE Rzv. HELEN VAN-ANDERSON.

I

FOR THE PARENTS.

AN IDEAL METHOD or EDUCATION.

I have recently read a most interesting book, which all parents
should possess and profit by. It is the Rev. Wm. H. Murray’s
“How I am Educating my Daughters.”

The daughters (four in all) range from five to thirteen years
of age, and in all their lives they have never been to church or

school, and never have had any companions but their devoted
parents and the birds, pets, trees, and flowers to be found on their
native farm. Yet their accomplishments are many, and their
learning varied and wonderful, even though their wise parent-
teachers did not begin their eldest child's intellectual training
until four years ago, considering that until the age of eight no

child should be given mental work.
The principal points made by Mr. Murray are most important

and fundamental. “Above all else,” he says, “children should
be taught four things: love of parents, love of home, love of
country, and love of God.” From children thus educated, he
declares, “there would come to us as a people, in a single genera-
tion, a vast increase in the respect, the reverence, and the affection
due to parents; to the children themselves a larger, more practical
lcnnwlprlo-9 nf Hap fnrr-es anrl mnditions that make for success on
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citizenship. I simply propose with the Divine help to prepare four

girls to enjoy the privileges, perform the duties, and win the

honors of such a high estate—in short, that my daughters shall

be so educated as to represent millennial womanhood."

Can any parent say more? Should any parent say less?

A charming introduction to the home life and customs is the

chapter on the "Family Hour." There, in the midst of such

delightful occupations as apple-roasting, corn-popping, etc.,

stories, songs, games, questions, and conversation are carried on

and participated in by every one in the circle, with a delight and

enthusiasm that will increase as the years pass and bind the

family into an inseparable whole, with love as its basis and

pinnacle.

But not only is this the hour for recreation, for thought, for

the weaving of love-flowers into the patterns of the family lives:

it is one of the richest of lesson-hours. In a most fascinating

way Mr. Murray tells how by dividing grains of popcorn, on

one of these occasions, he revealed the first principles of math-

ematics, and how from this beginning these eager, alert little

minds went on mastering multiplication, subtraction, and division

until they could do knotty problems in their minds that would

take many an adult a long time to figure out with pencil and

paper. To say the multiplication table up to and including

24 times 24 was one of their pastimes. Think of this as a method

of concentration!

Not the least among their valuable acquisitions is a vocabulary

of 18.000 words, which is an education in itself, especially as we

learn that the vocabulary of the average college professor is

only 7.000.

"Mastery of word-knowledge," says Mr. Murray, "is the key

that opens the door of all knowledge and qualifies children to

make rapid and easy strides in all their studies."

And words are often inlets to new and wonderful realms.

Think, then, what vast new territories are opened to the mind

that can enter through these magic passages! All the kingdoms
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228 .-l«IIND.

citizenship. I simply propose with the Divine help to prepare four
girls to enjoy the privileges, perform the duties, and win the
honors of such a high estate——in short, that my daughters shall
be so educated as to represent millennial womanhood.”

Can any parent say more? Should any parent say less?
A charming introduction to the home life and customs is the

chapter on the “Family Hour.” There, in the midst of such
delightful occupations as apple-roasting, corn—popping, etc.,
stories, songs, games, questions, and conversation are carried on

and participated in by every one in the circle, with a delight and
enthusiasm that will increase as the years pass and bind the
family into an inseparable whole, with love as its basis and
pinnacle.

But not only is this the hour for recreation, for thought, for
the weaving of love—flowers into the patterns of the family lives:
it is one of the richest of lesson—hours. In a most fascinating
way Mr. Murray tells how by dividing grains of popcorn. on

one of these occasions, he revealed the first principles of math-
ematics, and how from this beginning these eager, alert little
minds went on mastering multiplication, subtraction, and division
until they could do knotty problems in their minds that would
take many an adult a long time to figure out with pencil and
paper. To say the multiplication table up to and including
24 times 24 was one of their pastimes. Think of this as a method
of concentration!

Not the least among their valuable acquisitions is a vocabulary
of 18,000 words, which is an education in itself. especially as we

learn that the vocabulary of the average college professor is

only 7,000.
“Mastery of word-l<no\\'lerlge," says Mr. ;\lurray_. “is the key

that opens the door of all knowledge and qualifies children to

make rapid and easy strides in all their studies."
And words are often inlets to new and wonderful realms.

Think, then. what vast new territories are opened to the mind
that can enter through these magic passages! All the kingdoms

Co git
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of experience, of knowledge, of revelation? Are they not some-

times like angel hands leading us into the countries flowing with

milk and honey? Are they not as jewels in the mouth of the poet,

and lofty mountains when they issue from the heart of a prophet?

Our ideal teacher has struck the deepest vein in his mine of

Truth when he touches on the value of words. Parents, think of

this, and go and do likewise with your own children. Let them

learn to define, spell, and use correctly ten words a day (never

missing a day), and learn, as have the Murray children, 3,650

words a year. Even if you can do no more than this for your

little flock, it will be worth a thousand times more than the effort

and time it will cost, not only to your children but to yourselves.

For seventy-five cents you can get the book (in paper), with

a compiled list of the words used by Mr. Murray, whose address

is Guilford, Conn. The book also contains Scripture-readings,

poems, and literary recitations as learned by the author's children.

* # #

All this, Mrs. N., is in answer to your question about teach-

ing your children how to develop their mental forces. Though

this is not the so-called metaphysical method, yet it is very like

it, and indispensable to the children who are to be well rounded.

With your own spiritual insight and careful tact you will be able,

through your explanations and interpretations of what they study,

to throw the spiritual light on everything. But the value and

scope of this splendid intellectual training cannot be overestimated

as an aid and corroboration of the higher forces of life and

character.

Paul tells us "that which is first is natural, and that which is

last is spiritual." Our babies come into this world unconscious,

physical beings; they leave it, if we train them properly, con-

scious, spiritual beings: so we train the physical and mental in

order to make ready for the development and flowering of the

spiritual.

Tf in t1ir* nrnnpr pyprr-icp rlir*»r-fir»n r»f mpntnl anrt nVivciral

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

The Family Circle. 229

of experience, of knowledge, of revelation? Are they not some-

times like angel hands leading us into the countries flowing with
milkand honey? Are they not as jewels in the mouth of the poet.
and lofty mountains when they issue from the heart of a prophet?

Our ideal teacher has struck the deepest vein in his mine of
Truthwhen he touches on the value of words. Parents, thinkof
this, and go and do likewise with your own children. Let them
learn to define, spell. and use correctly ten words a day (never
missing a day), and learn, as have the Murray children, 3,650
words a year. Even if you can do no more than this for your
little flock, it will be worth a thousand times more than the effort
and time it will cost, not only to your children but to yourselves.

For seventy-five cents you can get the book (in paper). with
a compiled list of the words used by Mr. Murray, whose address
is Guilford, Conn. The book also contains SCriptt1re~rea(lings,
poems, and literary recitations as learned by the author'schildren.

>5! * *

All this, ;\lrs. N., is in answer to your question about teach-
ing your children how to develop their mental forces. Though
this is not the so-called metaphysical method, yet it is very like
it, and indispensable to the children who are to be well rounded.
VVith your own spiritual insight and careful tact you will be able,
through your explanations and interpretations of what they study,
to throw the spiritual light on everything. But the value and
scope of this splendid intellectual training cannot be overestimated
as an aid and corroboration of the higher forces of life and
character. '

Paul tells us “that which is first is natural, and that which is
last is spiritual.” Our babies come into this world unconscious.
physical beings; they leave it, if we train them properly, con-

scious, spiritual beings: so we train the physical and mental in
order to make ready for the development and flowering of the
spiritual,
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mind develops they ask questions, pick things to pieces, explore

mysterious things and places, take imaginary journeys, personify

ideal characters, and so enact the drama of human life—all this

that they may learn its real meaning. The desire for knowledge is

inborn. It is the first sign of the indwelling, awakening soul.

How important, then, for the parents to be ready with sugges-

tion, answer, and material to teach the child of the world around

him and his relation to it, of the world within him and his use

of it! To this end the wonderful earth in all its beauty and

variety, the skies and their glorious suns and stars, are opened

before us—all different leaves and chapters of God's great in-

struction-book, Nature. Froebel says: "Through a sympathetic

study of Nature, through a growing sense of the soul and mean-

ing of all natural facts and of all human relationships, and

through recreating in various forms that external world which

is but the objective expression of his own inmost being, the child

attains to a consciousness of the connectedness and unity of life,

and to a vision of the eternal fountain of Life."

* * *

"It is a fact that the higher activity is a transformation and

not an isolated, detached, and aboriginal beginning which gives

importance to the impulses, reflexes, and instincts of childhood."—

Susan Blow.

"Let the nurture of sympathy go hand in hand with the incite-

ment to activity, and from the union of the two will spring

humility and helpfulness. Divorce sympathy from activity, and

it will give rise to the lust of power, or that inordinate craving

for approbation which has been defined as the 'love of love by

sin defiled.'"

"Universal laws can never be broken with impunity; and the

universal and inexorable law of habit is that all sensations pall

with repetition, while all activities augment their joy."
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mind develops they ask questions, pick things to pieces, explore
mysterious things and places, take imaginary journeys, personify
ideal characters, and so enact the drama of human life—all this
that they may learn its real meaning. The desire for knowledge is
inborn. It is the first sign of the indwelling, awakening soul.
How important, then, for the parents to be ready with sugges-
tion, answer, and material to teach the child of the world around
him and his relation to it, of the world within him and his use

of it! To this end the wonderful earth in all its beauty and
variety, the skies and their glorious suns and stars, are opened
before us—all different leaves and chapters of God’s great in-
struction-book, Nature. Froebel says: “Through a sympathetic
study of Nature, through a growing sense of the soul and mean-

ing of all natural facts and of all human relationships, and
through recreating in various forms that external world which
is but the objective expression of his own inmost being, the child
attains to a consciousness of the connectedness and unity of life,
and to a vision of the eternal fountain of Life.”

* * =0!

“It is a fact that the higher activity is a transformation and
not an isolated, detached, and aboriginal beginning which gives
importance to the impulses, reflexes, and instincts of childhood.”-
Susan Blow.

“Let the nurture of sympathygo hand in hand with the incite-
ment to activity, and from the union of the two will spring
humility and helpfulness. Divorce sympathy from activity, and
it will give rise to the lust of power, or that inordinate craving
for approbation which has been defined as the ‘love of love by
sin defiled.’”

“Universal laws can never be broken with impunity; and the
universal and inexorable law of habit is that all sensations pall
with repetition, while all activitiesaugment their joy.”

* * 3|!
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The Family Circle.

FOR THE CHILDREN.

"So blue yon winding river flows,

It seems an outlet from the sky,

Where, waiting till the west wind blows,

The freighted clouds at anchor lie.

All things are new—the buds, the leaves,

That gild the elm-tree's nodding crest,

And even the nest beneath the eaves—

There are no birds in last year's nest."

—Henry W. Longfellow.

THE ROBIN'S SONG.

A robin sat on an apple-bough,

One morning early in May,

And caroled a song whose melody

Made me pause beside the way.

"How happy he seems to be!" I sighed, ,

As I heard the mellow tones.

"I and my brothers are gay," sang he,

"And 'tis only man who moans."

Though a little boy, as I trudged along,

I pondered the robin's words.

"It is true," I said, "and we all may learn

To be happy from the birds."

Charles Bethune Ross.

HOW HAROLD WAS TESTED.

There are manv words in the dictionary we don't know
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FOR THE CHILDREN.

‘'50 blue yon winding river flows,
It seems an outlet from the sky,

Where, waiting till the west wind blows,
The freighted clouds at anchor lie.

All things are new—the buds, the leaves,
- That gild the elm—tree’s nodding crest,

And even the nest beneath the eaves-

There are no birds in last year’s nest.”
--Henry W. Longfellow.

 

THE ROBIN’S SONG.

A robin sat on an apple-bough,
One morning early in May,

And caroled a song whose melody
Made me pause beside the way.

“How happy he seems to be!” I sighed, ,

As I heard the mellow tones.

“I and my brothers are gay,” sang he,
“And ’tis only man who moans."

Though a little boy, as I trudged along,
I pondered the robin’s words.

“It is true,” I said, “and we all may learn
To be happy from the birds.”

CHARLES Bi’-:THUNr~: Ross.

I 

HOVV HAROLD WAS TESTED.

There are manv words in the dictionary we don’t know the

Co 816



MIND.

mean by that that they thought he was just what he seemed to

be—a boy who wouldn't say or do any naughty thing when his

mother was away any more than if she were right with him. But

he was only a small boy, and he hadn't been put to the test to

prove what he would do if a temptation came to him. So he

needed to be tested.

There are many beautiful things in the shop-windows that

look as if they were made of gold. But "all is not gold that glit-

ters." The true yellow gold, as it is dug from the mines, is mixed

in with silver and earthy stuff, and so it has to be put into a test

or cup and held over a powerful flame that will burn away the

dross and leave the pure gold by itself. Now, boys and girls are

often put to the test—just as the gold is refined and made pure.

We don't know, sometimes, till after it is all over that we were

V being tested. So it happened to Harold.

Harold's mother was making great preparations for an after-

noon tea, and there were so many things about the house to be

looked after that Harold did just about as he wanted to. All the

morning Aunt Ellen had been making loaves and loaves of cake

and small cakes and tarts, and fixing jelly molds and preserves.

The odors from the kitchen were simply tempting. Harold began

to feel—oh, very hungry. He knew he could eat just half of the

little cakes Grandmother had put on the table in that scalloped

china plate. But there were heaps and heaps of delicacies that were

waiting to be brought in. Harold couldn't keep from looking

at those little cakes. He ran upstairs, playing tag with his little

sister; tthen he ran downstairs to frolic with puss, every time giv-

ing a good look at the cakes on the table. He thought Grand-

mother was not looking, and he reached over the table and grabbed

a cake and ran off with it. But he didn't eat it. He simply hid it

away in his pocket.
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mean by that that they thought he was just what he seemed to
be——a boy who wouldn’t say or do any naughty thing when his
mother was away any more than if she were right with him. But
he was only a small boy, and he hadn’t been put to the test to

prove what he would do if a temptation came to him. So he
needed to be tested.

There are many beautiful things in the shop—windows that
look as if they were made of gold. But “all is not gold that glit-
ters.” The true yellow gold, as it is dug from the mines, is mixed
in with silver and earthy stuff, and so it has to be put into a test

or cup and held over a powerful flame that will burn away the
dross and leave the pure gold by itself. Now, boys and girls are

often put to the test—just as the gold is refined and made pure.
\Ve don't know. sometimes, till after it is all over that we were

being tested. So it happened to Harold.
Harold’s mother was making great preparations for an after-

noon tea, and there were so many things about the house to be
looked after that Harold did just about as he wanted to. All the
morning Aunt Ellen had been making loaves and loaves of cake
and small cakes and tarts, and fixing jelly molds and preserves.
The odors from the kitchen were simply tempting. Harold began
to fee1—oh, very hungry. He knew he could eat just half of the
little cakes Grandmother had put on the table in that scalloped
china plate. But there were heaps and heaps of delicacies that were

waiting to be brought in. Harold couldn’t keep from looking
at those little cakes. He ran upstairs, playing tag with his little
sister: then he ran downstairs to frolic with puss, every time giv-
ing a good look at the cakes on the table. He thought Grand-
mother was not looking, and he reached over the table and grabbed
:1 cake and ran off with it. But he didn’t eat it. He simply hid it
away in his pocket.
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But right here something seemed to hurt the boy, for Harold

rushed in in great excitement and threw the cakes back on the

table, and cried out: "There! I guess you won't tempt me again,

you bad, bad thought I"

It wasn't half so important that the table should be set as that

Harold should be encouraged in getting rid of the bad thought

and to hold a good one. So, leaving everything else, Mother took

her little boy in her lap and gave him such a kiss as only mothers

know how to give. Then she said:

"How glad I am, Plarold, that you sent away the bad thought

and refused the cakes! [A little glistening tear was just ready

to drop from his bright eyes.] For, don't you see, my boy, had

you eaten the cake, even though Mother had known nothing about

it, that little bad thought would have been so pleased that it had

accomplished what it had set out to do that, like a little seed in

soft earth, there would have sprung from it many other bad

thoughts?"

When a bad thought comes into one's mind, the only way

to do is to refuse to hold it, saying, "I refuse to let you come into

my mind."

So this was the way Harold came to be tested, and the way

his mother found out that her boy was pure gold.

Mary J. Woodward-Weatfierbee.

THE LITTLE THINGS WE MISS.

We miss a lot of interesting things through lack of observa-

tion. Many of us are blind and deaf even when we have eyes

that see and ears that hear. Perhaps it is because we are so taken

up with the things of our every-day life. When we are all ab-

sorbed in ourselves we are thoughtless and selfish. Selfishness is

ignorance, and ignorance is a great high wall that hides many

interestine thing's and the rl»nrp to train a store of knowledge.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

The Family Circle. 2 3 3

But right here something seemed to hurt the boy, for Harold
rushed in in great excitement and threw the cakes back on the
table, and cried out: “There! I guess you won’t tempt me again,
you bad, bad thought!”

It wasn’t half so important that the table should be set as that
Harold should be encouraged in getting rid of the bad thought
and to hold a good one. So. leaving everythingelse, Mother took
her little boy in her lap and gave him such a kiss as only mothers
know how to give. Then she said:

“How glad I am, Harold, that you sent away the bad thought
and refused the cakes! [A little glistening tear was just ready
to drop from his bright eyes.] For, don't you see, my boy, had
you eaten the cake, even though Mother had known nothingabout
it, that little bad thought would have been so pleased that it had
accomplished what it had set out to do that, like a little seed in
soft earth, there would have sprung from it many other bad
thoughts?”

VVhen a bad thought comes_into one's mind, the only way
to do is to refuse to hold it, saying, “I refuse to let you come into

my mind.”
So this was the way Harold came to be tested, and the way

his mother found out that her boy was pure gold.
.\lARY J. VVO0D\'V.~\RD-\VE.r\'l‘n liRl!EE.

I000-I-IOOIO-00:00-If

THE LITTLE THINGS WE MISS.

\Ve miss a lot of interesting things through lack of observa-
tion. Many of us are blind and deaf even when we have eyes
that see and ears that hear. Perhaps it is because we are so taken
up with the things of our ever_v~day life. When we are all ab-
sorbed in ourselves we are thoughtless and selfish. Selfishness is
ignorance, and ignorance is a great high wall that hides many
int estinez liners and the (‘l1-nnrfi to «rain 2 more of knowledge.

0 8 IL



234

MIND.

with toads and frogs, and I found them friendly and intelligent,

even to showing an affectionate disposition.

One evening I picked up a large toad that had come out in

a pathway. At first he showed that he was afraid, but I soon

convinced him that he was not in "the enemy's camp." I stroked

him and talked to him, and he talked back in queer little sounds

that made me think he was singing to me. When I stopped strok-

ing him he plainly expressed a wish for me to continue. I carried

him with me on my shopping tour, and when I returned to the

spot where I picked him up I put him down in the grass, think-

ing he would hop away. On the contrary, when I moved away

the toad followed me. Did this not prove he appreciated the in-

terest I had taken in him?

In my country home I have watched the same birds return

every spring and rebuild their nests. We never allowed any one

to come on the premises with a gun. The birds soon learned

that they were protected and safe there, and we were rewarded

for our care of the dear feathered tribes by visits from all kinds of

birds. Some were quite rare. The morning and evening concerts

of these songsters were truly heavenly. In the winter, when the

snow was so deep that it covered their food from them, we fed

the quail that passed through our grounds, and the result was that

sometimes there were hundreds of quail to feed and shelter.

Quail have been hunted and killed so long that they are timid, but

the ones we fed and furnished shelter for became quite tame. And

in the summer the quail gathered in a shady lane that we drove

through to the street, and very often we have stopped our horse

in that lane to let the quail move to one side, for fear of driving

over and injuring them. How dearly I loved them all! What

a pleasant thought it is that comes back to me that the birds

trusted us when we protected them! Let us keep our eyes and
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with toads and frogs, and I found them friendly and intelligent,
even to showing an affectionate disposition.

One evening I picked up a large toad that had come out in
a pathway. At first he showed that he was afraid, but I soon

convinced him that he was not in “the enemy's camp.” I stroked
him and talked to him, and he talked back in queer little sounds
that made me thinkhe was singing to me. When I stopped strok-
ing him he plainly expressed a wish for me to continue. I carried
him with me on my shopping tour, and when I returned to the
spot where I picked him up I put him down in the grass, think-
ing he would hop away. On the contrary, when I moved away
the toad followed me. Did this not -prove he appreciated the in-
terest I had taken in him?

In my country home I have watched the same birds return

every spring and rebuild their nests. We never allowed any one

to come on the premises with a gun. The birds soon learned
that they were protected and safe there, and we were rewarded
for our care of the dear feathered tribes by visits from all kinds of
birds. Some were quite rare. The morning and evening concerts
of these songsters were truly heavenly. In the winter, when the
snow was so deep that it covered their food from them, we fed
the quail that passed through our grounds, and the result was that
sometimes there were hundreds of quail to feed and shelter.
Quail have been hunted and killed so long that they are timid, but
the ones we fed and fumished shelter for became quite tame. And
in the summer the quail gathered in a shady lane that we drove
through to the street, and very often we have stopped our horse
in that lane to let the quail move to one side, for fear of driving
over and injuring them. How dearly I loved them all! What
a pleasant thought it is that comes back to me that the birds
trusted us when we protected them! Let us keep our eyes and
nan-n Anna‘ I-‘st-4 tun 019010 nan near‘ La o-nnr‘c- ‘nan rsnrsno-I-o-ou:&:nn 4-A Lalo-\
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and looked like balls of cotton. We were delighted, and Venus

was a very proud mother.

When the puppies had grown old enough to run and play we

began to look up good homes for them. We succeeded in finding

homes for four, but there were two more to be provided for,

and we didn't know what to do, as we had one other dog besides

Venus and any more would be too many.

One evening, when the family were studying the best way to

get rid of the little dogs, some one thoughtlessly remarked, before

Venus, that the next day he would drown the puppies—for that

would be kinder than to give them to people who might abuse

them.

The following morning Venus and her family were missing.

We looked everywhere, as we thought, and called and whistled.

But Venus did not come. I saw tears in my brother's eyes, and I

felt a lump growing in my throat, and altogether we were feeling

sorry enough.

After a while some one made a discovery. Right under the

driveway into our stable there was a newly-made hole. The

woodwork had been torn away in small pieces, making a hole

large enough for Venus to pass through and take her puppies.

By lying down on the ground we could see something glisten.

It was Venus's eyes blazing like two balls of fire. We called

and coaxed, but it was useless. Venus wouldn't move.

So it was decided that the stableman should take up a portion

of the carriage-house floor. This was done; but Venus wouldn't

come out. We reached down and patted her—but she had lost

confidence in us. We were very much troubled, particularly after

we realized that she plainly understood the remark about drown-

ing her puppies.

Venus was taken out of hiding and restored to her old quar-

ters Knf it uroc cp^rorol rlnve hpfnrp shp sppmprl rnmfnrrahle anrl
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and looked like balls of cotton. We were delighted, and Venus
was a very proud mother.

When the puppies had grown old enough to run and play we

began to look up good homes for them. We succeeded in finding
homes for four, but there were two more to be provided for,
and we didn’t know what to do. as we had one other dog besides
Venus and any more would be too many.

One evening, when the family were studying the best way to

get rid of the little dogs, some one thoughtlesslyremarked,before
Venus, that the next day he would drown the puppies-—for that
would be kinder than to give them to people who might abuse
them.

The following morning Venus and her family were missing.
We looked everywhere, as we thought, and called and whistled.
But Venus did not come. I saw tears in my brother’s eyes, and I
felt a lump growing in my throat, and altogether we were feeling
sorry enough.

After a while some one made a discovery. Right under the
driveway into our stable there was a newly—made hole. The
woodwork had been torn away in small pieces, making a hole
large enough for Venus to pass through and take her puppies.
By lying down on the ground we could see something glisten.
It was Venus’s eyes blazing like two balls of fire. We called
and coaxed, but it was useless. Venus wouldn’t move.

So it was decided that the stableman should take up a portion
of the carriage-house floor. This was done; but Venus wouldn’t
come out. We reached down and patted her—but she had lost
confidence in us. We were very much troubled, particularly after
we realized that she plainly understood the remark about drown-
ing her puppies.

Venus was taken out of hiding and restored to her old quar-
ters, I-mt if um: cmmral rlav: «before she seemed comfortable and
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Be kind to all living creatures. Keep your eyes and your ears

open. In other words, do not be blind to what you see nor deaf to

what you hear.

Marie Louise Couse.

THE FOLLY OF WORRY.

[This, children, is for your big brothers and sisters to read, and after

they have read it I am sure they will explain it to you so that you will un-

derstand it and learn a valuable lesson.—F. P. P.]

Why should we really worry? Has worrying ever benefited

any one? On the contrary, instead of helping us it harms us, as

it takes away from our mental faculties their natural powers of

reasoning, and if we did not unbalance our minds by a previous

state of worrying we would be far more capable of guarding

against a threatening misfortune, and so perhaps prevent it.

We frequently hear people say that every one must worry;

that it is human nature to do so. Humanity has more or less tried

to make it a part of itself, but it was not so intended. Seen in

its true light there is no experience in life over which one has a

right to worry. Ruskin says: "God gives us always strength

enough and sense enough for everything that he wants us to do."

So we are never tried beyond our powers of endurance. If we

could only always realize that, how much happier we would be,

as well as those with whom we come in contact; for, if we are of a

worrying disposition there is a depressing atmosphere around us,

and people of a sensitive nature are affected by it. While if, on

the contrary, we are happy and light-hearted, making so far as

we can the best of everything, we are sure to influence others,

and by helping others we help ourselves.

Now, when there is something in our mind that is troubling

us, no matter how great or small it may be, why not analyze it at

first, and make sure that it reallv is something reciuirintr thought?
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Be kind to all living creatures. Keep your eyes and your ears

open. In other words, do not be blind to what you see nor deaf to

what you hear.
l\tIA1uE LOUISE CoUsE.

THE FOLLY OF \VORRY.

[This, children, is for your big brothers and sisters to read. and after
they have read it I am sure they will explain it to you so that you Will un-
derstand it and learn a valuable les.<on.—F. P. P.]

VVhy should we really worry? Has worrying ever benefited
any one? On the contrary, instead of helping us it harms us, as

it takes away from our mental faculties their natural powers of
reasoning, and if we did not unbalance our minds by a previous
state of worrying we would be far more capable of guarding
against a threateningmisfortune, and so perhaps prevent it.

VVe frequently hear people say that every one must worry;
that it is human nature to do so. Humanity has more or less tried
to make it a part of itself, but it was not so intended. Seen in
its true light there is no experience in life over which one has a

right to worry. Ruskin says: “God gives us always strength
enough and sense enough for everything that he wants us to do.”
So we are never tried beyond our powers of endurance. If we

could only always realize that, how much happier we would be,
as well as those with whom we come in contact; for, if we are of a

worrying disposition there is a depressing atmosphere around us,
and people of a sensitive nature are affected by it. VVhile if, on

the contrary, we are happy and light-hearted, making so far as

we can the best of everything, we are sure to influence others,
and by helping others we help ourselves.

Now, when there is something in our mind that is troubling
us, no matter how great or small it may be, why not analyze it at
first. and make sure that it reallv is something" reauiring thought?
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Self-reliance is what a great many of us lack; we do not place

sufficient trust in our own ability, and look outside of ourselves

for help.

Doubt and fear produce worry. If we only stop to think we

will realize how often we use the phrase, "I am afraid," even in

ordinary conversation when there is no cause for fear. That

alone is suggestive of worry. Why should we fear anything or

worry about anything? "Consider the lilies how they grow,"

taking whatever comes to them—sunshine or rain—without worry

or anxiety. With sunshine alone they would soon wither. God

cares for them, and it is the same God that cares for us.

Worrying is caused by reaching with our minds into the fu-

ture. If we would live more in the to-day and make the most

of our present advantages, we would find that the things we

imagined of great magnitude and consequence would gradually

diminish, as time goes on, and later we would look back and see

how foolish we had been even to think about it; and, besides, by

looking forward to to-morrow we lose the chances and possibili-

ties of to-day.

So let us all make a resolution that we will not worry any

more about anything. Somebody has said that "the most reckless

spendthrift in the world is the one that squanders time." Money

lost may be regained, friendships broken may be renewed, houses

and lands that are burnt or sold may be built or bought again.

But what power can restore the moment that has passed, the

day whose sun has set, or the year that has been numbered with

the ages gone? And can we imagine a more thorough method

of wasting time than by useless worry?

Now, I am sure that if we keep to this resolution firmly we will

not only feel happier ourselves and make others happy, but we

will strengthen our will-power to such an extent that, should

some emergency during life require a great deal of bravery, we

would be able to meet it as true men and women.

LlTTA DE PaLKOWSKA.
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Self—reliance is what a great many of us lack; we do not place
sufiicient trust in our own ability,and look outside of ourselves
for help.

Doubt and fear produce worry. If we only stop to think we

will realize how often we use the phrase, “I am afraid,” even in
ordinary conversation when there is no cause for fear. That
alone is suggestive of worry. Why should we fear anything or

worry about anything? “Consider the lilies how they grow,”
taking whatever comes to them—suns‘hineor rain——without worry
or anxiety. With sunshine alone they would soon wither. God
cares for them, and it is the same God that cares for us.

Worrying is caused by reaching with our minds into the fu-
ture. If we would live more in the to-day and make the most
of our present advantages, we would find that the things we

imagined of great magnitude and consequence would gradually
diminish, as time goes on, and later we would look back and see

how foolish we had been even to think about it; and, besides. by
looking forward to to-morrow we lose the chances and possibili-
ties of to-day.

So let us all make a «resolution that we will not worry any
more about anything. Somebody has said that “the most reckless
spendthrift in the world is the one that squanders time.” Money
lost may be regained, friendships broken may be renewed, houses
and lands that are burnt or sold may be built or bought again.
But what power can restore the moment that has passed, the
day whose sun has set. or the year that has been numbered with
the ages gone? And can we imagine a more thorough method
of wasting time than by useless worry?

Now, I am sure that if we keep to this resolution firmly we will
not only feel happier ourselves and make others happy, but we

will strengthen our will-power to such an extent that. should
some emergency during life require a great deal of bravery, we

would be able to meet it as true men and women.
I-1*'r.\ D1-: P.~\LK<)\\'S.‘{.\.
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THE BIRD'S NEST.

(Sequel to "Dorothy's Guests.")

A few months ago we read in Mind about "Dorothy's Guests"

—how she fed them, the dear little birds, up on the porch roof

beneath her window. These little "denizens of the air" have

a deal of sense, which is proved in their selection of sites for

their nests, or homes.

Two little birds that I'm going to tell you about seemed to

be unusually clever in this respect; for they seemed to say to

each other: "A very kind little girl lives in this house, and there-

fore it's an excellent place to hide our nest." So what did they

do but build it on the window-sill between the blind and the

window of a spare bed-room, next to Dorothy's room!

Dorothy saw what they were doing, so she threw out bits

of string, cottonwool, and shredded rags—the latter was from

one of her little handkerchiefs, a very soft piece of linen that

was torn. The birds actually picked up her offerings, taking

them to line their nest of twigs and grasses.

One day Dorothy peeped under the curtain—it wasn't quite

down—and she saw three of the cunningest little birds. They

weren't pretty, for their heads were so big; and their mouths—

oh my! how very wide they opened every time the papa or mama

bird brought a worm for them!

It was great fun to watch them learn to fly. A limb of a

tree nearly touched the window, and they would alight upon it.

Dorothy missed them when they flew away for good; but she

says she is sure that one of them will come there again next

summer to build its nest. And / wouldn't be surprised if the

wise little bird found a mate and brought it right there—would

you? Fanny L. Fancher.

Is thy friend angry with thee? Then provide him an op-
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THE BIRD'S NEST.

(Sequel to “Dorothy’s Guests")

A few months ago we read in MIND about “Dorothy’sGuests"
—how she fed them, the dear little birds, up on the porch roof
beneath her window. These little “denizens of the air” have
a deal of sense, which is proved in their selection of sites for
their nests, or homes.

Two little birds that I'm going to tell you about seemed to
be unusually clever in this respect; for they seemed to say to

each other: “A very kind little girl lives in this house, and there-
fore it’s an excellent place to hide our nest.” So what did they
do but build it on the window-sill between the blind and the
window of a spare bed-room, next to Dorothy’s room!

Dorothy saw what they were doing, so she threw out bits
of string, cottonwool, and shredded rags-—the latter was from
one of her little handkerchiefs, a very soft piece of linen that
was torn. The birds actually picked up her offerings, taking
them to line their nest of twigs and grasses.

One day Dorothy peeped under the curtain-—it wasn’t quite
down—and she saw three of the cunningest little birds. They
weren't pret-t_\', for their heads were so big; and their mouths-
oh my! how very wide they opened every time the papa or mama

bird brought a worm for them!
It was great fun to watch them learn to fly. A limb of a

tree nearly touched the window, and they would alight upon it.
Dorothy missed them when they flew away for good; but she
says she is sure that one of them will come there again next
summer to build its nest. And I wouldn’t be surprised if the
wise little bird found a mate and brought it right there-would
you? FANNY L. FANCHER.

OOIIOIIO-ONO-O-OIIOI

ls THY friend angry with thee? Then provide him an op-

Co git:



REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

HEALTH AND A DAY. By Lewis G. Janes, M.A. 185 pp. Cloth, gilt

top, $1.00. James H. West Co., publishers, Boston, Mass.

The charming literary style of this new work will commend

it to the attention of many conservative minds who might other-

wise be repelled by its departure from conventional standards.

Its fourteen chapters consist of common-sense talks that spring

from the insistent logic of experience rather than the cut-and-

dried teaching of the schools. Its key-note is Emerson's familiar

saying: "Give me health and a day, and I will make the pomp of

emperors ridiculous." Dr. Janes believes that life is worth living

to the fulness of its widest possibilities, and the best methods of

attaining health, happiness, and success in the "struggle for ex-

istence" it is the mission of this book to suggest. It is not a

work on Mental Science, in the technical sense; but it is rational,

instructive, and helpfully suggestive along the lines of right living

and spiritual evolution. It is replete with valuable facts, and

philosophic in the highest significance of that term. Every reader

should derive benefit from every chapter, for the subjects are

of equal importance in the individual life and present problems

for solution that are most skilfully handled by the author.

THE POLITICAL ECONOMY OF HUMANISM. By Henry Wood.

319 pp. Cloth, $1.25; paper, 50 cents. Lee and Shepard, publishers,

Boston, Mass.

This is not, strictly speaking, a "new" book, though it lacks

no element of freshness or of contemporaneous human interest.

It is a revision of "The Political Economy of Natural Law,"

which passed through four editions, and to which Mr. Wood has

added several new chapters. In the scholarly hands of this author,

politics is no "dismal science;" economics and sociology are "dry"

studies only to selfish minds, and the principles of government

are seen to have an ethical foundation that evolves with the evolu-

tion of the race. Henry Wood is a profound student of human

nature, affairs, and events, in all of which he detects the opera-
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

HEALTH AND A DAY. By Lewis G. Janes, M.A. 185 pp. Cloth, gilt
top, $1.00. James H. West Co., publishers, Boston, Mass.

The charming literary style of this new work will commend
it to the attention of many conservative minds who might other-
wise be repelled by its departure from conventional standards.
Its fourteen chapters consist of common-sense talks that spring
from the insistent logic of experience rather than the cut-and-
dried teaching of the schools. Its key-note is Emerson's familiar
saying: “Give me health and a day, and I will make the pomp of
emperors ridiculous.” Dr. Janes believes that life is worth living
to the fulness of its widest possibilities,and the best methods of
attaining health, happiness, and success in the “struggle for ex-

istence" it is the mission of this book to suggest. It is not a

work on Mental Science, in the technical sense; but it is rational,
instructive, and helpfully suggestive along the lines of right living
and spiritual evolution. It is replete with valuable facts, and
philosophicin the highest significance of t-hat term. Every reader
should derive benefit from every chapter, for the subjects are

of equal importance in the individual life and present problems
for solution that are most skilfu-llyhandled by the author.

THE POLITICAL ECONOMY OF HUMANISM. By Henry Wood.
319 pp. Cloth, $1.25; paper, 50 cents. Lee and Shepard, publishers,
Boston, Mass.

This is not, strictly speaking, a “new” book, though it lacks V

no element of freshness or of contemporaneous human interest.
It is a revision of “The Political Economy of Natural Law,"
which passed through four editions, and to which Mr. Wood has
added several new chapters. In the scholarly hands of this author,
politics is no “dismal science ;” economics and sociology are “dry”
studies only to selfish minds, and the principles of government
are S6611 t0 have an ethical foundation thatevolves with the evolu-
tion of the race. Henry Wood is a profound student of human
nature, affairs, and events, in all of which he detects the opera-
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tinctures so much, of current economic literature by introducing

the spiritual element—the mental man—into practical discussions

and movements. In the present volume he shows how this can

be done by recognition of the oneness of God and humanity—the

solidarity of tiie race and unity of the social organism. The author

is always an optimist, and his incisive, polished diction is never

employed in the interest of retrogression or decadence.

THE BUILDER AND THE PLAN. By Ursula N. Gestefeld. 282 pp.

Cloth, $2.00. The Gestefeld Publishing Company, Pelhani, N. Y.

This bulky volume will be heartily welcomed by "reformed"

Christian Scientists, who repudiate the authority and leadership

of Mrs. Eddy, and by those elements of the New Thought

fraternity who have no use for the metaphysics of the Orient.

It is presented as a text-book of the Science of Being, in which

the personal equation cuts no figure. The author is not a believer

in reincarnation, though she accepts the principle of evolution

of which reembodiment is naturally and logically the process.

Of the very few teachers of advanced spiritual thought who take

the same attitude, Mrs. Gestefeld has been the most successful

in formulating a system that dispenses with the necessity of

rebirth. In this, her latest and best work, the principles of

Mental Science are reduced to a coherent system having a math-

ematical basis. It is not a mere treatise for cursory perusal, but

a comprehensive presentation, demanding serious study, of the

laws that underlie the science of religion. The power of self-heal-

ing should easily be derived from a careful reading of this book,

which is especially commended to the attention of orthodox

Christians and Bible students. J. E. M.

I I I I I |i| I

Notice.—The Alliance Publishing Company is obliged to

withdraw the announcement, which appeared in the last issue

of Mind, of the removal of its business to "The Schuyler."

Owing to differences that have arisen between the contractor and —c «.u„ — „„... :„ —..-..„ „t <i,„ ,,,„„„.-t :n
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tinctures so much. of current economic literature by introducing
the spiritual element—the mental man—into practical discussions
and movements. In the present volume he shows how this can

be done by recognition of the oneness of God and humanity—the
solidarityof the race and unity of the social organism. The author
is always an optimist, and his incisive, polished diction is never

employed in the interest of retrogression or decadence.

THE BUILDER AND THE PLAN. By Ursula N. Gestefeld. 282 pp.
Cloth, $2.00. The Gestefeld Publishing Company, Pelham, N. Y.

This bulky volume will be heartily welcomed by “reformed"
Christian Scientists, who repudiate the authority and leadership
of Mrs. Eddy. and by those elements of the New Thought
fraternity who have no use for the metaphysics of the Orient.
It is presented as a text—book of the Science of Being, in which
the personal equation cuts no figure. The author is not a believer
in reincarnation, though she accepts the principle of evolution
of which reémbodiment is naturally and logically the process.
Of the very few teachers of advanced spiritual thought who take
the same attitude, Mrs. Gestefeld has been the most successful
in formulating a system that dispenses with the necessity of
rebirth. In this, her latest and best work, the principles of
Mental Science are reduced to a coherent system having a math-
ematical basis. It is not a mere treatise for cursory perusal, but
a comprehensive presentation, demanding serious study, of the
laws that underlie the science of religion. The power of self-heal-
ing should easily be derived from a careful reading of this book,
which is especially commended to the attention of orthodox
Christians and Bible students. E. M.
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JUDGE CLARKSON AND THE NEW THOUGHT.

BY B. O. FLOWER.

The large and growing body of thoughtful men and women

who belong to what is popularly known as the New Thought

movement cannot fail to be deeply interested in the recent pub-

lic announcement by ex-Judge Joseph Russell Clarkson, of

Omaha, Nebraska, embodying the reasons that compelled him

to resign from a commanding and responsible position in the

Christian Science movement, and also to withdraw from fellow-

ship in that church. Judge Clarkson has long enjoyed the high

esteem of his fellow-citizens, both as a jurist and as an honor-

able member of society. After he accepted the tenets of Chris-

tian Science he became a prominent and influential member of

the lecture board of that church, and still, though he has with-

drawn from the organization, he believes in the truth of what

he considers the "best" in "Science and Health." He further

holds that "the Christian Scientists are as a body closer to God"

than any of the churches that make up conventional Chris-

tianity, and that "Christian Science as given through Mrs.

Eddy's book is the most wonderful exposition of truth that

came during the nineteenth century."

The opinions of such a man are entitled to far more consid-
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JUDGE CLARKSON AND THE NEVV THOUGHT.

BY B. 0. FLOWER.

The large and growing body of thoughtful men and women

who belong to what is popularly known as the New Thought
movement cannot fail to be deeply interested in the recent pub-
lic announcement by ex-Judge Joseph Russell Clarkson, of
Omaha, Nebraska, embodying the reasons that compelled him
to resign from a commanding and responsible position in the
Christian Science movement, and also to withdrawfrom fellow-
ship in that church. Judge Clarkson has long enjoyed the high
esteem of his fellow-citizens, both as a jurist and as an honor-
able memberof society. After he accepted the tenets of Chris-
tian Science he became a prominent and influential member of
the lecture board of that church, and still, though he has with-
drawn from the organization, he believes in the truth of what
he considers the “best” in “Science and Health.” He further
holds that “theChristian Scientists are as a body closer to God”
than any of the churches that make up conventional Chris-
tianity, and that “Christian Science as given through Mrs.
Eddy’s book is the most wonderful exposition of truth that
came during the nineteenthcentury.”

he opi ions of such a man are entitled to far more consid-
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tenets. The author, as a trained lawyer and experienced jurist,

and as a man of wide reading, has been schooled to weigh evi-

dence and consider subjects in an impartial manner. In the

preface of his recent brochure, "The A B C of Scientific Chris-

tianity," we find given somewhat at length and in a simple and

candid manner the reasons that led him to sever his connection

with the Christian Science lecture board and with the church

of which he was so prominent a representative. As one of the

most popular lecturers among the authorized representatives of

the Christian Science movement, he necessarily came into very

close contact with its practical operations and demonstrations in

various centers. The varying and unsatisfactory results that

followed the treatment greatly disquieted him. He felt that

there must be something radically wrong in the presentation of

what he believed to be a luminous restatement of primitive

Christianity. The further he investigated the more the unpleas-

ant conviction was forced upon his mind that the results fell far

below what they should be. He states that in his extended trips

over the country he "found in every place substantially the same

unhappy conditions apparent—worse, though, in Boston than

in many other cities." In order to satisfy himself as to where

the trouble lay, he began a patient and conscientious investiga-

tion. Coming to Boston, he "listened carefully to full instruc-

tions from the Metaphysical College." He next had "long per-

sonal interviews with Mrs. Eddy and leading representative

Christian Scientists." The result of all this was that he became

convinced "that human distortions, perversions, misconceptions,

and misapplications of the teachings of 'Science and Health'

have led both Mrs. Eddy and her following into a pursuance

of methods in business, teaching, and practise which have a

tendency steadilv to lower the hieh standard of spirituality
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tenets. The author,as a trained lawyer and experienced jurist,
and as a man of wide reading, has been schooled to weigh evi-
dence and consider subjects in an impartial manner. In the
preface of his recent brochure, “The A B C of Scientific Chris-
tianity,” we find given somewhat at lengthand in a simple and
candid manner the reasons that led him to sever his connection
with the Christian Science lecture board and with the church
of which he was so prominent a representative. As one of the
most popular lecturers among the authorizedrepresentatives of
the Christian Science movement, he necessarilycame into very
close contactwith its practicaloperations and demonstrations in
various centers. The varying and unsatisfactory results that
followed the treatment greatly disquieted him. He felt that
there must be somethingradicallywrong in the presentation of
what he believed to be a luminous restatement of primitive
Christianity. The furtherhe investigated themore theunpleas-
ant conviction was forced upon his mind that the results fell far
below what they should be. He states that in his extended trips
over thecountry he “found in every place substantially the same

unhappy conditions apparent—worse, though, in Boston than
in many other cities.” In order to satisfy himself as to where
the trouble lay, he began a patient and conscientious investiga-
tion. Coming to Boston, he “listened carefully to full instruc-
tions from the Metaphysical College.” He next’had “long per-
sonal interviews with Mrs. Eddy and leading representative
Christian Scientists.” The result of all this was thathe became
convinced “thathuman distortions, perversions, misconceptions,
and misapplications of the teachings of ‘Science and Health’
have led both Mrs. Eddy and her following into a pursuance
of methods in business, teaching, and practise which have a

tendencv steadilv to lower the high standard of soiritualitv
Co git:
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wrought by adhering strictly to what he conceives to be the pure

and unadulterated teachings and practise of Jesus and his imme-

diate followers; and, though it is impossible to give a full cita-

tion of these, I quote as extensively as possible, in order to give

the reader some idea of his point of view and the reasons that

forced him to withdraw from the church:

"The teaching is about evenly divided between exquisite holiness and

mental evil, the instruction in mental evil being a straight departure from

the teachings of 'Science and Health.' The result is a 'house divided

against itself.' Utterly futile will be any attempt to progress to the Christ

healing so long as evil is manufactured at the rate that it is in the Meta-

physical College, and consequently in the field.

"I refer, as any one who has been in the class will know, to the diag-

nosis, dissection, revivification, classification, upbuilding, and supposed

final demolition of evil mentality, comprehended under the general terms

of animal magnetism, hypnotism, mesmerism, and mental malpractice, and

in this connection quote from 'Science and Health,' pages 280 and 281:

"'Animal magnetism has no Scientific principle; for God governs all

that is real, harmonious, and eternal, and His power is neither animal nor

human. Its basis being a belief, and this belief an error, in Science—ani-

mal magnetism, hypnotism, or mesmerism is a mere negation, possessing

neither intelligence, power, nor reality.'

"'Science and Health,' page 235: 'Love and its manifestation are all in

all. There is naught else; nothing else is. Divine Love is infinite; there-

fore, all that really exists is divine Love.'

"'First Corinthians, chapter 13: 'Charity [in revised version, "love"!

thinketh no evil; rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth;'—

and ask whether such teaching as I have indicated is not a reversal of what

the book inculcates. It is in the teachings of Mrs. Eddy and her followers,

subsequent to the publication of the book, that I see a steady departure

from the truth, and a necessary retrogression in the path which leads to

the ultimate goal—Divine Love. I believe that the character of the teaching

is the result of conjecturing causes for the failures to heal, and the mistake

has been made of imputing to outside sources a mental malevolence which

really exists in the Christian Science ranks, and which exists in the Sci-

ence ranks as a foregone consequence of a determination to see it in others,

to fear it, and to devise schemes whereby it may be disarmed and an-

nihilated.

"T- W T~ , , J I - f -. 11 ,: „ 1 - ;,-,,^f ^mircn / t f tUa fT.iMnr-i I

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

Judge Clarkson and the New Thought. 243

wrought by adheringstrictly to what he conceives to be the pure
and unadulterated teachingsand practise of Jesus and his imme—
diate followers; and, though it is impossible to give a full cita-
tion of these, I quote as extensively as possible, in order to give
the reader some idea of his point of view and the reasons that
forced him to withdraw from the church:

“The teaching is about evenly divided between exquisite holiness and
mental evil, the instruction in mental evil being a straight departure from
the teachings of ‘Science and Health.’ The result is a ‘house divided
against itself.’ Utterly futile will be any attempt to progress to the Christ
healing so long as evil is manufactured at the rate that it is in the Meta-
physical College, and consequently in the field.

“I refer, as any one who has been in the class will know, to the diag-
nosis, dissection, revivification, classification. upbuilding, and supposed
final demolition of evil mentality, comprehended under the general terms
of animal magnetism, hypnotism, mesmerism, and mental malpractice, and
in this connection quote from ‘Science and Health,’ pages 280 and 281 :

“ ‘Animal magnetism has no Scientific principle; for God governs all
that is real, harmonious, and eternal. and His power is neither animal nor
human. Its basis being a belief, and this belief an error, in Sc1ence--a_m-
mal magnetism, hypnotism, or mesmerism is a mere negation, possessing
neither in-telligence, power, nor reality.’

_ _“ ‘Science and Health,’ page 235: ‘Love and its manifestationare all In
all. There is naught else; nothing else is. Divine Love is infinite; there-
fore, all that really exists is divine Love.’

“ ‘First Corinthians, chapter 13: ‘Charity [in revised version, “love"l
thinkethno evil; rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth;'—
and ask whether such teaching as I have indicated is not a reversal of what
the book inculcates. It is in the teachings of Mrs. Eddy and her followers,
subsequent to the publication of the book, that I see a steady departure
from the truth, and a necessary retrogressrion in the path which leads to

the ultimate goal—Divine Love. I believe that the character of the teaching
is the result of oonjecturing causes for the failures to heal, and the mistake
has been made of imputing to outside sources a mental malevolence which
really exists in the Christian Science ranks, and which exists in the Sci-
ence ranks as a foregone consequence of a determination to see it in others.
to fear it, and to devise schemes whereby it may be dis-armed and an-

nihilated.
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but that they may still hear and see, whether they truly believe that the

Christian Science methods and practise have, when the general result thus

far is considered, been prolific of the fruits of the Spirit, which are these:

'Love, joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith.' (Gal. v., 22.)

I contrast with these the fruits of the flesh: 'Idolatry, witchcraft,

hatred, variance, emulations, wrath, strife, seditions, heresies' (Gal. v. 20),

and ask, of those who are so situated as to know the general conditions,

which kind of fruit9 are to the front. If it be admitted that the latter class

seem to have the advantage, or even to hold their own, I ask whether we

have not for a sufficient length of rime experimented with building up a

constantly strengthening and expanding and terrorizing evil as the cause

of our failure to do God's work and to come into His peace; and whether

the hour has not come for us to obey the injunctions of Jesus, as given in

his Sermon on the Mount, and to know and insist upon as a positive,

affirmative, all-denying fact that what 'Science and Health' says on page

139 is true: 'Truth, Life, and Love are a law of annihilation to everything

unlike themselves, because they declare nothing except God.' And whether

we ought not by this time to realize that our methods have become too dis-

tinctively human, when we consider what 'Science and Health' says on

page 364, 'If the Scientist reaches his patient through Divine Love he will

accomplish the healing work at one visit,' and on page 409, 'If mental prac-

tise is used for any purpose but healing, morally and physically, its power

will diminish until the practitioner's healing ability is wholly lost,' and 'To

let Spirit, through the power of divine Love, bear witness, without argu-

ment, lo the healing Truth, is the more excellent way.'

"In defending 'Science and Health,' Mrs. Eddy, in the January, 1901,

Journal, page 597, says: 'It was not myself, but the divine power of Truth

and Love, infinitely above me, which dictated "Science and Health, with

Key to the Scriptures." I have been learning the higher meaning of this

book since writing it.' Then, I ask, was not Mrs. Eddy a mere scribe and

should the book ever have been changed, by her or any one else, from its

form as originally written; and, logically, ought we not to prefer the best

thought of the book to what she or any one else may say or do in deroga-

tion of the book's highest teaching, and ought not the first edition to be

reprinted and become, itself, our guide? . . .

"I deprecate any corruption of the best to be found in 'Science and

Health.' I stand on the best in the book, but not on the book, its author,

or revisers, because I believe Mrs. Eddy is mistaken if she thinks.'Science

and Health' was dictated by the divine power of 'Truth and Love.'

"The book is illustrative of Mrs. Eddy's researches and experiences in

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

244 MIND.

but that they may still hear and see, whether they truly believe that the
Christian Science methods and practise have, when the general result thus
far is considered, been prolific of the fruits of the Spirit, which are these:
‘Love, joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith.’ (Gal. v., 22.)
I contrast with these the fruits of the flesh: ‘Idolatry, witchcraft,
hatred, variance, emulations, wrath, strife, scditions, heresies’ (Gal. v. 20),
and ask, of those who are so situated as to know the general conditions,
which k-ind of fruits are to the front. If it be admitted that the latter class
seem to have the advantage, or even to hold their own, I ask whether we

have not for a sufficien-t length of time experimented with building up a

constantly strengthening and expanding and terrorizing evil as the cause

of our failure to do God's work and to come into His peace; and whether
the hour has not come for us to obey the injunctions of Jesus, as given in
his Sermon on the Mount, and to know and insist upon as a positive,
aflinnative, all-denying fact that what ‘Science and Health’ says on page
139 is true: ‘Truth,Life, and Love are a law of annihilation to everything
unlike themselves, because they declare nothing except God.’ And whether
we ought not by this time to realize that our methods have become too dis-
tinctively human, when we consider what ‘Science and Health’ says on

page 364, ‘If the Scientist reaches his patient through Divine Love he will
accomplish the healing work at one visit,’ and on page 409, ‘If mental prac-
tise is used for any purpose but healing, morally and physically, its power
will diminish until the practitioner's healing ability is wholly lost,’ and ‘To
let Spirit, through the power of divine Love, bear witness, without argu-
ment, to the healing Truth, is the more excellent way.’

“In defenading ‘Science and Health,’ Mrs. Eddy, in the January, 1901.
Journal, page 597, says: ‘It was not myself. but the divine power of Truth
and Love. infinitely above me, which dictated “Science and Health, with
Key to the Scriptures.” I have been learning the higher meaning of this
book since writing it.’ Then, I ask, was not Mrs. Eddy a mere scribe and
should the book ever have been changed, by her or any one else, from its
form as originally written; and, logically, ought we not to prefer the best
thought of the book to what she or any one else may say or do in deroga-
tion of the book's highest teaching, and ought not the first edition to be
reprimed and become, itself, our guide?

“I depreca-te any corruption of the best to be found in ‘Science and
Health.’ I stand on the best in the book, but not on the book, its author,
or revisers, because I believe Mrs. Eddy is mistaken if she thinks.‘Science
and Health’ was dictated by the divine power of ‘Truthand Love.’

“The book is illustrative of Mrs. Eddy’s researches and experiences in
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as outlined in 'Science and Health' is either purely harmful and hence to

be rejected, or is so susceptible to abuse as to call for non-observance from

fear of the harm which such instruction followed may exert. If the prac-

titioner is 'not perfectly attuned to Divine Science' and needs 'the argu-

ments of Truth for reminders,' he is not equal to the Spirit's proper work,

according to 'Science and Health.' If the practitioner does not 'accomplish

the healing work in one visit,' then he does not reach 'his patient through

Divine Love,' according to 'Science and Health.' Continued treating, if

the book is to be believed, means that more or less of the practitioner's

human mentality is discoloring the treatments. What this mentality may

be neither patient nor practitioner can know. That it is likely to be harm-

ful to the one upon whom it is injected, dozens of passages in the book

indicate. . . .

"A man standing in broad daylight needs not even to affirm light. For

him to deny darkness were foolish. I do not believe that all the current

printed truth relating to metaphysics, mental healing, and the Science of

Being is to be found in Mrs. Eddy's books and in the Christian Science

publications, nor do I believe that all of truth is to be found in any or all

publications. Books, writings of any kind, even though it be conceded they

are inspirational, are always more or less tinctured with the human me-

dium. Fragments of truth come to every one. Truth speaks from every

blade of grass, from every atom of the universe. Every personality, every

event, has its tale to tell. Everything that is has its appointed place, its ap-

pointed task, its allotment of truth to reveal. Free expression of one's own

—free expression of one's self—is due to Truth; the hearers, the readers,

the students must handle the whc^t and the chaff, must learn how properly

to separate the two, must 'Prove all things; hold fast that which is good.'

"I have had much benefit, as it seems to me, from Drummond's 'Natural

Law in the Spiritual World' and his various addresses; Emerson's 'Es-

says' and other writings; Sheldon's 'In His Steps'; Hudson's 'Psychic

Phenomena'; Hubbard's 'Philistine' and 'Little Journeys'; Mind and

many kindred publications; and numerous sermons. I have had more help

from the Bible than from all other books and writings combined; and I

believe I have had more help from hours of day and night given to medi-

tation upon, and prayer to, an infinite spiritual God of all power, all pres-

ence, all wisdom, all tenderness, protection, mercy, and justice, and from

flashes of truth coming from him, than I have had from all writings and

persons that have come within my view. . . .
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as outlined in ‘Science and Health’ is either purely harmful and hence to
be rejected, or is so susceptible to abuse as to call for non-observance from
fear of the harm which such instruction followed may exert. If the prac-
titioner is ‘not perfectly a-ttuned to Divine Science’ and needs ‘the argu-
ments of Truth for reminders,’ he is not equal to the Spirit's proper work,
according to ‘Science and Health.’ If the practitioner does not ‘accomplish
the healing work in one visit,’ then he does not reach ‘his patient through
Divine Love,’ according to ‘Science and Health.’ Continued treating, if
the book is to be believed, means that more or less of the practitioner's
human mentality is discoloring the treatments. What this mentality may
be neither patient nor practitioner can know. That it is likely to be harm-
ful -to the one upon whom it is injected, dozens of passages in the book
indicate.

. . .

'

“A man standing in broad daylight needs not even to affirm light. For
him to deny darkness were foolish. I do not believe that all the current
printed «truth relating to metaphysics, mental healing, and the Science of
Being is to be found in Mrs. Eddy’s books and in the Christian Science
publications, nor do I believe that all of «truth is to be found in any or all
publications. Books, writings of any kind, even though it be conceded they
are inspirational, are always more or less tinctured with the human me-

dium. Fragments of truth come to every one. Truth speaks from every
blade of grass, from every atom of the universe. Every personality, every
event, has its tale to tell. Everything that is has its appointed place, its ap-
pointed task, its allotment of truth to reveal. Free expression of one’s own

—free expression of one’s self—-is due to Truth; the hearers, the readers,
the students must handle the wheat and the chaff, must learn how properly
to separate the two, must ‘Prove all things; hold fast that which is good.’

“I have had much benefit, as it seems to me, from Drummond’s ‘Natural
Law in the Spiritual World’ and his various addresses; Emerson's ‘Es-
says’ and other writings; She1don’s ‘In His Steps’; Hudson's ‘Psychic
Phenomena’; Hubbard's ‘Philistine’ and ‘Little Journeys’; MIND and
many kindred publications; and numerous sermons. I have had more help
from the Bible than from all other books and writings combined; and I
believe I have had more help from hours of day and night given to medi-
tation upon, and prayer to, an infinite spiritual God of all power, all pres-
ence, all wisdom, all tenderness, protection, mercy, and justice, and from
flashes of truth coming from him, than I have had from all writings and
persons that have come within my view.
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healing and of self-improvement through mental operation a tacit, though

qualified and perhaps unconscious, acquiescence in Christian Science as

announced in 'Science and Health.' I see in much of the expressed re-

ligious, scientific, and philosophical thought of the day such correction,

elucidation, and support of 'Science and Health' as the book requires.

"All systems are yet far short of perfection. Christ in his fulness has

not yet come. But honest praying, honest speaking and writing, honest

acting, honest, pure living, kindness and love toward our fellow-men, and

the consequential concomitant spiritual growth will bring the Christ. I say

'will bring,' but mean that he is here and always here, but our houses are

not yet fitly prepared for his reception.

"Pending his coming, neither any human being nor any organization

should be allowed to mold for you and me a little, sacred world within

wliose illiberal and contracted boundary the Christ conscience, or its ex-

pression, should be confined. The God consciousness should have untram-

meled growth. The spiritual idea of being should inimitably expand until

it becomes for you and me that 'mind . . . which was also in Christ

Jesus.'"

The body of Judge Clarkson's brochure contains three chap-

ters, in which he gives for the benefit of his readers talks he has

had with himself—a full statement of those things which make

him believe in what he calls "Scientific Christianity," and why

he so believes. His reasonings rest upon and are bulwarked at

every point by numerous passages from the Bible. The argu-

ments, if one accepts the premises, are strong, and the reasoning

is clear and lucid. It is a heart message from an earnest man

fully assured of the truth of his premises and of the correctness

of his conclusions. Toward the close of his work we find these

suggestions offered by the author, which may prove helpful to

the reader while serving to illustrate in a measure Judge Clark-

son's method of presenting his message:

"As, in summer time, well screened doors and windows bid defiance to

insect pests of every kind, so God kept in your consciousness is a mental,

spiritual wall, impregnable against, insurmountable by, any evils, any ene-
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healing and of self-improvement through mental operation a tacit, though
qualified and perhaps unconscious, acquiescence in Christian Science as

announced in ‘Science and Health.’ I see in much of the expressed re-

ligious, scientific, and philosophical thought of the day such correction,
elucidation, and support of ‘Science and Health’ as the book requires.

“Alll systems are yet far short of perfection. Christ in his fulness has
not yet come. But honest praying, honest speaking and writing, honest
acting, honest, pure living, kindness and love toward our fellow-men, and
the consequential concomitant spiritual growth will bring the Christ. I say
‘will bring,’ but mean that he is here and always here, but our houses are

not yet fitly prepared for his reception.
“Pending his coming, neither any human being nor any organization

should be allowed to mold for you and me a little, sacred world within
whose illiberal and contracted boundary the Christ conscience, or its ex-

pression, should be confined. The God consciousness should have untram-
meled growth. The spiritual idea of being should illimitably expand until
it becomes for you and me that ‘mind

. . .
which was also in Christ

Jesus.‘ ”

The body of Judge Clarkson’sbrochure contains threechap-
ters, in which he gives for the benefitof his readers talks he has
had with himself—a full statement of those things which make
him believe in what he calls “ScientificChristianity,” and why
he so believes. His reasonings rest upon and are bulwarkedat

every point by numerous passages from the Bible. The argu-
ments, if one accepts the premises, are strong, and the reasoning
is clear and lucid. It is a heart message from an earnest man

fully assured of the truth of his premises and of the correctness
of his conclusions. Toward the close of his work we find these
suggestions offered by the author, which may prove helpful to

the reader while serving to illustrate in a measure Judge Clark-
son’s method of presenting his message:

“As, in summer time, well screened doors and windows bid defiance to

insect pests of every kind, so God kept in your consciousness is :1 mental.
spiritual wall, impregnable against, insurmountable by, any evils, any ene-
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not make you the sick, sinful, suffering, unhappy, restless creatures you

seem to be, but made you in His image and likeness—the image and like-

ness of Good—Harmony, Perfection, Spirit. If you wake up during the

night, instead of worrying over sleeplessness or over any of your mortal

cares, think of God as with you, about you, keeping you, loving you, shelter-

ing and clothing you, healing you, cleansing you. And so, too, in the hours

of the day, know that you live in God, move in God, have your being in

God; that all your intelligence is from Him, all your strength and courage

are from Him, all your eternal peace and joy are in Him. Make Him your

companion, and you will find Him preferable to any other. Select from the

Bible a line or verse that appeals to you, that seems to meet your need, that

seems to be the medicine for your case, and know that what seems to meet

your case is for you. Then learn the line or verse, and think upon it, say

it over and over to yourself. Treat it as from God, feel that it is God talk-

ing to you, that it is God's word, meant for you, to-day, just as it was

meant hundreds of years ago for men to whom it came, and who have

handed it on to you. You need not struggle in your attempts to keep God

in your consciousness. Simply know that He is all-present, all-protecting,

just as you know that the air is about you, just as you know that the sun

shines, just as you know that your heart beats, just as you know that you

breathe; just as you know anything which you have learned through your

physical senses, so know God through your spiritual senses."

A profound faith in God and in the Bible characterizes the

book, which, with transparent sincerity and candor everywhere

evinced, makes a work refreshingly unique among theological

discussions at the present time, and one that cannot fail to exert

a wholesome influence on the mind of any one who is open

minded and seriously interested in the thought presented.

Truic peace is the fruit of spirituality; therefore, it is an

inflow from the ocean-fulness of God. The world cannot give

it; a man cannot give it to himself, nor win it by mere resolu-

tion. In right conditions, it comes, like heavenly-mindedness, of

which it is a part.—Charles G. Ames.

Envy nobody; covet nothing worldly; go quietly about your
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not make you the sick, sinful, suffering, unhappy, restless creatures you
seem to be, but made you in His image and likeness—the image and like-
ness of Good—Harmony, Perfection, Spirit. If you wake up during the
night, instead of worrying over sleeplessness or over any of your mortal
cares, thinkof God as withyou, about you, keeping you, loving you, shelter-
ing and clothingyou, healing you, cleansing you. And so, too, in the hours
of the day, know that you live in God, move in God, have your being in
God; that all your intelligence is from Him, all your strength and courage
are from Him, all your eternal peace and joy are in Him. Make Him your
companion, and you will find Him preferable to any other. Select from the
Bible a line or verse that appeals to you, that seems to meet your need, that
seems to be the medicine for your case, and know that what seems to meet

your case is for you. Then learn the line or verse, and think upon it, say
it over and over to yourself. Treat it as from God, feel that it is God talk-
ing to you, that it is God's word, meant for you, to-day, just as it was

meant hundreds of years ago for men to whom it came, and who have
handed it on to you. You need not struggle in your attempts to keep God
in your consciousness. Simply know that He is all-present, all-protecting,
just as you know that the air is about you, just as you know that the sun

shines, just as you know that your heart beats, just as you know that you
breathe; just as you know anything which you have learned through your
physical senses, so know God through your spiritual senses."

A profound faith in God and in the Bible characterizes the
book, which, with transparent sincerity and candor everywhere
evinced, makes a work refreshingly unique among theological
discussions at the present time, and one thatcannot fail to exert
a wholesome influence on the mind of any one who is open
minded and seriously interested in the thought presented.

 

TRUE peace is the fruit of s[>irimality,' therefore, it is an

inflow from the ocean-fulness of God. The world cannot give
it; a man cannot give it to himself, nor win it by mere resolu-
tion. In right conditions, it comes, like heavenly-mindedness, of
which it is a part.—Charles G. Ames.
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ENVY nobody; covet nothing worldly; go quietly about your
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THE GOSPEL OF FEDERATION.

BY W. J. COLVILLE.

With the birth of the new century Australia proclaimed

itself a Commonwealth. The word "federation" has filled the

air ever since the chiming bells from many a tower and steeple

proclaimed the departure of the nineteenth and advent of the

twentieth century of modern history. Not only for Australia

but for the whole world this term has surely an illimitable

meaning. To all students of anthropology the ringing words

of Tesla, the electrician, on human solidarity—words that

glorified the pages of a popular magazine less than a year ago

—must have been welcome as heaven's own sunshine, afford-

ing as they did another proof of the perfect harmony existing

between the purest religious and the highest scientific thought.

We are all members of a wondrous unity; this is the burden

of the federation anthem now resounding over all the earth.

Australia is a nation for the first time in that great island's

strange and checkered history. Six large colonies, including

the island of Tasmania, have been transformed into States, so

that the United States of Australia is an appropriate title for

the newly-fledged commonwealth. Socially and industrially,

federation means the abolition of many barriers in the way of

free intercourse between the inhabitants of different sections

of one great country, and in every way greater facilities for

transportation. Ethically it signifies nothing less than the

burial of old feuds, the suppression of jealousies, and a com-

bination of forces all working together to produce a long,
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THE GOSPEL OF FEDERATION.

BY W. J. COLVILLE.

With the birth of the new century Australia proclaimed
itself a Commonwealth. The word “federation” has filled the
air ever since the chiming bells from many a tower and steeple
proclaimed the departure of the nineteenth and advent of the
twentieth century of modern history. Not only for Australia
but for the whole world this term has surely an illimitable
meaning. To all students of anthropology the ringing words
of Tesla, the electrician, on human solidarity——words that
glorified the pages of a popular magazine less than a year ago
—must have been welcome as heaven’s own sunshine, afford-
ing as they did another proof of the perfect harmony existing
between the purest religious and the highest scientific thought.

We are all membersof a wondrous unity; this is the burden
of the federation anthem now resounding over all the earth.
Australia is a nation for the first time in that great island's
strange and checkered history. Six large colonies, including
the island of Tasmania, have been transformed into States, so

that the United States of Australia is an appropriate title for
the newly-fledged commonwealth. Socially and industrially,
federation means the abolition of many barriers in the way of
free intercourse between the inhabitants of different sections
of one great country, and in every way greater facilities for
transportation. Ethically it signifies nothing less than the
burial of old feuds, the suppression of jealousies, and a com-

bination of forces all working together to produce a long,
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distinctions between individuals which are ineradicably in-

herent in the social organism, but they can so harmonize the

thoughts of men and women concerning the part that each must

play in the unity of the whole that in place of strife or jar there

will soon be witnessed the evolution of a glorious human

symphony.

Australia is indeed a wonderful country—a land of bound-

less resources but little understood and but very partially

utilized. In a tract of country capable of sustaining at least

twenty times the number, there are only about five millions of

people, and these are not so much scattered over a wide ex-

panse of territory as strangers would be likely to suppose, but

are for the most part condensed into a few large centers of

which Sydney, Melbourne, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Perth are

the most important. Two cities (Sydney and Melbourne) pos-

sess together a population of considerably over one million, or

more than one-fifth of the population of an island nearly as

large as Europe.

Australia suggests the present condition of humanity in a

most forcible manner. Boundless capabilities undiscovered and

unworked are in evidence on every side, with only here and

there a solitary individual endowed with sufficient insight to

catch glimpses of these mighty potentialities. The climate of

Australia is in many respects delightful at least nine months in

every twelve, and the soil is in many places richly productive.

Mineral resources seem inestimable, and natural scenery is

romantic and sublime. Yet Australia knows its difficulties and

depressions; people are out of work there as well as in England

and America, but certainly over-population cannot, in that

thinly populated land, be the cause of the problem of the unem-

ployed, which, alas! besets us everywhere. The great philan-

thropist Tolstoi, who is at present so much discussed from all

noints of view, has told the inhabitants of Russia times with-
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distinctions between individuals which are ineradicably in-
herent in the social organism, but they can so harmonize the
thoughts of men and women concerning thepart thateach must
play in the unity of the whole that in place of strife or jar there
will soon be witnessed the evolution of a glorious human
symphony.

Australia is indeed a wonderful country—a land of bound-
less resources but little understood and but very partially
utilized. In a tract of country capable of sustaining at least
twenty times the number, there are only about five millions of
people, and these are not so much scattered over a wide ex-

panse of territory as strangers would be likely to suppose, but
are for the most part condensed into a few large centers of
which Sydney, Melbourne, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Perth are

the most important. Twocities (Sydney and Melbourne) pos-
sess together a population of considerably over one million, or

more than one-fifth of the population of an island nearly as

large as Europe.
Australia suggests the present condition of humanity in a

most forcible manner. Boundless capabilitiesundiscovered and
unworked are in evidence on every side, with only here and
there a solitary individual endowed with sufficient insight to

catch glimpses of these mighty potentialities. The climate of
Australia is in many respects delightful at least nine months in
every twelve, and the soil is in many places richly productive.
Mineral resources seem inestimable, and natural scenery is
romantic and sublime. Yet Australia knows its difficulties and
depressions; people are out of work thereas well as in England
and America, but certainly over-population cannot, in that
thinlypopulated land, be the cause of the problem of the unem-

ployed, which, alas! besets us everywhere. The great philan-
thropist Tolstoi, who is at present so much discussed from all

noirfisf has told the inhabitants of Russia times with-
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the grandest moral precepts ever submitted for humanity's

acceptance and esteem. Tolstoi has made himself singularly-

unpopular of late, so much so that a relentless church has ex-

communicated him and civil authorities have forbidden the cir-

culation of his portrait. As one of the foremost thinkers and

writers of the age, Tolstoi has to be reckoned with, even though

some of his views may be extreme and in some directions con-

servatives may think he goes extravagantly far; yet the

underlying spirit of his message is what all the world needs to

heed.

Work is divine—a privilege, a blessing, a delight: such is

the burden of every genuine prophet's message to the masses.

But what constitutes work, and wherein is it distinct from toil

or grinding labor? is an ever-pressing question. The early

traditions of Egypt and Israel abound with references to the

harmony which long existed between the pastoral Hebrews and

the Egyptian manufacturers and merchantmen. Two widely

different races can live in a country cooperating but not neces-

sarily amalgamating. Cooperation is not necessarily amal-

gamation; this is a point that needs to be kept clearly before

the mind's eye of every earnest teacher and reformer. When

States are blended into unity they do not surrender their dis-

tinctive local colorings; and no more can the inhabitants of

districts change at once their peculiar characteristics than the

physical distinctiveness of a special neighborhood can be anni-

hilated by act of parliament. The fauna and flora of certain

districts will continue to vary one from the other after an act

of federation has been accomplished, even as they differed pre-

viously, but one district can supply the wants of another by

mutual interchange. It is a most encouraging symptom of our

day to find that the most successful and highly gifted physical

scientists and practical inventors are bold and persistent in
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the grandest moral precepts ever submitted for humanity’s
acceptance and esteem. Tolstoi has made himself singularly
unpopular of late, so much so that a relentless church has ex-

communicated him and civil authoritieshave forbidden the cir-
culation of his portrait. As one of the foremost thinkers and
writers of the age, Tolstoi has to be reckoned with, even though
some of his views may be extreme and in some directions con-

servatives may think he goes extravagantly far; yet the
underlying spirit of his message is what all the world needs to

heed.
Work is divine—a privilege, a blessing, a delight: such is

the burden of every genuine prophet’s message to the masses.

But what constitutes work, and wherein is it distinct from toil
or grinding labor? is an ever-pressing question. The early
traditions of Egypt and Israel abound with references to the
harmony which long existed between the pastoral Hebrews and
the Egyptian manufacturers and merchantmen. Two widely
different races can live in a country cooperating but not neces-

sarily amalgamating. Cooperation is not necessarily amal-
gamation; this is a point that needs to be kept clearly before
the mind's eye of every earnest teacher and reformer. When
States are blended into unity they do not surrender their dis-
tinctive local colorings; and no more can the inhabitants of
districts change at once their peculiar characteristics than the
physical distinctiveness of a special neighborhood can be anni-
hilated by act of parliament. The fauna and flora of certain
districts will continue to vary one from the other after an act

of federation has been accomplished, even as they differed pre-
viously, but one district can supply the wants of another by
mutual interchange. It is a most encouraging symptom of our

day to find that the most successful and highly gifted physical
scientists and practical inventors are bold and persistent in
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Federation, as foreseen by Tennyson in "Locksley Hall,"

is not a poet's dream, save in the sense that poets while dream-

ing may see far ahead of prosaic grovelers who dignify short-

sightedness with the title of practical common sense. Common

sense is good enough if we can attain to nothing better, but

uncommon, i.e., supercommon, discernment is far superior to

aught that is only commonplace. Idolatry of what is sordidly

material is the chief source whence all human suffering and

disability proceed. The narrow policy that thinks only of the

welfare of the small personal self cannot promote the advance-

ment of even that self's true interests, because we are all mem-

bers one of another. Theocracy, Aristocracy, Democracy—

each has its position to maintain in sound philosophy, but

Plutocracy is a fungus growth, an excrescence of the social

organism. The true theocrat discerns the operation of Deity

in human life and swears allegiance to the divine promptings

of his being. "God is within and around me" sings the poet

of theocracy, and I must, as Emerson so frequently declares,

be true to my own highest convictions regardless of the opin-

ions of my fellow-men. Aristocracy is properly moral and

intellectual, and in no sense whatever vulgarly financial; nor

does real aristocracy depend on birth or pedigree, but solely

upon character and achievement. Democracy rightly under-

stood acknowledges the intrinsic value of every human soul

and aims at the unification of a multitude of units in a per-

fectly harmonious organic mass. But now arises the question:

Mass simply, or true body? Aggregation merely, or perfect

organization—which? Upon the reply to these inquiries

hinges our acceptance or rejection of a true gospel of

federation.

The student who probes deeply below the surface of appear-

ances confronts two verities: first, he perceives the common

possession of the human race; second, he discerns how various

are human aptitudes for work in specific directions. Over-

specialization is an error, but specialists are surely needed to
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Federation, as foreseen by Tennyson in “Locksley Hall,”
is not a poet’s dream, save in the sense that poets while dream-
ing may see far ahead of prosaic grovelers who dignify short-
sightedness with the title of practical common sense. Common
sense is good enough if we can attain to nothing better, but
uncommon, i.e., supercommon, discernment is far superior to

aught that is only commonplace. Idolatry of what is sordidly
material is the chief source whence all human suffering and
disabilityproceed. The narrow policy that thinksonly of the
welfare of the small personal self cannot promote the advance-
ment of even that self’s true interests, because we are all mem-

bers one of another. Theocracy, Aristocracy, Democracy——
each has its position to maintain in sound philosophy, but
Plutocracy is a fungus growth, an excrescence of the social
organism. The true theocrat (liscems the operation of Deity
in human life and swears allegiance to the divine promptings
of his being. “God is within and around me” sings the poet
of theocracy,and I must, as Emerson so frequently declares,
be true to my own highest convictions regardless of the opin-
ions of my fellow—men. Aristocracy is properly moral and
intellectual, and in no sense whatever vulgarly financial; nor

does real aristocracy depend on birth or pedigree, but solely
upon character and achievement. Democracy rightly under-
stood acknowledges the intrinsic value of every human soul
and aims at the unification of a multitude of units in a per~
fectly harmonious organic mass. But now arises the question:
Mass simply, or true body? Aggregation merely, or perfect
organi_zation—which? Upon the reply to these inquiries
hinges our acceptance or rejection of a true gospel of
federation.

The student who probes deeply below the surface of appear-
ances confronts two verities: first, he perceives the common

possession of the human race; second, he discerns how various
are human aptitudes for work in specific directions. Over-

spepialization is an error, but specialists are surely needed to
(.0 81¢
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carry on the work of society to perfection. The oculist or

aurist may be either a success or a failure as a specialist in

proportion to the extent to which he has carried general re-

searches into the fields of anatomy, physiology, and most of all

psychology. The synthetic psychologist can specialize as he

feels disposed, but whoever undertakes to become a specialist

without first embracing a human whole will prove a dismal

failure because he will lack all adequate sense of the value of

proportion and will therefore seek to treat eye, ear, or other

organ as if it were not of the body but stood out alone as an

independent entity instead of an interdependent member of a

unity. The grand generalizations of Spiritual Science are

essential for all who would work intelligently for the exaltation

of humanity; but after synthesis comes analysis, and the true

healer is always one who can minister to special needs as well

as to general necessities. Music always affords an illustration

of organized society, and music as a therapeutic agent is grad-

ually receiving sume of the recognition which is its due. Not

only must various musicians play upon divers instruments, but

the singing voice, no matter how highly cultivated, must in

the case of soprano or tenor have a range of its own widely

different from that of contralto or bass. Then there are the

well-known shadings between the four sets of voices. Mezzo-

soprano and baritone are universally acknowledged, and to the

practised ear there are many ranges of-soprani, contralti, ten-

ori, and bassi. The most accomplished violinist is not apt to

play a cornet or flute exceptionally well; and only rarely do

we find a musical executant equally at home with organ and

piano, though it is possible for the same person to play both

instruments moderately well.

Rivalry, jealousy, and all other discordant emotions in the

human breast are like distracting noise in place of harmonious

music evolved from voices or instruments. The great dis-
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carry on the work of society to perfection. The oculist or

aurist may be either a success or a failure as a specialist in
proportion to the extent to which he has carried general re-

searches into the fields of anatomy, physiology,and most of all
psychology. The synthetic psychologist can specialize as he
feels disposed, but whoever undertakes to become a specialist
without first embracing a human whole will prove a dismal
iailure because he will lack all adequate sense of the value of
proportion and will therefore seek to treat eye, ear, or other
organ as if it were not of the body but stood out alone as an

independent entity instead of an interdependent member of a

unity. The grand generalizations of Spiritual Science are

essential for all who would work intelligently for the exaltation
of humanity; but after synthesis comes analysis, and the true
healer is always one who can minister to special needs as well
as to general necessities. Music always affords an illustration
of organized society, and music as a therapeutic agent is grad-
ually receiving some of the recognition which is its due. Not
only must various musicians play upon divers instruments, but
the singing voice, no matter how highly cultivated, must in
the case of soprano or tenor have a range of its own widely
different from that of contralto or bass. Then there are the
well-known shadings between the four sets of voices. Mezzo-
soprano and baritone are universally acknowledged,and to the
practised ear there are many ranges of'soprani, contralti, ten-
ori, and bassi. The most accomplished violinist is not apt to

play a comet or flute exceptionally well; and only rarely do
we find a musical executant equally at home with organ and
piano, though it is possible for the same person to play both
instruments moderately well.

Rivalry, jealousy, and all other discordant emotions in the
human breast are like distracting noise in place of harmonious
music e olved rom voices or instruments. The great dis-
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"Let all things be done decently and in order" is as salutary

a precept as can be found anywhere, and it applies with singu-

lar force to the mighty problems with which philosophers are

ever wrestling. How to evolve cosmos out of chaos—how to

elevate an inchoate mass, made up of seemingly irreconcilable

materials, into a glorious unity—is the problem that legislators

everywhere are called upon to solve; but, though it is often

grappled with, its complete solution is yet in the future. Spir-

itual Scientists are out of accord with the fundamental prin-

ciples of their faith if they seek to reform the world by external

pressure rather than by assisting inward growth. Every mem-

ber of a band is an individual, and unless every member of a

choir or orchestra realizes individual responsibility as well as

collective activity there is little likelihood that a creditable per-

formance will be given.

Federation means in every department of human activity

precisely what fine orchestration signifies in a well equipped

musical organization; and until this sublime truth is ade-

quately realized we shall hear a great many groanings over the

supposed impossibility of blending all varieties of human

nature in one glorious whole. Tennyson, in "Locksley Hall

Sixty Years After," sees a wonderful vision of the downfall of

unrighteous monopolies and unreasonable class distinctions;

but with poet's vision he views the unification of all human

interests in the light of a true understanding of what is meant

by human solidarity. Some ardent socialists utterly fail to see

the natural distinctions between various human beings; con-

sequently, they strive to rear a temple without proportion,

symmetry, or plan. Some enthusiastic individuals, on the
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“Let all things be done decently and in order” is as salutary
a precept as can be found anywhere, and it applies with singu-
lar force to the mighty problems with which philosophers are

ever wrestling. How to evolve cosmos out of chaos—how to
elevate an inchoate mass, made up of seemingly irreconcilable
materials, into a glorious unity—-is the problem that legislators
everywhere are called upon to solve; but, though it is often
grappled with, its complete solution is yet in the future. Spir-
itual Scientists are out of accord with the fundamental prin-
ciples of their faith if they seek to reform the world by external
pressure rather than by assisting inward growth. Every mem-

ber of a band is an individual, and unless every member of a

choir or orchestra realizes individual responsibilityas well as

collective activity there is little likelihood that a creditable per-
formance will be given.

Federation means in every department of human activity
precisely what fine orchestration signifies in a well equipped
musical organization; and until this sublime truth is ade-
quately realized we shall hear a great many groanings over the
supposed impossibility of blending all varieties of human
nature in one glorious whole. Tennyson, in “Locksley Hall
Sixty Years After,” sees a wonderful vision of the downfall of
unrighteous monopolies and unreasonable class distinctions;
but with poet’s vision he views the unification of all human
interests in the light of a true understanding of what is meant

by human solidarity. Some ardent socialists utterly fail to see

the natural distinctions between various human beings; con-

sequently, they strive to rear a temple without proportion,
symmetry, or plan. Some enthusiastic individuals, on the
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democrats. We can well admire the traditional protest of

Gautama the Buddha against a perverted system of caste in

India, two thousand three hundred years ago; but the original

Brahmanical idea of human distinctions was open to no reason-

able objection. The four principal castes into which Hindus

were divided became hereditary and arbitrary in times of dete-

rioration of a nation's ideals, but originally qualification and

individual merit (not birth or social standing) were the only

passports to elevated station. Even the most Utopian of

socialists—Edward Bellamy and his school—have pointed out

how natural variations will exhibit themselves untrammeled in

what Bellamy conceives to be an ideal condition of life for

civilized humanity. We can never tell where a genius is going

to spring from. Thomas Huxley said that prophetic Judaism

appealed to him far more than any other form of religion, but

he proposed adding to it some beautiful precepts culled from

the highest Greek philosophy. Huxley thereby proved his

sympathy with the motto, "Vox Genii Vox Dei," rather than

with the trite parrot cry, ''Vox Populi Vox Dei." It has never

been the popular shout that has echoed the Divine voice in the

cosmic soul of humanity. Solitary prophets and isolated seers

have uttered an unpopular cry, as did Elijah in the days of

Baal worship and Wendell Phillips and other illustrious Amer-

icans in the days of negro slavery.

Russia's great prophet to-day is Leo Tolstoi, a Count who

has deliberately denuded himself of all inherited worldly pos-

sessions and taken hoe in hand to till the soil because possessed

with the conviction that only the agriculturist, the practical

workman working in natural conditions, can truly fulfil the
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democrats. We can well admire the traditional protest of
Gautama the Buddha against a perverted system of caste in
India, two thousand three hundred years ago; but the original
Brahmanical idea of human distinctions was open to no reason-

able objection. The four principal castes into which Hindus
were divided became hereditary and arbitrary in times of dete-
rioration of a nation’s ideals, but originally qualification and
individual merit (not birth or social standing) were the only
passports to elevated station. Even the most Utopian of
socialists-—Edward Bellamy and his school—have pointed out
how natural variations will exhibit themselves untrammeled in
what Bellamy conceives to be an ideal condition of life for
civilizedhumanity. We can never tell where a genius is going
to spring from. Thomas Huxley said that prophetic Judaism
appealed to him far more than any other form of religion, but
he proposed adding to it some beautiful precepts culled from
the highest Greek philosophy. Huxley thereby proved his
sympathy with the motto, “Vox Genii Vox Dei,” rather than
with the trite parrot cry, “Vox Populi Vox Dei.” It has never

been the popular shout that has echoed the Divine voice in the
cosmic soul of humanity. Solitary prophets and isolated seers

have uttered an unpopular cry, as did Elijah in the days of
Baal worship and Wendell Phillips and other illustrious Amer-
icans in the days of negro slavery. '

Russia’s great prophet to-day is Leo Tolstoi, a Count who
has deliberately denuded himself of all inherited worldly pos-
sessions and taken hoe in hand to till the soil becausepossessed
with the conviction that only the agriculturist, the practical
workman working in natural conditions, can truly fulfil the
__1,.l'I..-.1‘f_ "F1: ' 1 ‘I’! .1 ‘TI

Co git:



The Gospel of Federation.
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light dawns and people en masse begin to see that all honest

and useful employments are alike honorable and elevating, it

will be unnecessary for every man to till the soil, as it will be

out of the question that every man should write books or edit

a newspaper. Division of work is harmonious with universal

free trade, which when realized will mean that all ports are

open the world over and one country exchanges products with

another to mutual advantage and enrichment.

Not all lands are fertile in the same directions; the animal

.and vegetable life indigenous to one kind of soil will not thrive

elsewhere. Some workers, who can achieve splendid results

in certain directions, are comparative failures when set to

perform widely different kinds of labor. True democ-

racy manifests itself in an appreciation of genius wherever

found; and, no matter what advocates of an extreme theory of

hereditary transmission may press forward, "heredity" does

not account for genius unless we put into the word a much

deeper meaning than it ordinarily suggests. One married

couple may have six sons or six daughters, each different from

the remaining five, not only in appearance and disposition but

in adaptation to special work. One of the sons is properly a

bricklayer, another a civil engineer, a third a man of letters,

while the other three may be fitted respectively for musical,

legal, and clerical callings. Among the six daughters one may

be a thoroughly domestic girl, another a born stateswoman,

while the remaining four may be respectively adapted to com-

merce, nursing, teaching, and acting.

A serious study of Emerson's "Essays" is helping many a

soul to assert itself instead of blindly bowing to the yoke of in-

sane tradition. We are not federated unless we are free, and

we ar» nnt frpf ac -1 r»pnr»1p until we mmnrphenr l what ie meant
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light dawns and people en masse begin to see that all honest
and useful employments are alike honorable and elevating, it
will be unnecessary for every man to till the soil, as it will be
out of the question that every man should write books or edit
a newspaper. Division of work is harmonious with universal
free trade, which when realized will mean that all ports are

open the world over and one country exchanges products with
another to mutual advantage and enrichment.

Not all lands are fertile in the same directions; the animal
.and vegetable life indigenous to one kind of soil will not thrive
elsewhere. Some workers, who can achieve splendid results
in certain directions, are comparative failures when set to

perform widely different kinds of labor. True democ-
racy manifests itself in an appreciation of genius wherever
found; and, no matter what advocates of an extreme theory of
hereditary transmissionlmay press forward, “heredity” does
not account for genius unless we put into the word a much
deeper meaning than it ordinarily suggests. One married
couple may have six sons or six daughters, each different from
the remaining five, not only in appearance and disposition but
in adaptation to special work. One of the sons is properly a

bricklayer, another a civil engineer, a third a man of letters,
while the other three may be fitted respectively for musical,
legal, and clerical callings. Among the six daughters one may
be a thoroughly domestic girl, another a born stateswoman,
while the remaining four may be respectively adapted to com-

merce, nursing, teaching, and acting.
A serious study of Emerson’s “Essays” is helping many a

soul to assert itself instead of blindlybowing to the yoke of in-
sane tradition. We are not federated unless we are free, and
we am nnf frpn an a npnnle until we cnmnrehenri wl-mt ie meant
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a country when one element of the population looks down upon

and tyrannizes over another element. The final overthrow of

the Pharaoic dynasty serves as a vivid illustration of how im-

possible it is for a land to maintain supremacy or for a govern-

ment to remain in power if the throne be not established in

equity.

All teachers of higher than ordinary thought must establish

their claims to call their system of philosophy progressive and

advanced by demonstrating in actual life the complete practica-

bility of the gospel of federation. Reciprocity is the soul of all

successful comniunal enterprise; one State, like one individual,

must work with and for instead of without or against neighbor-

ing States and individuals. Let the new century become a ver-

itable embodiment of new thought concerning neighborliness,

for only as new thought enters the general mind and becomes

ultimated in newness of social and industrial action can we

hope to see fulfilled the glorious dreams we all do well to in-

dulge of a new earth corresponding with a new heaven wherein

dwelleth righteousness. The new heaven must be our own

regenerated interior nature, whence the new earth—a new ex-

terior condition—will spontaneously proceed as inevitably as

a growing tree, with healthy roots beneath the soil, puts forth

in orderly sequence leaves, flowers, and fruits in their ap-

pointed season.

Heaven is as present now as ever it will be. God is here in

his magnificence to-day, as lie is in the courts of the angels.

We must not dream of postponing our heaven. We must prepare

to enter in now by loyal service of God every instant.—IV. H.

Channing.
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a country when one element of the population looks down upon
and tyrannizes over another element. The final overthrow of
the Pharaoic dynasty serves as a vivid illustration of how im-
possible it is for a land to maintain supremacyor for a govern-
ment to remain in power if the throne be not established in
equity.

All teachers of higher than ordinary thought must establish
their claims to call their system of philosophyprogressive and
advanced by demonstrating in actual life the complete practica-
bilityof the gospel of federation. Reciprocity is the soul of all
successful communal enterprise; one State, like one individual,
must work withand for instead of without or against neighbor-
ing States and individuals. Let the new century become a ver-

itable embodiment of new thought concerning neighborliness,
for only as new thought enters the general mind and becomes
ultimated in newness of social and industrial action can we

hope to see fulfilled the glorious dreams we all do well to in-
dulge of a new earth corresponding with a new heaven wherein
dwelleth righteousness. The new heaven must be our own

regenerated interior nature, whence the new earth——a new ex-

terior condition—will spontaneously proceed as inevitably as

a growing tree, with healthy roots beneaththe soil, puts forth
in orderly sequence leaves, flowers, and fruits in their ap-
pointed season.
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HEAVEN is as present now as ever it will be. God is here in
his magnificence to—day, as he is in the courts of the angels.
We must not dream of postponing our heaven. We must prepare
to enter in now by loyal service of God every instant.—lV. H.
Channing.
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THE PROBLEM OF HAPPINESS.

BY STANTON KIRKHAM DAVIS.

We are born into the consciousness of material things and

are brought under the dominion of the senses when first we

open our eyes, and so it is that men fall naturally into the belief

that to eat and be clothed, to marry and beget sons and accu-

mulate property, are the paramount considerations—nor ever

question it. Only now and then is one born into the conscious-

ness of the Spirit; only now and again one who sees these

things to be secondary and not in themselves sufficient ends in

life. What wonder, then, that as men grow older they grow

disheartened and become cynics? What wonder, indeed, that

the problem of happiness finds so seldom a solution in terms of

actual life; for, considering the neglect of essential factors, how

else can it be?

Many factors, of a truth, enter into our problem. There is

courage, for instance, which were it a man's sole possession

would in itself confer a considerable degree. There is percep-

tion, will, habit—education, which has reference to all of these.

Are we being educated, that is, or stimulated, in the direction

peculiarly our own, that we may come to express that something

which is in us? It is obvious that education without reference

to this will not contribute to happiness. If capital lie unused,

if character be unformed, there must be unrest. In such case

we cannot too soon have done with book learning and begin the

culture of the will and the affections. Does our mode of living

tend to educate us, above all, away from our false and negative
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G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

THE PROBLEM OF HAPPINESS.

BY STANTON KIRKHAM DAVIS.

We are born into the consciousness of material things and
are brought under the dominion of the senses when first we

open our eyes, and so it is thatmen fall naturally into the belief
that to eat and be clothed, to marry and beget sons and accu-

mulate property, are the paramount considerations-—nor ever

question it. Only now and then is one born into the conscious-
ness of the Spirit; only now and again one who sees these
things to be secondary and not in themselves suflicient ends in
life. VVhat wonder, then, that as men grow older they grow
disheartened and become cynics? What wonder, indeed, that
the problem of happiness finds so seldom a solution in terms of
actual life; for, considering theneglect of essential factors, how
else can it be?

Many factors, of a truth, enter into our problem. There is
courage, for instance, which were it a man’s sole possession
would in itself confer a considerable degree. There is percep-
tion, will, habit—-education, which has reference to all of these.
Are we being educated, that is, or stimulated, in the direction
peculiarlyour own, thatwe may come to express thatsomething
which is in us? It is obvious that education without reference
to this will not contribute to happiness. If capital lie unused,
if character be unformed, there must be unrest. In such case

we cannot too soon have done with book learning and begin the
culture of the will and the affections. Does our mode of living
tend to educate us, above all, away from our false and negative
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philosophy than many another, and is vexed with no dogma.

We cannot laugh too much so long as our mirth is kindly.

True humor need create no false occasions, and it brings no

heartaches. It begets good will and is a mental and moral

buffer. The man of coarse habit and coarse thinking needs it

not so much as the gentle soul—to him it is indispensable. Out

of the flux of things it everywhere extracts some gold. Its pos-

sessor carries his own sunshine—gilds the dreariest circum-

stance and enlivens what else would be monotony. So is it

recuperative and wholesome, and, being cultivable, it, no less

than the love of the beautiful, comes within the scope of a lib-

eral self-education.

Many factors indeed—factors subjective and psychologic;

not legacies and estates and voyages, so much as interior states

and aspects, and mental attitudes, to be summed up in this one

supreme consideration—you shall find yourself. Until this is

accomplished every structure builded is without foundation.

Find yourself, provisionally, heart and will and intellect—nor

neglect any; find yourself ultimately in God, in the supreme

Heart and Will and Intellect, and there perceive your insep-

arable identity. No outcast, no renegade, no outlaw art thou,

O Man, but still and forever the child of the Father; Life and

Love and Beauty thine inheritance. For thee ever hope, ever

sweet influences; no time too late; no goal too distant. Cour-

age, then!

It has thus been the chief office of any true philosophy of

living to show that happiness is something apart from pleasure,

which is but a fool's paradise; that it reverts to an inner state,

is the outcome of an inward poise and serenity, and therefore

not ereatlv dependent upon externals. We mav be unhappv—
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philosophy than many another, and is vexed with no dogma.
We cannot laugh too much so long as our mirth is kindly.
True humor need create no false occasions, and it brings no

heartaches. It begets good will and is a mental and moral
buffer. The man of coarse habit and coarse thinkingneeds it
not so much as thegentle soul—to him it is indispensable. Out
of the fluxof things it everywhere extracts some gold. Its pos-
sessor carries his own sunshine-—gilds the dreariest circum-
stance and enlivens what else would be monotony. So is it
recuperative and wholesome, and, being cultivable, it, no less
than the love of the beautiful,comes within the scope of a lib-
eral self-education.

Many factors indeed—factors subjective and psychologic;
not legacies and estates and voyages, so much as interior states
and aspects, and mental attitudes, to be summed up in this one

supreme consideration——you shall find yourself. Until this is
accomplished every structure builded is without foundation.
Find yourself, provisionally,heart and will and intellect-nor
neglect any; find yourself ultimately in God, in the supreme
Heart and Will and Intellect, and there perceive your insep-
arable identity. No outcast, no renegade, no outlaw art thou,
0 Man, but still and forever the child of the Father; Life and
Love and Beauty thine inheritance. For thee ever hope, ever

sweet influences; no time too late; no goal too distant. Cour-
age, then!

It has thus been the chief oflice of any true philosophy of
living to show thathappiness is somethingapart from pleasure,
which is but a fool's paradise; that it reverts to an inner state,
is the outcome of an inward poise and serenity, and therefore
not greatlv dependent upon externals. We mav be unhaDDV—-
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beyond the will. We shall still be resigned to the inevitable,

but we have wonderfully revised our opinion as to the nature of

this. That we shall seek coalition with the Real, as being alone

inevitable, were perhaps to state it better, as the necessity now

appears. Thus, while happiness reverts to an inner state, it is at

the same time from an inner state that health and environment

proceed. Our philosophy has so broadened its content as to

see that mind which underlies happiness underlies these as well;

whereas it was passive it has now become active and regards the

will as the instrument of Truth for the projection of har-

monious environment and the direction of thought into health-

ful channels.

If you have no revolution in your life, and are as yet

in your period of feudalism, you shall experience anarchy and

the overthrow of a whole line of degenerate kings before you

emerge from despotism and evolve at last a stable self-govern-

ment. Alas, if when the time is ripe we leap not to our feet and

don the red cap in the name of Liberty! Thence much con-

fusion and strife, the clank of arms, the overturning of all

things even to those that are worthy and acceptable;—all this

before a new order arises from the turbulence: in the end to

leave the Jacobins to guillotine one another, and so be rid

of them.

It is a thankless task to read philosophy if we can live none.

What does it concern us what Kant said, what Hegel, or Fichte,

or Schelling, if we have no convictions of our own? Some lit-

tle philosophy for this daily life is the crying need. But it is

alone a spontaneous and inspired utterance that can aid us.

Who has not felt the futility of all "systems" of philosophy?

They fall cold on our ears—do not warm in us any new life nor

hope: just as a treatise on morals is a bore, and rules of conduct
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The Problem of Happiness. 259

beyond the will. We shall still be resigned to the inevitable,
but we have wonderfully revised our opinion as to thenature of
this. That we shall seek coalition with the Real, as beingalone
inevitable, were perhaps to state it better, as the necessity now

appears. Thus, whilehappiness reverts to an inner state, it is at
the same time from an inner state that health and environment
proceed. Our philosophy has so broadened its content as to
see thatmind which underlies happiness underlies these as well;
whereas it was passive it has now becomeactiveand regards the
will as the instrument of Truth for the projection of har-
monious environment and the direction of thought into health-
ful channels.

If you have no revolution in your life, and are as yet
in your period of feudalism, you shall experience anarchy and
the overthrow of a whole line of degenerate kings before you
emerge from despotism and evolve at last a stable self-govem-
ment. Alas, if when the time is ripe we leap not to our feet and
don the red cap in the name of Liberty! Thence much con-

fusion and strife, the clank of arms, the overturning of all
things even to those that are worthy and acceptable;—all this
before a new order arises from the turbulence: in the end to
leave the Jacobins to guillotine one another, and so be rid
of them.

It is a thanklesstask to read philosophyif we can live none.

What does it concern us what Kant said, what Hegel, or Fichte,
or Schelling, if we have no convictions of our own? Some lit--
tle philosophy for this daily life is the crying need. But it is
alone a spontaneous and inspired utterance that can aid us.

Who has not felt the futility of all “systems” of philosophy?
They fall cold on our ears—do not warm in us any new life nor

hope: just as a treatise on morals is a bore, and rules of conduct
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Let us not be at pains, then, to supplant God in our con-

sciousness by a system of metaphysics; for, God-given and in-

dispensable though it be, metaphysics can still be to us but the

ground for a working plan of life. But, like everything else,—

the science of chemistry no less than the Church of Rome,—it

involves an act of faith. We have but to push it far enough and

we are confronted by the Mystery of mysteries. It is here the

kindly office of Wisdom to show us that the clearing away of

this enveloping mystery is in no way essential to our happiness,

and further to bid us project that scheme of happiness from the

ground of Faith and never from that of Intellect. Pity it is

if your mind is so ordered it must perforce carry everything be-

fore the bar of Logic; for no world-theory can there prove its

case. There remains in religion always an element beyond finite

reason. That God is Love, let this be to us both religion and

philosophy. And if Logic declare it to be an "ethical assump-

tion," it is still proof enough and to spare that any postulate to

the contrary does violence to our very being—is refuted by both

intuition and reason, by expediency and common sense no less

than the divine sense in man. But it is only in our unregenerate

days that we even inquire concerning this. Here, again, Wis-

dom admonishes us to lay aside the self-imposed burdens of the

intellect and be even as a child: so to go forth in love and trust

confident in that all-encircling Love.

Much reading, much listening, much wrestling with the

angel, and yet wisdom comes slowly. But it is realization only

that we lack. We have capital enough for the enterprise of life

in our being; the question is to render it available. So need it

be no discouragement that wisdom conditions happiness. Still

tha minrl QnH flip ^rMll will matp itcplf lmnvi/n Tt IS tlll1<i the
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260 MIND.

Let us not be at pains, then, to supplant God in our con-

sciousness by a system of metaphysics; for, God-given and in-
dispensable though it be, metaphysics can still be to us but the
ground for a workingplan of life. But, like everythingelse,-
the science of chemistry no less than the Church of Rome,—it
involves an act of faith. We have but to push it far enough and
we are confronted by the Mystery of mysteries. It is here the
kindly office of Wisdom to show us that the clearing away of
thisenveloping mystery is in no way essential to our happiness,
and further to bid us project that scheme of happiness from the
ground of Faith and never from that of Intellect. Pity it is
if your mind is so ordered it must perforce carry everythingbe-
fore the bar of Logic; for no world-theory can there prove its
case. There remains in religion always an element beyondfinite
reason. That God is Love, let this be to us both religion and
philosophy. And if Logic declare it to be an “ethical assump-
tion,” it is still proof enough and to spare thatany postulate to
thecontrary does violence to our very being—is refuted by both
intuition and reason, by expediency and common sense no less
than thedivine sense in man. But it is only in our unregenerate
days that we even inquire concerning this. Here, again, Wis-
dom admonishes us to lay aside the self—imposed burdens of the
intellect and be even as a child: so to go forth in love and trust

confident in thatall-encircling Love.
Much reading, much listening, much wrestling with the

angel, and yet wisdom comes slowly. But it is realization only
thatwe lack. We have capital enough for the enterprise of life
in our being; the question is to render it available. So need it
be no discouragement that wisdom conditions happiness. Still
flu: mind and H19 Qmsl will mnlzn ifenlf lrnnwn H is thus the
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let us not disparage the mind as an unworthy agent of the

Soul's divine estate. For the abuse of the mental faculties is

alone responsible for our ills. In this connection is recalled a

proverb quoted by Emerson: "Everything has two handles;

beware of the wrong one." If negative states, if morbid fancies

and perverted senses have produced such a corresponding mor-

bidity, it is none the less true that a wholesome imagination and

senses normally directed to the perception of Beauty subserve

the finest uses of life and happiness. There's no faculty of the

mind but its use is beneficent, but it needs be taken by the right

handle.

Any stable condition of happiness must be the outcome of

balanced forces—a rounded character. It is not genius which

is happiest, nor is great attainment essential—unless it be the

genius to find one's self, which is, to be sure, a very consid-

erable attainment. Life is not so hard as we make it. But we

cannot enough see the divine in it. Our living is perfunctory;

we live because we must. We forget that prayer is answered,

and continually lapse into a state of mind where is no beauty.

So in our daily life, if we occasionally pray for heaven, we as

often invite the reverse in the character of our thought. Ah,

but we must make of life something more than senseless repe-

tition. Living is too dear thus. We are more than sheep. He

alone who begins life anew each morning is truly living. It is

ever morning to the Soul, and it would seem a constitutional

defect of the mind that measures life by days and months and

years, as if the world were a huge clock and mankind the min-

ute-hand, and the main business to count the minutes. Let us

count cycles rather, and aim to live epochs and eras. For we

may crowd a cycle into a day if we live to the Universal.
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let us not disparage the mind as an unworthy agent of the
Soul's divine estate. For the abuse of the mental faculties is
alone responsible for our ills. In this connection is recalled a

proverb quoted by Emerson: “Everything has two handles;
bewareof the wrong one.” If negative states, if morbid fancies
and perverted senses have produced such a corresponding mor-

bidity,it is none the less true thata wholesome imaginationand
senses normally directed to the perception of Beauty subserve
the finest uses of life and happiness. There's no faculty of the
mind but its use is beneficent,but it needs be taken by the right
handle.

Any stable condition of happiness must be the outcome of
balanced forces-—a rounded character. It is not genius which
is happiest, nor is great attainment essentia1—unless it be the
genius to find one’s self, which is, to be sure, a very consid-
erable attainment. Life is not so hard as we make it. But we

cannot enough see the divine in it. Our living is perfunctory;
we live because we must. We forget that prayer is answered,
and continually lapse into a state of mind where is no beauty.
So in our daily life, if we occasionally pray for heaven, we as

often invite the reverse in the character of our thought. Ah.
but we must make of life somethingmore than senseless repe-
tition. Living is too dear thus. We are more than sheep. He
alone who begins life anew each morning is truly living. It is
ever morning to the Soul, and it would seem a constitutional
defect of the mind that measures life by days and months and
years, as if the world were a huge clock and mankind the min-
ute—hand, and the main business to count the minutes. Let us

count cycles rather, and aim to live epochs and eras. For we

may crowd a cycle into a day if we live to the Universal.
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from the hours a little of the elixir of happiness; for such is

Beauty's gift to every rapt soul. So does the Spirit contrive

that here on this dear green earth we are beset with beauty. The

very sod is packed with it, so that it must continually overflow,

now in green fields and buttercups, now in golden rod and

asters. It lies over the moonlit ocean and purples the distant

hills. It skims with the martin and floats with the cloud—is

showered upon us in October leaves and winter snows. All

the days of my life it knocks at my door. Let us not be unheed-

ing, lest we become withered and sere in the desert wind of the

commonplace; lest we become infected with the pessimism of

church and society—parched and shriveled with the dulness

of men's thinking, and so succumb at last to the Prosaic.

Keep, then, the lamp burning at sacred Beauty's shrine, and

may it be constant as the Greek fire; for, give me in my heart

the love of Beauty and naught shall keep from me the World

Beautiful. In view of this it is only the frivolous, or the mel-

ancholy and half insane, who can talk of "killing time." A

healthy mind does not know the meaning of ennui.

Ah, these personal ends! Subtle enchantments that weave a

golden mesh. Silken threads that bind,—fast bind: through

which the self-imprisoned must at last hack and hew his way,—

inwardly groaning, with terrible toil, with brimming cup of

bitterness. Illusions of youth! Illusions of manhood! Illusions

of age! Ceaselessly this web you weave—thread after thread:

diligently pay out the silken thread, skilfully attach it,

strengthen it: thence to be our prison fair—self-wrought, self-

bound; there to sit and languish, there to pine, to chafe and

fret and fume. For the Spirit of the Lord is not there, and

liberty is not. When we have passed out from the illusion of
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from the hours a little of the elixir of happiness; for such is
Beauty's gift to every rapt soul. So does the Spirit contrive

' thathere on thisdear green earth we are beset withbeauty.The
very sod is packed with it, so that it must continuallyoverflow,
now in green fields and buttercups, now in golden rod and
asters. It lies over the moonlit ocean and purples the distant
hills. It skims with the martin and floats with the cloud—is
showered upon us in October leaves and winter snows. All
thedays of my life it knocks at my door. Let us not be unheed—
ing, lest we become withered and sere in the desert wind of the
commonplace; lest we become infected with the pessimism of
church and society——parched and shriveled with the dulness
of men's thinking,and so succumb at last to the Prosaic.
Keep, then, the lamp burning at sacred Beauty's shrine, and

may it be constant as the Greek fire; for, give me in my heart
the love of Beauty and naught shall keep from me the World
Beautiful. In view of this it is only the frivolous, or the mel-
ancholy and half insane, who can talk of “killing time.” A
healthymind does not know the meaning of ennui.

Ah, these personal ends! Subtle enchantments that weave a

golden mesh. Silken threads that bind,—fast bind: through
which the self-imprisoned must at last hack and hew his way,—
inwardly groaning, with terrible toil, with brimming cup of
bitterness. Illusionsof youth! Illusionsof manhood! Illusions
of age! Ceaselessly this web you weave-—thread after thread:
diligently pay out the silken thread, skilfully attach it,
strengthen it: thence to be our prison fair—self—wrought, self-
bound; there to sit and languish, there to pine, to chafe and
fret and fume. For the Spirit of the Lord is not there, and
liberty is not. When we have passed out from the illusion of
not-enr|n'I;f1r fl-man nnr‘ own} 4:" 6-Inna.-u Anna ‘cont: 1:‘- '\ls4vI:an «Ca.-
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miration who reflect these unconsciously and spontaneously. It

is Principle always that we adore. Love, Truth, Joy—by these

we are led, by these instructed. And where there is the less of

personality, there have they the freer scope—there are

we the better reflectors. So in our acts it is motive alone that

counts. To have kept the house or tended the baby—managed

the farm or financiered the nation—one is as insignificant as

another; for house and baby and all are destined for mor-

tality's speedy end. But if in so doing we have acquired love,

patience, insight—these are ours for evermore, and make the

task noble and the game worth the candle. Neither is it much

to give happiness that we ourselves may be happy, nor to love

for the sake of being loved. Our problem will not admit of so

easy a solution. No conscience money! No robbing Peter to

pay Paul! But motive—always motive, and this alone.

In the pursuit of happiness we travel the world over—we

forever seek new conditions. Now it is money will give it, and

now it is marriage. But happiness lies not in new conditions:

it is the outcome of a superiority to all conditions. Once mar-

ried we find it is to impose strange and unlooked for circum-

stances to which in turn we must rise superior. When men

say marriage is a failure, they mean that selfishness is a failure

—that egotism is not a success. Marriage is indeed the true

state of man, and true marriage can never be a failure. But we

play at marriage; we are but half married at best. Unselfish-

ness is that basis alone on which marriage can rest secure.

Here, above all, is it required. True marriage requires a grad-

ual self-renunciation. It grows beautiful as it becomes imper-

sonal: two living and acting together to the ends of the
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miration who reflect these unconsciouslyand spontaneously. It
is Principlealways that we adore. Love, Truth,Joy—by these
we are led, by these instructed. And where there is the less of
personality, there have they the freer scope—there are

we the better reflectors. So in our acts it is motive alone that
counts. To have kept the house or tended the baby—managed
the farm or financiered the nation—one is as insignificant as

another; for house and baby and all are destined for mor-

tality’s speedy end. But if in so doing we have acquired love,
patience, insight—these are ours for evermore, and make the
task noble and the game worth the candle. Neither is it much
to give happiness that we ourselves may be happy, nor to love
for the sake of being loved. Our problem will not admit of so

easy a solution. No conscience money! No robbing Peter to

pay Paul! But motive—always motive, and this alone.
In the pursuit of happiness we travel the world over——we

forever seek new conditions. Now it is money will give it, and
now it is marriage. But happiness lies not in new conditions:
it is the outcome of a superiority to all conditions. Once mar-

ried we find it is to impose strange and unlooked for circum-
stances to which in turn we must rise superior. When men

say marriage is a failure, they mean that selfishness is a failure
—that egotism is not a success. Marriage is indeed the true

state of man, and true marriage can never be a failure. But we

play at marriage; we are but half married at best. Unselfish—
ness is that basis alone on which marriage can rest secure.

Here, above all, is it required. True marriage requires a grad-
ual self-renunciation. It grows beautifulas it becomes imper-
sonal: two living and acting together to the ends of the
ow I _
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erty. Whatever is hedged in has lost its best value. The ex-

clusive exclude themselves. We are only here for a day; let us

hold a feast, then, and celebrate the event. What is love for

but to express? Lavish it, then, on the cat, if no other outlet

presents itself. But there is occasion enough—never fear;

the aged and neglected need it, the unwelcome children need

it, the downtrodden animals need it. Ah, but they are a sorry

lot of specters, these austere men and women who have bottled

up their natural affections until they have turned to vinegar.

We can be as miserly with love as with dollars.

There is one beloved of your soul—and one only. Let

your love, then, go out to all things against the hour when

he shall come—that you may be prepared. These loves of men

are but the symbol of the love of God, without which there

can be no ideal marriage. It is the Ideal that we seek, and

when in the course of events the divine laws have attracted to

you your own it is still the ideal man or woman to whom you

must cleave. In your inmost heart hold fast to that, for the

embodiment will ever fall away—the spiritual man alone stands

firm.

Marriage exacts a purification as well as a renunciation.

Every happy marriage implies evolution: an evolution from

the personal man or woman of selfish ends, to broader views

and nobler aims and a deeper love, a sanctified

love. It demands there should be a community of

such interests as these—that man and wife should

hold the Ideal in common. For merely to hold the flesh

in common is to seek a common grave; to have nothing in

common is an affliction. And yet even this is not hopeless but

capable in noble natures of bearing fine fruit. All experience

goes to corroborate what wisdom reveals to rarer natures, that

there can be no perfect union on personal grounds—so un^

reliable and fhictiiarincr is rwrsnnalitv Rnr where turn .me
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erty. Whatever is hedged in has lost its best value. The ex-

clusive exclude themselves. We are only here for a day; let us

hold a feast, then, and celebrate the event. What is love for
but to express? Lavish it, then, on the cat, if no other outlet
presents itself. But there is occasion enough—never fear;
the aged and neglected need it, theunwelcome children need
it, the downtrodden animals need it. Ah, but they are a sorry
lot of specters, these austere men and women who have bottled
up their natural affections until they have turned to vinegar.
We can be as miserly with love as with dollars.

There is one beloved of your soul—and one only. Let
your love, then, go out to all things against the hour when
he shall come-—thatyou may be prepared; These loves of men

are but the symbol of the love of God, without which there
can be no ideal marriage. It is the Ideal that we seek, and
when in the course of events the divine laws have attracted to

you your own it is still the ideal man or woman to whom you
must cleave. In your inmost heart hold fast to that, for the
embodiment will ever fall away—thespiritual man alone stands
firm.

Marriage exacts a purification as well as a renunciation.
Every happy marriage implies evolution: an evolution from
the personal man or woman of selfish ends, to broader views
and nobler aims and a deeper love, a sanctified
love. It demands there should be a community of
such interests as these—that man and wife should
hold the Ideal in common. For merely to hold the flesh
in common is to seek a common grave; to have nothing in
common is an affliction. And yet even this is not hopeless but
capable in noble natures of bearing fine fruit. All experience
goes to corroborate what wisdom reveals to rarer natures, that
there can be no perfect union on personal grounds—so un-
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The Problem of Happiness.

more evident when we come to consider man in his social re-

lation. If we were not all mote-hunters, if we were not all

critics by temperament and inclination, were we not all egotists,

in short, the problem would be simple. Several ways here pre-

sent themselves with reference to this social self, this idea I

have of myself in relation to other social selves, and of how

I would have them regard it. Thus we may withdraw and

shut them out; and, though we might thereby exclude some-

what it were well to be rid of, such a course is obviously too

narrow. On the other hand, we may throw ourselves into

the stream of personality under the mistaken impression that

such is the broad and humane course—and so be swamped

therein. Again, we may rise superior to personality and reso-

lutely set ourselves to meet the individual and real in men.

And this is the heroic course, for it amounts to abnegating

this social self. But the reward is large, for we shall become

invulnerable to all the false impressions, the misunderstand-

ings, the cuts and lashes and stings to which they are subject

who still cherish their personality. Nevermore can we take

offense; for us thenceforth there are no slights, no insults.

Whether we find ourselves in congenial company or the reverse,

there we vibrate with the Real; there are we magnets to what-

soever is lovable, to whatsoever is divine. It is true, from this

view springs indifference to opinion; but this—if it arises from

pure motive—is to be reckoned a gain. To abide by the Oracle

is alone a desideratum: to be true to other men's opinions is

an altogether hopeless and discouraging task—and folly at

that.

This large perception of the ego in relation to society has

a further bearing on our problem. Happiness sometimes

follows the cessation of endeavor in certain directions; a burden
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more evident when we come to consider man in his social re

lation. If we were not all mote-hunters, if we were not all
critics by temperament and inclination,were we not all egotists,
in short, the problem would be simple. Several ways here pre-
sent themselves with reference to this social self, this idea I
have of myself in relation to other social selves, and of how
I‘ would have them regard it. Thus we may withdraw and
shut them out; and, though we might thereby exclude some-

what it were well to be rid of, such a course is obviously too

narrow. On the other hand, we may throw ourselves into
the stream of personality under the mistaken impression that
such is the broad and humane course-—and so be swamped
therein. Again, we may rise superior to personality and reso-

lutely set ourselves to meet the individual and real in men.

And this is the heroic course, for it amounts to abnegating
this social self. But the reward is large, for we shall become
invulnerable to all the false impressions, the misunderstand-
ings, the cuts and lashes and stings to which they are subject
who still cherish their personality. Nevermore can we take
offense; for us thenceforth there are no slights, no insults.
Whether we find ourselves in congenial company or the reverse,
there we vibrate with the Real; there are we magnets to what-
soever is lovable, to whatsoever is divine. It is true, from this
view springs indifference to opinion; but this——if it arises from

pure motive——is to be reckoned a gain. To abide by the Oracle
is alone a desideratum: to be true to other men’s opinions is
an altogether hopeless and discouraging task—-and folly at

that.
This large perception of the ego in relation to society has

a further bearing on our problem. Happiness sometimes
follows the cessation of endeavor in certain directions; 3 burden
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All our weaknesses serve it; vanity and pride forbid us to let

it go. We will to go here or there in the pursuit of happiness,

and because we have not the wisdom to choose we are dis-

appointed when we arrive—disappointed if we do not arrive.

But when at last we let go the wild horses of our ambition,

what a relief is ours! In the mystical language of the

Upanishad:

"Two birds, inseparable friends, cling to the same tree. One of them

eats the sweet fruit, the other looks on without eating.

"On the same tree man sits grieving, immersed, bewildered by his own

impotence. But when he sees the other lord contented and knows his glory,

then his grief passes away."

Oh, happy day for him who gives up striving to be richer,

wiser, more clever than his fellows, and settles down content

to be himself! And when abates the fever of possession and he

perceives that the riches of the rich, the joy of the happy,

and the strength of the strong are his as well—then indeed

for him has the millennium dawned. Then shines the sun for

him; for him blooms the rose; for him the waters murmur and

the wind sighs in the forest, or croons to the rustling corn.

He shares the speed of the trout and the song of the wren.

He welcomes the souls that are coming and bids God-speed to

the souls that are parting. Alone on the mountain or one of the

crowd, everywhere is he in touch with the heart of humanity.

All joys are his joys; all sorrows are his to assuage. Child is

he with childhood everywhere. To him flow the love and

heroism of the world; for he has no longer a private and par-

ticular life. His bark has sunk to another sea—sails now on

the serene and smiling waters of the Universal.

As religion has deepened its hold and broadened its sway,
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All our weaknesses serve it; vanity and pride forbid us to let
it go. We will to go here or there in thepursuit of happiness,
and because we have not the wisdom to choose we are dis-
appointed when we arrive—disappointed if we do not arrive.
But when at last we let go the wild horses of our ambition,
what a relief is ours! In the mystical language of the
Upanishad:

“Two birds, inseparable friends, cling to the same tree. One of them
eats the sweet fruit, the other looks on without eating.

“On the same tree man sits grieving, immersed, bewildered by his own

impotence. But when he sees the other lord contented and knows his glory.
then his grief passes away."

Oh, happy day for him who gives up striving to be richer,
wiser, more clever than his fellows, and settles down content
to be himself! And when abates the fever of possession and he
perceives that the riches of the rich, the joy of the happy,
and the strength of the strong are his as well—then indeed
for him has the millennium dawned. Then shines the sun for
him; for him blooms the rose; for him the waters murmur and
the wind sighs in the forest, or croons to the rustling corn.

He shares the speed of the trout and the song of the wren.

He welcomes the souls that are coming and bids God-speed to

the souls thatare parting. Alone on the mountain or one of the
crowd, everywhere is he in touch with the heart of humanity.
All joys are his joys; all sorrows are his to assuage. Child is
he with childhood everywhere. To him flow the love and
heroism of the world; for he has no longer a private and par-
ticular life. His bark has sunk to another sea—sails now on

the serene and smilingwaters of the Universal.

IO-OIIOU-O-O0-O00-OI

As RELIGION has deepened its hold and broadened its sway,
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FREEDOM—INDIVIDUAL AND UNIVERSAL.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

The Nazarene said on one occasion, "Ye shall know the

truth, and the truth shall make you free." When Jesus gave

utterance to these words he was having a discussion with cer-

tain ones among the Jews, who referred to Abraham as their

"father." We find the Jewish people everywhere dating their

birth from Abraham. The Jewish idea was very different

from the Christ idea: "For One is your Father, which is in

heaven." And the Hebrews referred their religion to "the God

of Abraham." With Christ it was different: to him there

was one great Father of all—our Father.

It has been men's custom throughout all time to quote

"authorities" in defining their position. True authority is

not to be found outside of one's self. It is not what some

other person, however distinguished, may say; it is not what

any institution or any book may say; it is the voice of God

speaking to man in his own soul that constitutes the ultimate

authority of life. There is no real authority to be appealed to

elsewhere. It is not the acceptance of anything from an

"authority" that makes us free; it is the Truth that does this.

We should seek, therefore, to know all that can be known about

truth.

"What is truth?" asked Pilate. The question is always

pertinent. While truth is eternally the same, man's relation

thereto is ever changing. Sometimes we live in a valley,

wherein the objects that surround us seem very large; but

when we begin to climb the mountain side they appear to
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FREEDOM—INDIVIDUAL AND UNIVERSAL.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

The Nazarene said on one occasion, “Ye shall know the
truth, and the truth shall make you free.” When Jesus gave
utterance to these words he was having a discussion with cer-

tain ones among the Jews, who referred to Abraham as their
“father.” We find the Jewish people everywhere dating their
birth from Abraham. The Jewish idea was very different
from the Christ idea: “For One is your Father, which is in
heaven." And theHebrews referred their religion to “the God
of Abraham.” With Christ it was different: to him there
was one great Fatherof al1—our Father.

It has been men's custom throughout all time to quote
“authorities” in defining their position. True authority is
not to be found outside of one’s self. It is not what some

other person, however distinguished, may say; it is not what
any institution or any book may say; it is the voice of God
speaking to man in his own soul that constitutes the ultimate
authorityof life. There is no real authorityto be appealed to

elsewhere. It is not the acceptance of anything from an

“authority”that makes us free; it is the Truththat does this.
We should seek, therefore, to know all that can be known about
truth.

“What is truth?” asked Pilate. The question is always
pertinent. While truth is eternally the same, man's relation
thereto is ever changing. Sometimes we live in a valley,
wherein the objects that surround us seem very large; but

when xaebegirt to climb the mountain side they appear t0
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another. What seems true to us to-day may be untrue on the

morrow.

Many people believe that, if they arrive at a certain de-

cision, "consistency" requires them steadfastly to maintain it.

We can only hold to a thing until we get something better.

When something larger comes into the life, the smaller thing

must go out. Yet we find many people tenaciously adhering

to old things while trying to lay hold on the new. They are

trying to balance themselves between two conditions. They

declare that, having derived benefit from the old in the past,

they have no desire to abandon it; that, while they may get

no good from it now, on account of its former usefulness it

should not be set aside. Just as soon as anything becomes an

impediment to one's growth, the obstacle should be removed;

otherwise there can be no real development. It is only as we

die to the things of the past and live to the things of the present

that we enter to any degree into the fulness of life. We should

not hamper our lives with traditions, but rather seek to make

a new way for ourselves. It will be a living way if we put our

real selves into it. Whatever we do, it will partake of our

own life and power. The past may have helped us to reach a

higher plane of thought and action, but if it does not assist us

in the present it has outlived its usefulness. It can no longer

be a part of ourselves.

We wish to adjust ourselves to life in the best possible way,

and we try to do this with the least possible effort—often mak-

ing serious mistakes. We think that it is our duty to satisfy,

in some measure, the people of the world about us. But we
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268 MIND.

another. What seems true to us to-day may be untrue on the
morrow.

Many people believe that, if they arrive at a certain de-
cision, “consistency” requires them steadfastly to maintain it.
We can only hold to a thing until we get something better.
When something larger comes into the life, the smaller thing
must go out. Yet we find many people tenaciously adhering
to old things while trying to lay hold on the new. They are

trying to balance themselves between two conditions. They
declare that, having derived benefit from the old in the past,
they have no desire to abandon it; that, while they may get
no good from it now, on account of its former usefulness it
should not be set aside. Just as soon as anythingbecomes an

impediment to one’s growth, the obstacle should be removed;
otherwise there can be no real development. It is only as we

die to the thingsof the past and live to the thingsof the present
thatwe enter to any degree into the fulness of life. We should
not hamper our lives with traditions, but rather seek to make
a new way for ourselves. It will be a living way if we put our

real selves into it. Whatever’we do, it will partake of our

own life and power. The past may have helped us to reach a

higher plane of thought and action, but if it does not assist us

in the present it has outlived its usefulness. It can no longer
be a part of ourselves. ‘

We wish to adjust ourselves to life in the best possible way,
and we try to do this with the least possible effort——often mak-
ing serious mistakes. \Ve think that it is our duty to satisfy.
in some measure, the people of the world about us. But we
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A man may make his own life free if he only will. We may

have the full freedom of life, but only in one way—through

knowledge of the truth and conformity thereto. That way

leads to peace. Coming into this freedom and peace, however,

we all may sound notes of discord; but this seems necessary in

the evolution of life. We should not be affected by what

others say or think; yet we should heed the voice of God

within our souls. If we are obedient to this, everything good

and true will come into the life. If we are consciously dis-

obedient we must accept the consequences of such disobedience.

That which to a certain degree is demanded of one may be

required to a much greater degree of another. We are all

in different stages of development; no two have developed

alike. All any one may be asked to do is to live up to his

highest knowledge—his loftiest ideal of life. If he does this

he is free, and if he refuses to do it he is in bondage.

Now, on the lower plane—in the valley—there are very

few requirements; but these must be met. The law of that

plane must be fulfilled. If we view life first from this physical

plane, and consider its demands—that one must be temperate,

kind, and considerate, to the extent of that plane's possibilities

—we shall bring about a state of mental poise and physical har-

mony. But the things required of a person living on the next

higher plane, where people think and reason about life's prob-

lems, are more varied; there are here more things to think

about. Such a person has entered into a higher knowledge

of life, which brings with it added responsibilities; and these

he cannot evade if he would be free. Freedom is essential to

perfect development. Where there is not freedom there is no

real growth. Many things are required of us on this higher

plane—something greater than kindness, and something

greater than temperance, as that term is commonly applied.

Ti :„ ii ±„™ „f AltiUnn" i a fr» think- Unrllv.
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Freedom-—IndividuaI and Universal. 269

A man may make his own life free if he only will. We may
have the full freedom of life, but only in one way—through
knowledge of the truth and conformity thereto. That way
leads to peace. Coming into this freedom and peace, however,
we all may sound notes of discord; but this seems necessary in
the evolution of life. We should not be affected by what
others say or think; yet we should heed the voice of God
within our souls. If we are obedient to this, everythinggood
and true will come into the life. If we are consciously dis-
obedient we must accept the consequences of such disobedience.
That which to a certain degree is demanded of one may be
required to a much greater degree of another. We are all
in different stages of development; no two have developed
alike. All any one may be asked to do is to live up to his
highest knowledge~—his loftiest ideal of life. If he does this
he is free, and if he refuses to do it he is in bondage.

Now, on the lower plane—in the va1ley—there are very
few requirements; but these must be met. The law of that
plane must be fulfilled. If we view life first from this physical
plane, and consider its demands-—thatone must be temperate,
kind, and considerate, to the extent of that plane's possibilities
—we shall bring about a state of mental poise and physical har-
mony. But the things required of a person living on the next

higher plane, where people think and reason about life's prob-
lems, are more varied; there are here more things to think
about. Such a person has entered into a higher knowledge
of life, which brings with it added responsibilities;and these
he cannot evade if he would be free. Freedom is essential to

perfect development. Where there is not freedom there is no

real growth. Many things are required of us on this higher
plane——something greater than kindness, and something
greater than temperance, as that term is commonly applied.
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spiritual, the requirements, we find, are vastly greater than

those of the other two combined. Knowledge of life on the

animal and mental planes is very partial. But we come to a

clearer and higher knowledge in the realm of the spirit. We

are required to know, first of all, in order to be free, that there

is but one authority in the universe; that is, God, as expressed

in the life of man. If one would speak out of the fulness

of his own life he must always depend on this Authority.

On the physical plane authority is required. There exists in

most minds the worship of symbols, wherein formal religion

got its first impetus. On the intellectual plane there is authority

—that of personalities, who formulate dogmas for others

to believe in. This may be legitimate on the purely mental

plane, but on the spiritual plane there is only one Authority.

We desire to be free spiritual beings. We wish to unfold to

all that is in us; but we cannot unfold to our highest and best

if we recognize any authority other than that of the divinity

within. There is where the real freedom of life is to be found.

"But," says some one, "in doing this we will have to live

in a way entirely different from the ways of the world—the

ways of others." "If any man be in Christ," said one, "he is a

new creature: old things are passed away." That is why all

things have become new to the dweller on the spiritual plane,

and why real authority is in man's own life. It is not some-

thing apart from man. So the new creature does not allow any

other soul to dictate as to what he shall think or do. The voice

of God in his own soul is his only criterion. There is no other

source of leadership: and when one determines to be led by

the spirit he comes into the only true freedom of life, remaining

no longer in bondage to the customs and forms of the world,

or to his own desires. The desire universal comes into his

mind, and he realizes for the first time that he is one with all
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spiritual, the requirements, we find, are vastly greater than
those of the other two combined. Knowledge of life on the
animal and mental planes is very partial. But we come to a

clearer and higher knowledge in the realm of the spirit. We
are required to know, first of all, in order to be free, that there
is but one authorityin the universe; that is, God, as expressed
in the life of man. If one would speak out of the fnlness
of his own life he must always depend on this Authority.
On the physical plane authority is required. There exists in
n1ost minds the worship of symbols, wherein formal religion
got its first impetus. On the intellectual plane there is authority
-that of personalities. who formulate dogmas for others
to believe in. This may be legitimate on the purely mental
plane, but on the spiritual plane there is only one Authority.
We desire to be free spiritual beings. We wish to unfold to
all that is in us; but we cannot unfold to our highest and best
.if we recognize any authorityother than that of the divinity
within. There is where the real freedom of life is to be found.

“But,” says some one, “in doing this we will have to live
in a way entirely different from the ways of the world—the
ways of others.” “If any man be in Christ,” said one, “he is a

new creature: old things are passed away.” That is why all
things have become new to the dweller on the spiritual plane,
and why real authority is in man’s own life. It is not some-

thingapart from man. So thenew creature does not allow any
other soul to dictate as to what he shall thinkor do. The voice
of God in his own soul is his only criterion. There is no other
source of leadership; and when one determines to be led by
the spirit he comes into the only true freedom of life, remaining
no longer in bondage to the customs and forms of the world,
or to his own desires. The desire universal comes into his
mind, and he realizes for the first time that he is one with all
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It is only as we lay hold on the new that we come into the

fulness of life. Many people look upon this as a sacrifice to the

world of their personal lives; yet it is only apparent at best. If

in relinquishing one thing we acquire a greater thing, there can

be no sacrifice. That is something that appeals to the mind

of the world, not to that of the spirit. The spiritual man is

above all sacrifice. He is superior to the storm and the tumult

of the world. He is not affected by its jealousy, deceit, and

hatred. He takes all things at their true valuation.

Is it not reassuring to feel that we have God working within

us to will and to do, and that we are equal to any emergency

that may present itself in our daily lives because of this inner

power? We place everything in God's care when we acknowl-

edge God in the life and choose to follow the dictates of our

own conscience. This is the one essential thing. We

can never satisfy "the world" no matter how hard we try to

conform to its opinions. When one sees that the task

is a hopeless one, what is the use of continuing the effort?

Let us conform to the best that is in our own lives, and we

will soon realize that our influence for good will be far greater

than any influence we might bring to bear when we try to

adjust our condition of life to the standards of others. Man

makes his outer world what he chooses to make it. We may

consciously and actually make this world just as bright and

beautiful a world as we wish to make it; but we cannot serve

God and also serve the world. "Where your treasure is, there

will your heart be also." If we desire to be God-like, and to

express outwardly all that we are inwardly, we must acknowl-

edge the power of God in the individual life by cooperating

with the divine process—by consciously working out the God-

olan nf life and so nlacine ourselves in at-one-ment therewith
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Freedom—Individual and Universal. 2 7 1

It is only as we lay hold on the new that we come into the
fulness of life. Many people look upon this as a sacrificeto the
world of their personal lives; yet it is only apparent at best. If
in relinquishing one thingwe acquire a greater thing,there can

be no sacrifice. That is something that appeals to the mind
of the world, not to that of the spirit. The spiritual man is
above all sacrifice. He is superior to the storm and the tumult
of the world. He is not affected by its jealousy, deceit, and
hatred. He takes all thingsat their true valuation.

Is it not reassuring to feel that we have God workingwithin
us to will and to do, and that we are equal to any emergency
that may present itself in our daily lives because of this inner
power? We place everything in God’s care when we acknowl-
edge God in the life and choose to follow the dictates of our

own conscience. This is the one essential thing. We
can never satisfy “the world” no matter how hard we try to
conform to its opinions. When one sees that the task
is a hopeless one, what is the use of continuing the effort?
Let us conform to the best that is in our own lives, and we

will soon realize that our influence for good will be far greater
than any influence we might bring to bear when we try to

adjust our condition of life to the standards of others. Man
makes his outer world what he chooses to make it. We may
consciously and actually make this world just as bright and
beautifula world as we wish to make it; but we cannot serve

God and also serve the world. “Where your treasure is, there
will your heart be also.” If we desire to be God-like, and to

express outwardly all that we are inwardly, we must acknowl-

edge the power of God in the individual life by cooperating
with the divine process-—by consciously working out the God-
Dlan nf,_life a (1 so nlacine‘ ourselves in at-one-ment therewith
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it, to be free. Sometimes, however, we know the truth and yet

are in bondage. Only as we be the truth—become one with

it—can there be any real freedom.

In all our spiritual aspirations there will be a thoroughly

harmonious breath action, whereby, starting from the center

of life, we may produce true vibration in both mind and body;

but this harmony does not end here. We look at a rose; it is a

beautiful thing. It occupies very little space, but on entering

the room that contains it we smell its perfume everywhere.

We sense the soul of the rose, just as, through knowledge of

the spiritual life, we apprehend God in our lives. We may ex-

hale a fragrance more sweet than any rose. Sometimes a weed

diffuses a disagreeable odor, and so from many human lives

there emanates a deleterious influence that is equally subtle.

It is because in many cases the individual knows, but fails

to act—fails to be. That produces a wrong vibration, which

disturbs his own mind and body and communicates inharmony

to others. It is true that some persons have the power to smell

the most delicate perfume while being unable to smell the most

disagreeable odors. This is because they have related them-

selves to their environment in the true way. To them, all

agreeable things will attract while disagreeable things will

repel. It all hinges on the question of relationship.

Some think this philosophy has a selfish aspect; but is it

not right to desire the beautiful things in life? Every indi-

vidual is doing more than living his own life: he is living for

others as well. If he can show a way to live other than the

ordinary way he should do so. If he can rise superior to the

discordant things of the world, he is not true to himself or to

his fellow-man if he fails to do so. We can make our lives just

what we will to make them, and by so doing we bring wider
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272 MIND.

it, to be free. Sometimes, however, we know the truth and yet
are in bondage. Only as we be the truth—become one with
it—can therebe any real freedom.

In all our spiritual aspirations there will be a thoroughly
harmonious breath action, whereby, starting from the center
of life, we may produce true vibration in both mind and body;
but this harmony does not end here. We look at a rose; it is a

beautiful thing. It occupies very little space, but on entering
the room that contains it we smell its perfume everywhere.
We sense the soul of the rose, just as, through knowledge of
the spiritual life, we apprehend God in our lives. We may ex-

hale a fragrance more sweet than any rose. Sometimes a weed
diffuses a disagreeable odor, and so from many human lives
there emanates a deleterious influence that is equally subtle.
It is because in many cases the individual knows, but fails
to act-—fails to be. That produces a wrong vibration, which
disturbs his own mind and body and communicates inharmony
to others. It is true that some persons have the power to smell
the most delicate perfume while being unable to smell the most

disagreeable odors. This is because they have related them-
selves to their environment in the true way. To them, all
agreeable things will attract while disagreeable things will
repel. It all hinges on the question of relationship.

Some think this philosophy has a selfish aspect; but is it
not right to desire the beautiful things in life? Every indi-
vidual is doing more than living his own life: he is living for
others as well. If he can show a way to live other than the
ordinary way he should do so. If he can rise superior to the
discordant -things of the world, he is not true to himself or to
his fellow-man if he fails to do so. We can make our lives just
what we will to make them, and by so doing we bring wider

Co glc
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passive contentment, and our minds are absorbed in things

that bring no spiritual gain, we will neither bring good into

the lives of others nor develop that quality in ourselves. If we

could realize the importance of this we would never radiate

any inharmonious atmosphere. We would begin at the

very heart of life and work toward the circumference, and

we would affect those about us in a thoroughly harmonious

way.

Through accepting the guidance of the higher impulses,

we think rightly through right feeling and breathe rightly

through right feeling and thinking. We cannot shape our lives

from any outer model. It is the creative power within that

makes all changes, even in the things about us. Persons not

satisfied with the present order seek to reform it. The first

step in any reformation is to conform to this inner law. We

should strive to change the outer through the inner. Thus do

we become thoroughly harmonious—in mind and body—and

avoid being led into bondage of any kind. We wish to be free

in the Christ—the Christ thought and order of life; for there is

a Christ order, which frees us from all the sin, sickness, and

slavery of the world. Obedience thereto enables us to rise

above the world and its limitations and to become a law unto

ourselves—a law that brings only that which is true and good

and pure into the mind. If we would avail ourselves of its

beneficence we must acknowledge its spiritual operation in

our individual lives. Thus shall we realize that we are children

of God and joint heirs with Christ, and that we have dominion

and power over all things.

We know that there have been lives which were beautiful

exceedingly, that there have been souls which were perfect in

their loviner obedience. And we are assured that for us also
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passive contentment, and our minds are absorbed in things
that bring no spiritual gain, we will neither bring good into
the lives of others nor develop that quality in ourselves. If we

could realize the importance of this we would never radiate
any inharmonious atmosphere. VVe would begin at the
very heart of life and work toward the circumference, and
we would affect those about us in a thoroughly harmonious
way.

Through accepting the guidance of the higher impulses,
we think rightly through right feeling and breathe rightly
through right feeling and thinking. We cannot shape our lives
from any outer model. It is the creative power within that
makes all changes, even in the things about us. Persons not
satisfied with the present order seek to reform it. The first
step in any reformation is to conform to this inner law. We
should strive to change the outer through the inner. Thus do
we become thoroughly harmonious—-in mind and body—and
avoid being led into bondage of any kind. We wish to be free
in the Christ—the Christ thought and order of life; for there is
a Christ order, which frees us from all the sin, sickness, and
slavery of the world. Obedience thereto enables us to rise
above the world and its limitations and to become a law unto
ourselves—a law that brings only that which is true and good
and pure into the mind. If we would avail ourselves of its
beneficence we must acknowledge its spiritual operation in
our individual lives. Thus shall we realize that we are children
of God and joint heirs with Christ, and that we have dominion
and power over all things.

IO-0'0-$0-O-O-OI

WE know that there have been lives which were beautiful
exceedingly, that there have been souls which were perfect in
their lcding ob dience. And we are assured that for us also
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THE WORK IN HAND.

BY ANNA J. GRANNISS.

The work in hand demands your earnest thought;

Mistakes made in some by-gone year, or day,

Have here no place, and half the ills they wrought

To-day's brave smile may help to shine away.

The work in hand—to do, to toil, to bear—

This is the hour may earn you a success;

If honest effort overtake your prayer,

Life may be crowned with conscious usefulness.

The work in hand! Have done with vain regret;—

You cannot serve with doubting backward gaze.

The work in hand requires you to forget

The faults and failures of your yesterdays.

The work in hand! Whatever may have been,

Though seven times seventy failures lie behind,

Be done with them—cut every link between

Them and the work you have in hand or mind.

You ask no man to tell you of his past:

It has no language you could understand;

You ask him not his future to forecast,

And only judge him by the work in hand.

You take him for the man he is to-day,

With this new morning shining in his face;

The work he has in hand—who dare gainsay?

His past is dead: his future hath not place.

So, when intrenched within your given field,

By present duties loyally you stand;
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THE WORK IN HAND.

BY ANNA J. GRANNISS.

The work in hand demands your earnest thought;
Mistakes made in some by-gone year, or day,

Have here no place,_and half the ills they wrought
To-day’s brave smile may help to shine away.

The work in hand—to do, to toil, to bear-
This is the hour may earn you a success;

If honest effort overtake your prayer,
Life may be crowned with conscious usefulness.

The work in hand! Have done with vain regret ;—
You cannot serve with doubting backward gaze.

The work in hand requires you to forget
The faults and failures of your yesterdays.

The work in hand! Whatever may have been,
Though seven times seventy failures lie behind,

Be done with them—cut every link between
Them and the work you have in hand or mind.

You ask no man to tell you of his past:
It has no language you could understand;

You ask him not his future to forecast,
And only judge him by the work in hand.

You take him for the man he is to-day,
With this new morning shining in his face;

The work he has in hand—who dare gainsay?
His past is dead: his future hath not place.

So, when intrenched within your given field,
By present duties loyallyyou stand;
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MIND—FINITE AND INFINITE.

BY C. DEAN.

Mind is the source of all knowledge;

Man is Mind:

Man is the source of all knowledge.

No thinker will dispute the statement that man is the center

from which all knowledge radiates. No one who has the power

of perception in its deeper penetrations can deny the fact, or

truth, that these radiations are never severed from creation.

"I am center and circumference, the beginning and the end

of principle," said the sage.

Science, which deals with laws, has traced their paths in

Nature with so keen a scent for aims and ends that, however

hidden their relations to the eye of sense, the center-energy

as manifested by the Solar Rays, in its duties of performing

Reason's dictation of the Law, has not escaped its observation.

Earth meekly obeys its commands, by deduction and induction

in their due season, receiving and giving service for the use of

Man—the God-Man.

He takes up the universe into himself, and appropriates

its life principle through his inner laboratory of intelligence.

He breathes the universal, invisible air with its precious portion

of oxygen, which this intelligent Workman wisely pours into

the vesicles of the lung and then absorbs into the red corpus-

cles of the blood, thus turning out useful energy, thought,

actions, and justice. This laboratory demands work. It has

an appetite, and calls for food, which is drawn and selected

frr»m iVir» al1-r/\tin A »>art1n Tf npprls it for the- blood, which
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MIND—FINITE AND INFINITE.

BY c. DEAN.

Mind is the source of all knowledge;
Man is Mind .'

Man is the source of all knowledge.
No thinkerwill dispute the statement that man is the center

from which all knowledge radiates. No one who has the power
of perception in its deeper penetrations can deny the fact, or

truth, that these radiations are never severed from creation.
“I am center and circumference, the beginning and the end
of principle,” said the sage.

Science, which deals with laws, has traced their paths in
Nature with so keen a scent for aims and ends that, however
hidden their relations to the eye of sense, the center—energy
as manifested by the Solar Rays, in its duties of performing
Reason’s dictation of the Law, has not escaped its observation.
Earth meekly obeys its commands, by deduction and induction
in their due season, receiving and giving service for the use of
Man—the God-Man.

He takes up the universe into himself, and appropriates
its life principle through his inner laboratory of intelligence.
He breathestheuniversal, invisible air with its precious portion
of oxygen, which this intelligent Workman wisely pours into
the vesicles of the lung and then absorbs into the red corpus-
cles of the blood, thus turning out useful energy, thought,
actions, and justice. This laboratory demands work. It has
an appetite, and calls for food, which is drawn and selected
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MIND.

verting it into muscle and nerve energy. Surely, here is a

kingdom of demand and supply! Man may sit on the throne,

if he will only accept His righteousness and enter into His

labors.

This centric force executes itself. When the simple law of

its recognition and submission is obeyed, possession follows.

But the line must not be crossed. The throne must not be aban-

doned, lest a fool usurp authority and indulge in his foolish

whims. Mind, or Man, leans on this inner Power and wel-

comes the Knowledge that comes to him, and which, in turn,

shines from him. It can be detected in the eye, the gait, the

word, and the kind and great deed.

Let us look up into the heavens, so called. Harmony pre-

vails. No wonder that astronomy is pronounced the greatest of

all sciences. Our sun, supposed to be one of the fifty thousand

stars, and seven hundred times larger than all the planets, keeps

its retinue moving in orbits around him by his own gravita-

tion, while the motion of each planet is affected with only small

irregularities caused by the attraction of all the others.

Swedenborg conceived gravitation to be only an external of

the irresistible attractions of affection and faith. The man of

deep perceptions sees correspondences everywhere. Even when

the sun is hidden by thick clouds, and the sky riven by sharp

strokes of lightning, while the roar of thunder cleaves the air,

the infinite man discerns a clearing of the atmosphere, and the

necessity of house cleaning in the moral world. So it is with

afflictions—that opening of the vision is secured, sympathies

broadened, and life made more forceful.

Thus is the mind held objectively. It is seen to be Law.

Law is Lord. Lord is Master. Let us be the master! But, in

order to be the master, the Law must be taken possession of by

Obedience. Then we have wisdom, power, and happiness.

TTnw shall this he arrnmnlisVi^H? Rv ntnnpm#»nt nr carrifi^p
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276 MIND.

verting it into muscle and nerve energy. Surely, here is a

kingdom of demand and supply! Man may sit on the throne,
if he will only accept His righteousness and enter into His
labors.

V

This centric force executes itself. When the simple law of
its recognition and submission is obeyed, possession follows.
But the line must not be crossed. The thronemust not be aban-
doned, lest a fool usurp authorityand indulge in his foolish
whims. Mind, or Man, leans on this inner Power and wel-
comes the Knowledge that comes to him, and which, in turn,
shines from him. It can be detected in the eye, the gait, the
word, and the kind and great deed.

Let us look up into the heavens, so called. Harmony pre—
vails. No wonder thatastronomy is pronounced the greatest of
all sciences. Our sun, supposed to be one of the fifty thousand
stars, and seven hundred times larger than all the planets, keeps
its retinue moving in orbits around him by his own gravita-
tion, while the motion of each planet is affected with only small
irregularities caused by the attraction of all the others.
Swedenborg conceived gravitation to be only an external of
the irresistible attractions of affection and faith. The man of
deep perceptions sees correspondences everywhere. Even when
the sun is hidden by thick clouds, and the sky riven by sharp
strokes of lightning, while the roar of thunder cleaves the air,
the infinite man discems a clearing of the atmosphere, and the
necessity of house cleaning in the moral world. So it is with
afflictions-—thatopening of the vision is secured. sympathies
broadened, and life made more forceful.

Thus is the mind held objectively. It is seen to be Law.
Law is Lord. Lord is Master. Let us be the master! But, in
order to be the master, the Law must be taken possession of by
Obedience. Then we have wisdom, power, and happiness.

arrnmnliclwrl? RV afnnprnpnf nr carrifirn
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Mind. Its principle is firmness, gentleness, and justice. It

executes its own laws. Will and Law are one. The first name

indicates positive force; the second, negative force—hence,

negative Unity. The first shows the Way, the second the

Truth. But never fear this Way, this Truth; for Love is the

fulfilment of the Law, and perfect Love casteth out fear.

Use is the potent energy of this trinity. Atonement once

accomplished, chaos assumes, or makes, its true appearance of

order. The new man finds a firm foothold; he has built his

house upon a rock. He feels the gentleness of the ways of

Providence, and sees justice where he once saw injustice. Hav-

ing lived, or rather stayed, long under the false opinion that

each one is a being in and for himself, and that every man's

hand is against another's, it will require great vigilance to keep

the eye single; for only the pure in heart can discern God. In

this stage of spiritual development much nutriment is needed.

The appetite is keen and craving for sustaining Light; but

whole truths, kneaded by wisdom only, will conquer the enemy

and give victory to the seeker after Peace.

Peace changes capacity into actuality. It is the concen-

trated will organized into character. When this new birth is

realized by the individual, the antagonism of his own will will

cease operations against the fortress of his abiding-place. He

will have a new understanding. It was one of the Immortals

who hunted down the secret and discovered that "self-help and

self-creation proceed from the same original power, which

works remotely in grandest and meanest structures by the same

design—works in a lobster or a mite-worm as a wise man

would if imprisoned in that poor form." This new understand-

ing reveals great power, where once was seen only inefficiency.

That cruel foe, circumstance, that you have stored up in your
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Mind—Fim'te and Infinite. 277

Mind. Its principle is firmness, gentleness, and justice. It
executes its own laws. Will and Law are one. The first name

indicates positive force; the second, negative force—hence,
negative Unity. The first shows the Way, the second the
Truth. But never fear this Way, this Truth; for Love is the
fulfilmentof the Law, and perfect Love casteth out fear.

Use is the potent energy of this trinity. Atonement once

accomplished, chaos assumes, or makes, its true appearance of
.

order. The new man finds a firm foothold; he has built his
house upon a rock. He feels the gentleness of the ways of
Providence, and sees justice where he once saw injustice. Hav-
ing lived, or rather stayed, long under the false opinion that
each one is a being in and for himself, and that every man’s
hand is against another’s, it will require great vigilance to-keep
the eye single; for only the pure in heart can discern God. In
this stage of spiritual development much nutriment is needed.
The appetite is keen and craving for sustaining Light; but
whole truths, kneaded by wisdom only, will conquer the enemy
and give victory to the seeker after Peace.

Peace changes capacity into actuality. It is the concen-

trated will organized into character. VVhen this new birth is
realized by the individual, the antagonism of his own will will
cease operations against the fortress of his abiding-place. He
will have a new understanding. It was one of the Immortals
who hunted down the secret and discovered that “self—help and
self-creation proceed from the same original power, which
works remotely in grandest and meanest structures by the same

design—works in a lobster or a mite-worm as a wise man

would if imprisoned in thatpoor form.” This new understand-
ing reveals great power, where once was seen only inefficiency.
That cruel foe, circumstance, that you have stored up in your
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MIND.

wrought in your life, and you are now ready to acknowledge

that, contrary to appearances, "an eternal, beneficent neces-

sity is always bringing things right, even though we should

fold our arms, which we cannot do, for our duty requires us

to be the very hands of this guiding sentiment and work in

the present moment."

As pure tone, or voice, consists in all the breath being con-

verted into,sound, so it is with the new man, or the new sys-

tem. The finite mind (mentality) should be translated into

the Great Mind, no element being reserved. Serve fully and

thou shalt be served. Respect this Master-Mind and it will

take all care from you. It created itself—self-activity—and it

distributes all activity. Trust this invincible authority. A wise

mm writes: "I have never until now dreamed that this under-

taking the entire management of my affairs was not commend-

able. I have never seen until now that it dwarfed me. But

now I see. I am representative of the whole; and the good of

the whole, or what I call the right, makes me invulnerable. An

invisible fence surrounds my being, which screens me from all

harm I will to resist."

This is the province of virtue;by enlargement of our powers

we control the elements. In poverty we are rich. By the ab-

sence of virtue, riches are mean, and gorgeous apparel assumes

a barbarous paint. The spoken sentence betrays the poverty

or riches of the man more than any other evidence. Cen-

trality alone obtains. Nothing less than the whole universe

satisfies the rational mind. No place but the center satisfies

the moral man; and no education but the true one imposes it-

self on the potential scholar. That great teacher, Epictetus,

observed clearly that "true education lies in learning to wish

things to be as they actually are; it lies in learning to distinguish
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278 MIND.

wrought in your life, and you are now ready to acknowledge
that, contrary to appearances, “an eternal, beneficent neces-

sity is always bringing things right, even though we should
fold our arms, which we cannot do, for our duty requires us

to be the very hands of this guiding sentiment and work in
the present moment.”

As pure tone, or voice, consists in all the breath being con-

verted into,sound, so it is with the new man, or the new sys-
tem. The finite mind (mentality) should be translated into
the Great Mind, no element being reserved. Serve fully and
thou shalt be served. Respect this Master-Mind and it will
take all care from you. It created itself—self-activity—and it
distributes all activity. Trust this invincibleauthority. A wise
man writes: “I have never until now dreamed that this under-
taking the entire management of my affairs was not commend-
able. I have never seen until now that it dwarfed me. But
now I see. I am representative of the whole; and the good of
the whole, or what I call the right, makes me invulnerable. An
invisible fence surrounds my being, which screens me from all
harm I will to resist.”

This is the province of virtue ;by enlargement of our powers
we control the elements. In poverty we are rich. By the ab-
sence of virtue, riches are mean, and gorgeous apparel assumes

a barbarous paint. The spoken sentence betrays. the poverty
or riches of the man more than any other evidence. Cen-
trality alone obtains. Nothing less than the whole universe
satisfies the rational mind. No place but the center satisfies
the moral man; and no education but the true one imposes it-
self on the potential scholar. That great teacher, Epictetus,
observed clearly that “true education lies in learning to wish
things to be as theyactuallyare ;it lies in learning todistinguish
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to lain dormant. They are the methods of Reason—the meth-

ods that gain victory over things. The teacher must enter the

"magic circle of relations," and study for health and harmony

in order that his duties may not be neglected. The great ob-

ject of education, rightly interpreted, is initiation into the

Grand Mind in which we live, move, and have our being. In

this way the schools would work in harmony with Divine Prov-

idence. Every child is born into the world with a determina-

tion, or polarity; in his mentality he brings his portion of dis-

tribution with him, but undeveloped. The intellect is a worker,

the force that develops and is developed. The mentality re-

ceives, memorizes, understands, and chooses what is its own.

Intellect is indefatigable; it does not make thoughts or

laws, but perceives them. It is perception. It is seeking after

things as they actually are. In every individual there is a re-

sponsive power of direction, which makes for truth and the

secret of God. Emerson writes and declares his views in

strong, practical terms, thus: "The world is delivered into

your hand on two conditions—not for property, but for use,

use according to the noble nature of the gifts; and not for toys,

not for self-indulgence. Things work to their ends, not to

yours, and will certainly defeat any adventurer who fights

against this ordination. The effort of men is to use them for

private ends." It shows us the world alive, guarded, incor-

ruptible.

The scholar is self-centered in the maze and confusion of

the world of sin, where the transgression of the law is a birth-

mark. His -duty is plain. In his vibrant center he stands able

to draw all men to their own, and to provide spiritual nourish-
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to lain dormant. They are the methods of Reason—the meth-
ods that gain victory over things. The teacher must enter the
“magic circle of relations,” and study for health and harmony
in order that his duties may not be neglected. The great ob-
ject of education, rightly interpreted, is initiation into the
Grand Mind in which we live, move, and have our being. In
this way the schools would work in harmony with Divine Prov-
idence. Every child is born into the world with a deterrnina-
tion, or polarity; in his mentality he brings his portion of dis-
tribution with him, but undeveloped. The intellect is a worker,
the force that develops and is developed. The mentality re-

ceives, mernorizes, understands, and chooses what is its own.

Intellect is indefatigable; it does not make thoughts or

laws, but perceives them. It is perception. It is seeking after
things as they actually are. In every individual there is a re-

sponsive power of direction, which makes for truth and the
secret of God. Emerson writes and declares his views in
strong, practical terms, thus: “The world is delivered into
your hand on two conditions—-not for property, but for use,
use according to the noble nature of the gifts; and not for toys,
not for self-indulgence. Things work to their ends, not to

yours, and will certainly defeat any adventurer who fights
against this ordination. The effort of men is to use them for
private ends.” It shows us the world alive, guarded, incor-
ruptible.

The scholar is self-centered in the maze and confusion of
the world of sin, where the transgression of the‘law is a birth-
mark. Hisduty is plain. In his vibrant center he stands able
to draw all men to their own, and to provide spiritual nourish-

pun . D

Go git:



280

MIND.

understood by the barbarians who accepted the cross but in-

terpreted the resurrection in the light of the Egyptians—as the

finite body. Not comprehending the spiritual law that works

in the eternal revelation of man with his essential environment,

they could not grasp that knowledge of the perpetual unfold-

ing of the Grand Mind. They were ignorant of the soul, which

never loses its invisible identity, although changing its exterior

from generation to generation. They are now laughing at their

own folly, and possibly never recognizing their own identity.

The soul is the center of the Grand Mind, and mentality

(or men) is its radiance. The centric energy is continually re-

vealing itself in the visible world as a self-active force. Mark

its changes in the aspect of the earth's surface. In harmonious

relation latent or potential forces have been aroused and quick-

ened into expression. Soul, following closely these positives,

puts them into use by such mechanical contrivances as their

law demands; consequently, primitive Nature grows into man-

hood and asserts its liberty and its right to conscious ease.

However, there are transgressors who rail at fortune and try

to bend the will of Divinity into their opinion, receiving noth-

ing but exhaustion for their pains. So hard, and yet so easy,

is the goal of salvation. They are too wise in their own conceit

to trust the God at the helm. They do not see. The wise man

looks, sees, and declares: "All I have seen teaches me to trust

the Creator for all I have not seen." Resting, he sees the un-

folding of the Great Mind.

O wondrous, majestic Mind! As we view thy harmonious

works through the window of Soul, as it expands the mental

vision, a feeling- of security and love fills us, and we know that
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understood by the barbarians who accepted the cross but in-
terpreted the resurrection in the light of the Egyptians——as the
finite body. Not comprehending the spiritual law that works
in theeternal revelation of man with his essential environment,
they could not grasp that knowledge of the perpetual unfold-
ing of theGrand Mind. They were ignorant of the soul, which
never loses its invisible identity, although changing its exterior
from generation to generation. They are now laughingat their
own folly, and possibly never recognizing their own identity.

The soul is the center of the Grand Mind, and mentality
(or men) is its radiance. The centric energy is continually re-

vealing itself in the visible world as a self—active force. Mark
its changes in the aspect of the earth's surface. In harmonious
relation latent or potential forces have been aroused and quick-
ened into expression. Soul, following closely these positives,
puts them into use by such mechanical contrivances as their
law demands; consequently, primitive Nature grows into man-

hood and asserts its liberty and its right to conscious ease.

However, there are transgressors who rail at fortune and try
to bend the will of Divinity into their opinion, receiving noth-
ing but exhaustion for their pains. So hard, and yet so easy,
is thegoal of salvation. They are too wise in their own conceit
to trust the God at the helm. They do not see. The wise man.
looks, sees, and declares: “All I have seen teaches me to trust
the Creator for all I have not seen.” Resting, he sees the un-

folding of the Great Mind.
0 wondrous, majestic Mind! As we view thy harmonious

works through the window of Soul, as it expands the mental
vision, a feeling of security and love fills us, and we know that
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THE NEW BIRTH.

BY HARRIET B. BRADBURY.

Spring is the resurrection time of the year. It is the

awakening time of slumbering vitality. Through all Nature

runs a thrill of life and hope—so strong, buoyant, and con-

tagious that the dullest mind must feel it, and the heart most

burdened with discouragement must experience at least a

momentary release from its prison-house of suffering.

An Easter gladness is in all the air; the songs of the return-

ing birds awake us in the morning; spicy odors from the

sweet, low-growing flowers of spring are wafted upon every

breeze; there is a changed quality in the atmosphere, through

which the sky seems of a different blue and the rain to fall

with a changed, a sweeter music. Everything proclaims of

Nature that she is "not dead, but sleepeth." And how delight-

ful it is to watch her awakening! First the new softness in the

air; then the bursting buds on trees and shrubs; then the

glimpses of green moss on old, weather-beaten trunks of trees;

then greening grass; then flowers—until at last the full

splendor of the spring-time bursts upon us, with its promise

of luxuriant fruitage as the summer ripens into autumn and

those tender blooms develop into the golden glories of fruit

and grain.

All this is a symbol. Nature is full of symbolisms as soon

as we have learned to see them; for all Nature is one, and that

which takes place in one form upon one plane of being is re-

peated in the higher manifestations of the planes above. Is

the awakening of the soul less beautiful or less rich

in dentil »nr l variptv of noetrv than this auicken-
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THE NEW BIRTH.

av HARRIET B. BRADBURY.

Spring is the resurrection time of the year. It is the
awakening time of slumbering vitality. Through all Nature
runs a thrillof life and hope—so strong, buoyant, and con-

tagious that the dullest mind must feel it, and the heart most
burdened with discouragement must experience at least a

momentary release from its prison-house of suffering.
An Easter gladness is in all the air; the songs of the return-

ing birds awake us in the morning; spicy odors from the
sweet, low-growing flowers of spring are wafted upon every
breeze; there is a changed quality in the atmosphere, through
which the sky seems of a different blue and the rain to fall
with a changed, a sweeter music. Everything proclaims of
Nature thatshe is “not dead, but sleepeth.” And how delight-
ful it is to watch her awakening! First the new softness in the
air; then the bursting buds on trees and shrubs; then the
glimpses of green moss on old, weather-beatentrunks of trees:
then greening grass; then flowers—until at last the full
splendor of the spring-time bursts upon us, with its promise
of luxuriant fruitage as the summer ripens into autumn and
those tender blooms develop into the golden glories of fruit
and grain.

All this is a symbol. Nature is full of syrnbolisms as soon

as we have learned to see them; for all Nature is one, and that
which takes place in one form upon one plane of being is re-

peated in the higher manifestations of the planes above. Is
the awakening of the soul less beautiful or less rich
111 varmtv of noetrv than this quicken-
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that quickened soul-consciousness which constitutes the

spiritual rebirth.

No creature below man can experience this change; no

human being who has not known sin—yes,and shame and peni-

tence and desperate soul-hunger—can know what it means

to be born of water and of the Spirit. All must come to it at

last—some time, somewhere; for without it, Christ says, we

cannot see the kingdom of heaven. That kingdom is to be

found within the soul; it is the recognition of our true rela-

tion to God. What is commonly known as "conversion" can-

not always be this awakening; it is simply the first step in

seeking the kingdom; it is the entering upon the Path; it is

the turning in the right direction and beginning to learn.

No one is to be blamed for not having gone further than that;

for, if that first step be sincerely taken, the rest is sure to come

as soon as one has become sufficiently developed.

The conditions and the manner of the New Birth cannot

be strictly defined. It may come suddenly; it may come slowly;

or the development may have been partial at one time and sup-

plementary at another, making it impossible to analyze or

mark off the stages, so that one can confidently say, "At this

point I passed from death unto life." "The wind bloweth

where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst

not tell whence it cometh or whither it goeth: so is every one

that is born of the Spirit." Paul speaks of the growth that

precedes the perfect realization as the time "until Christ be

formed in you"; and he declares his work for his converts to

be the development of this Christ-consciousness within them.

But we are not, therefore, to conclude that it is not to be at-

tained in this life. Paul seems to have reached it in one sud-
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282 MIND.

that quickened soul-consciousness which constitutes the
spiritual rebirth.

No creature below man can experience this change; no

human beingwho has not known sin—yes,and shame and peni-
tence and desperate soul-hunger—can know what it means

to be born of water and of the Spirit. All must come to it at

last—some time, somewhere; for without it, Christ says, we

cannot see the kingdom of heaven. That kingdom is to be
found within the soul; it is the recognition of our true rela-
tion to God. What is commonly known as “conversion” can-

not always be this awakening; it is simply the first step in
seeking the kingdom; it is the entering upon the Path; it is
the turning in the right direction and beginning to learn.
No one is to be blamed for not having gone further than that;
for, if that first step be sincerely taken, the rest is sure to come

as soon as one has become sufficiently developed.
The conditions and the manner of the New Birth cannot

be strictlydefined. It may come suddenly; it may come slowly;
or the development may have been partial at one time and sup-
plementary at another, _making it impossible to analyze or

mark off the stages, so that one can confidently say, “At this
point I passed from death unto life.” “The wind bloweth
where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst
not tell whence it cometh or whither it goeth: so is every one

that is born of the Spirit.” Paul speaks of the growth that
precedes the perfect realization as the time “until Christ be
formed in you”; and he declares his work for his converts to
be the development of this Christ-consciousness within them.
But we are not, therefore, to conclude that it is not to be at-
tained in this life. Paul seems to have reached it in one sud-
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The New Birth.

and wherein is it different from any other change in the proc-

ess of soul growth? To those who have experienced it, it is

more easily understood than described. It is a transformation,

a change in the point of view. The whole world—nay, the

universe—is transformed to us. Our own lives especially are

transformed, so that we see all our experiences in their eternal

and spiritual relations, and we ourselves become personally

conscious of—acquainted with—our God.

Acquainted with God! The phrase has a strange sound;

yet most of us who come into this realization have to confess

that we thought we knew Him long ago. We thought that

what we had of communion with Him was all that we could ex-

pect on this side of the grave. We were seeking "a better

country; that is, an heaveniy," but we did not hope to find

it until after we had passed the gates of death. We entirely

misunderstood Christ's words; indeed, we felt that much of

what he said was "mysterious," and we wondered sometimes

whether the record was correct and he really did promise such

rewards to those who should pray with faith, or whether it

was all mere symbolism, referring to certain ill-defined spirit-

ual experiences. Some of us even went so far as to doubt

whether Christ himself was not a visionary enthusiast, and

whether he ever really wrought the works of healing and the

other wonders attributed to him. But all these doubts, which

nip like frost the tender growths of love and faith, still leave

humanity with a deep, unconquerable belief in God's goodness,

and a deep, inexplicable love for Jesus the Christ. Inexplic-

able? Yes, until one learns to see that the root of it lies fixed

in that intuitive perception of truth which enabled the heart to

rprnfrni7p that whirh flip intellect flatlv denied : i p.. that Christ
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The Nea’: Birth. 283

and wherein is it different from any other change in the proc-
ess of soul growth? To those who have experienced it, it is
more easilyunderstood than described. It is a tran-sformation,
a change in the point of view. The whole world—nay, the
universe—is transformed to us. Our own lives especially are

transformed, so that we see all our experiences in their eternal
and spiritual relations, and we ourselves become personally
conscious of——acquainted with—our God.

Acquainted with God! The phrase has a strange sound;
yet most of us who come into this realization have to confess
that we thought we knew Him long ago. We thought that
what we had of communion with Him was all thatwe could ex-

pect on this side of the grave. We were seeking “a better
country; that is, an heavenly,” but we did not hope to find
it until after we had passed the gates of death. We entirely
misunderstood Christ’s words; indeed, we felt that much of
what he said was “mysterious,” and we wondered sometimes
whether the record was correct and he really did promise such
rewards to those who should pray with faith, or whether it
was all mere symbolism, referring to certain ill-defined spirit-
ual experiences. Some of us even went so far as to doubt
whether Christ himself was not a visionary enthusiast, and
whether he ever really wrought the works of healing and the
other wonders attributed to him. But all these doubts, which
nip like frost the tender growths of love and faith, still leave
humanity with a deep, unconquerable belief in God’s goodness,
and a deep, inexplicable love for Jesus the Christ. Inexplic-
able? Yes, until one learns to see that the root of it lies fixed
in that intuitive perception of truth which enabled the heart to
recnorniwp that \Jvi1i(‘l1 H19 intellect flatlv denied: i_e._ that Christ

Co 816



284

MIND.

Where is this Lord of our life, that we might find him and

receive the blessing which others tell us they have found—yes,

which we can see by their changed lives that they have found?

He is within our own souls, waiting to be recognized, knock-

ing at the door; he is the divine nature within us. When we

have found him, we have placed ourselves in harmony with

the great current of universal progress; our wills have become

consciously one with the Higher Will, and a share in the very

power of God is given us. But this means the losing of self.

Every one that clings to self is ignoring the Christ. The

righteousness of self, as well as the sins of self, stands in his

way. Everything that belongs to personal desire, personal

pride, or personal satisfaction is a part of the hard shell that

must some day be broken and cast aside, that the divine within

it may come forth. Sometimes the life-germ slumbers long,

and the outer shell seems beautiful and satisfactory; sometimes

the shell seems to give room enough for considerable develop-

ment within itself, and sometimes it breaks easily and falls

away unnoticed. But occasionally we find the mighty power

of a growing inner life racking and beating the outer until,

with agonizing throes, the personal self is at last surrendered

and the glad, free life of a new-born soul begins.

It matters little what the former life has been, from the

point of view of mere propriety. The one question is, What

preparation has it been making for the coming of its Lord?

The outwardly righteous life may have in its very self-satis-

faction the hardest possible difficulty to overcome. It is the

consciousness of need that opens the soul to a recognition of

the divine. Christ's offer is only to the hungry and thirsty.
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Where is this Lord of our life, that we might find him and
receive the blessing which others tell us they have found—yes,
which we can see by their changed lives that they have found?
He is within our own souls, waiting to be recognized, knock-
ing at the door; he is the divine nature within us. When we

have found him, we have placed ourselves in harmony with
the great current of universal progress; our wills have become
consciously one with the Higher Will, and a share in the very
power of God is given us. But this means the losing of self.
Every one that clings to self is ignoring the Christ. The
righteousness of self, as well as the sins of self, stands in his
way. Everything that belongs to personal desire, personal
pride, or personal satisfaction is a part of the hard shell that
must some day be broken and cast aside, that the divine within
it may come forth. Sometimes the life-germ slumbers long,
and the outer shell seems beautifuland satisfactory; sometimes
the shell seems to give room enough for considerable develop-
ment within itself, and sometimes it breaks easily and falls
away unnoticed. But occasionally we find the mighty power
of a growing inner life racking and beating the outer until,
with agonizing throes, the personal self is at last surrendered
and the glad, free life of a new—born soul begins.

It matters little what the former life has been, from the
point of view of mere propriety. The one question is, What
preparation has it been making for the coming of its Lord?
The outwardly righteous life may have in its very self-satis-
faction the hardest possible difliculty to overcome. It is the
consciousness of need that opens the soul to a recognition of
the divine. Christ’s offer is only to the hungry and thirsty.
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the best of us know but in part and prophesy in part. Know

only that when that which is perfect is come, then that which

is in part shall be done away. Await the revelations of the

Spirit of Truth within you. Wait patiently, expectantly, in

child-like trust, condemning no man, hoping ever, "waiting

for the adoption, to wit, the redemption of our body." Chan-

ning has beautifully described this teachable, open-minded

attitude in the following words: "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 cheerfully, do all

bravely, await occasions, hurry never; in a word, to let the

spiritual, unbidden and unconscious, grow up through the

common—this is to be my symphony."

UFE'S DAY.

When over earth's fair face the dusky shadows creep,

The glow and color of an autumn day will linger

In leafy, luminous branches of some stately tree.

Only the strong and fine can hold the glory so;

Faint shades of weaker things are silenced in the gloom.

Thus is the spirit's story told in fading leaf.

If from life's day we gather from its wealth and glory,

When shadows of the passing life come surely on,

Through the dim unknown with light unquenched the Spirit

shines.

Anna Josephine Ingersoll.

Goodness is the life of harmony with the eternal conditions

which spring from the being of God; and blessedness (the pure

anH nprfprt Vianniness'l is the feeling of that harmonv in the life.
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the best of us know but in part and prophesy in part. Know
only that when that which is perfect is come, then that which
is in part shall be done away. Await the revelations of the
Spirit of Truth within you. Wait patiently, expectantly, in
child—like trust, condemning no man, hoping ever, “waiting
for the adoption, to wit, the redemption of our body.” Chan-
ning has beautifully described this teachable, open-minded
attitude in the following words: “To study hard, thinkquietly,
talk gently, act frankly; to listen to stars and birds, to babes
and sages, with open heart; to bear all cheerfully, do all
bravely, await occasions, hurry never; in a word, to let the
spiritual, unbidden and unconscious, grow up through the
common——this is to be my symphony.”

 

LlFE’S DAY.

When over earth’s fair face the dusky shadows creep,
The glow and color of an autumn day will linger
In leafy, luminous branches of some stately tree.

Only the strong and fine can hold the glory so;
Faint shades of weaker things are silenced in the gloom.
Thus is the spirit’s story told in fading leaf.
If from life's day we gather from its wealth and glory,
When shadows of the passing life come surely on,
Through the dim unknown with light unquenched the Spirit

shines.
ANNA JOSEPHINE INGERSOLL.

 

GOODNESS is the life of harmony with the eternal conditions
which spring from the being of God; and blessedness (the pure
and nm-for-t hanninessl is the feeling of that harmonv in the life.
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

By Isabella Ingalese.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE WOMAN'S DRESS REFORM.

The same evening I found Mata quite excited about the

new society. It was to be called the "Woman's Dress Reform,"

and she had spent a good portion of the day in planning a set of

resolutions which all the ladies were to sign,—after her little

speech had been made,—and then the badges were to be de-

signed and ordered at once. She had arranged for everything,

except the disappointment that I knew was coming. But I

could not discourage the poor child when she seemed so confi-

dent of success, and, since it had never occurred to her innocent

soul that women loved the things she thought so terrible, there

was no way to convince her of the truth but to let her have the

experience necessary to teach the lesson.

She had meditated upon the subject and had concluded

that the cause of the evil was thoughtlessness; therefore, she

considered it her duty to assume the responsibility of helping

her sisters into the right line of thinking. So the invitations

had been sent out that morning, and the ladies were to meet the

next afternoon.

Wishing to be a silent and unsuspected witness at the

gathering, I made arrangements to come home early the fol-

lowing day, and Mata entered with childish delight into the

plan of hiding me among the draperies in a bow window behind

a snfa.
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

Bv ISABELLA INGALESE.

CHAPTER XVII.
THE woMAN’s DRESS REFORM.

The same evening I found Mata quite excited about the
new society. It was to be called the “Woman’s Dress Reform,”
and she had spent a good portion of the day in planning a set of
resolutions which all the ladies were to sign,——after her little
speech had been made,—and then the badges were to be de-
signed and ordered at once. She had arranged for everything,
except the disappointment that I knew was coming. But I
could not discourage the poor child when she seemed so confi-
dent of success, and, since it had never occurred to her innocent
soul that women loved the things she thought so terrible, there
was no way to convince her of the truth but to let her have the
experience necessary to teach the lesson.

She had meditated upon the subject and had concluded
that the cause of the evil was thoughtlessness; therefore, she
considered it her duty to assume the responsibilityof helping
her sisters into the right line of thinking. So the invitations
had been sent out thatmorning, and the ladies were to meet the
next afternoon.

Wishing to be a silent and unsuspected witness at the
gathering, I made arrangements to come home early the fol-
lowing day, and Mata entered with childish delight into the
plan of hiding me among the draperies in a bow window behind
2 sofa.
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little speech, in order that the dilatory ones would not be unin-

formed concerning her plans. The eagerness of some of the

visitors was great, as was indicated by the conversation of two

of the most fashionable ladies present, who sat upon the sofa

behind which I was hidden. They whispered and talked in an

undertone about this funny idea of Mrs. Bennet's, wondered

what she had to tell, and finally decided that it must be some-

thing about the doctor.

When Mata arose and politely asked the ladies to give

her their attention, the murmur of voices ceased and all eyes

were turned toward her. Plunging at once into the subject

so near her heart, she said:

"Ladies, I have invited you here this afternoon to lay be-

fore you for consideration a plan for reforming the present

style of evening dresses—which is as shocking to you as it is to

me, I have no doubt. Last night, for the first time in my life,

I attended a theater, and the exposure of limbs and bosoms

there was something terrible. Many of you were present and

were equally shocked, I expect. Now, if the ladies in the best

social circles will set the example of modest dressing and frown

upon all women who make an improper display of their per-

sons, the professional women will soon follow their ex-

ample and change their mode of dress.

"You must realize that we are responsible for our influence;

and you, ladies, are much more responsible than those who

fill the more humble positions in life, because you are looked

to as models of propriety and fashion by those who stand

socially below you. Every woman exerts some kind of in-

fluence, either good or bad; therefore, it seems to me, we

should be very careful what we do.

"The first point I wish to touch upon is your own families.

If you dress in an immodest manner you are not only setting
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little speech, in order that the dilatory ones would not be unin-
formed concerning her plans. The eagerness of some of the
visitors was great, as was indicated by the conversation of two
of the most fashionable ladies present, who sat upon the sofa
behind which I was hidden. They whispered and talked in an

undertone about this funny idea of Mrs. Bennet’s, wondered
what she had to tell, and finally decided that it must be some-

thingabout the doctor.
When Mata arose and politely asked the ladies to give

her their attention, the murmur of voices ceased and all eyes
were turned toward her. Plunging at once into the subject
so near her heart, she said:

“Ladies, I have invited you here this afternoon to lay be-
fore you for consideration a plan for reforming the present
styleof evening dresses-—which is as shocking to you as it is to

me, I have no doubt. Last night, for the first time in my life,
I attended a theater, and the exposure of limbs and bosoms
there was something terrible. Many of you were present and
were equally shocked, I expect. Now, if the ladies in the best
social circles will set the example of modest dressing and frown
upon all women who make an improper display of their per-
sons, the professional women will soon follow their ex-

ample and change their mode of dress.
“You must realize thatwe are responsible for our influence;

and you, ladies, are much more responsible than those who
fill the more humble positions in life, because you are looked
to as models of propriety and fashion by those who stand
socially below you. Every woman exerts some kind of in-
fluence, either good or bad; therefore, it seems to me, We

should be very careful what we do.
“The first point I wish to touch upon is your own families.

If ou dress in an immodest manner you are not only setting
.0 8C
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naked condition, naturally do not see the harm of visiting

places where women make merchandise of the same kind of ex-

posures. Your husbands, seeing you improperly dressed,

become possessed of the mistaken idea that all women are

alike, and they soon learn to find as much pleasure in the

society of our unwise and unfortunate sisters as they do in

your own. I could call your attention to many other evils

arising from the great mistake women are making in their

present mode of dressing; but I am sure it is unnecessary, for

you can see as well as I the necessity for this reform. I have

here a few resolutions, and after reading them to you the op-

portunity will be given to everybody to sign them, and then

we will plan our badges and begin to set these wrongs right."

Mata then read as follows:

"Rules for Woman's Dress Reform.

"We, the undersigned, resolve to abolish all manner of immodest dress-

ing, and to regard with disfavor all women who persist in it.

"There shall be no sleeveless gowns worn by any member of this so-

ciety.

"All corsages shall be high in the neck and large enough at the waist to

allow the wearer to put on her own rubbers and pick up her own hand-

kerchief.

"Crinolines shall be abolished, and all gowns be made as light as possi-

ble by an entire absence of heavy canvas linings.

"Long trains shall be discarded, and no dress shall 'sweep' more than

three inches, thereby avoiding discomfort to the wearer and also to those

who dance or walk with her.

"Princess gowns shall be preferred, but shall not be made obligatory,

for members; and only those who can do so will be expected to wear

them."

"Now, ladies," said Mata, "here are the rules we are to

adopt, and you may sign them at once; here are pen and ink."

Not a woman stirred. Mata waited for several moments,
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288 MIND.

naked condition, naturally do not see the harm of visiting
places where women make merchandise of the same kind of ex-

posures. Your husbands, seeing you improperly dressed,
become possessed of the mistaken idea that all women are

alike, and they soon learn to find as much pleasure in the
society of our unwise and unfortunate sisters as they do in
your own. I could call your attention to many other evils
arising from the great mistake women are making in their
present mode of dressing; but I am sure it is unnecessary, for
you can see as well as I the necessity for this reform. I have
here a few resolutions, and after reading them to you the op-
portunity will be given to everybody to sign them, and then
we willplan our badges and begin to set these wrongs right.”

Mata then read as follows:
“Rule: for Wonion’: Dress Reform.

“We, the undersigned, resolve to abolish all manner of immodest dress-
ing, and to regard with disfavor all women who persist in it.

“There shall be no sleeveless gowns worn by any member of this so-

ciety.
“All corsages shall be high in the neck and large enough at the waist to

allow the water to put on her own rubbers and pick up her own hand-
kerchief.

“Crinolines shall be abolished, and all gowns be made as light as possi-
ble by an entire absence of heavy canvas linings.

“Long trains shall be discarded, and no dress shall ‘sweep’ more than
three inches, thereby avoiding discomfort to the wearer and also to those
who dance or walk with her.

“Princessgowns shall be preferred, but shall not be made obligatory,
for members; and only those who can do so will be expected to wear

them.”

“Now, ladies,” said Mata, “here are the rules we are to

adopt, and you may sign them at once; here are pen and ink.”
Not a woman stirred. Mata waited for several moments,
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I could not resist the temptation to peep between the cur-

tains. Mata was still waiting, with a flush upon her cheeks

and an expression in her eyes that indicated a feeling of in-

dignation and surprise. Five minutes more passed, and still

no one offered an opinion. Mata tapped upon the table and

exclaimed: "Ladies! Will you please express yourselves in

some way?"

Not a word of reply did she receive, and at last, turning

to old Mrs. Dalrymple, she asked for her views on the

subject. The lady slowly rose from her chair, and, after re-

gaining her breath, said:

"Of course, I understand that our hostess means well by

trying to organize such a society; but I don't see how it is pos-

sible or practicable, because we have always been accustomed

to wearing our dresses as we do, since we were first introduced

into society. Such a plan would cause us no end of trouble,

our gowns being all made in that fashion, and we should re-

quire new waists to our skirts—and the materials in many

cases we could not match. I don't see anything objectionable

in the low-cut corsages; they are pretty and modest enough.

If a woman has bones and blemishes it is all very well to hide

them under a high-necked and long-sleeved dress; but if she

has a pretty bosom and arms I can't see the harm in showing

them. Those things are a girl's stock in trade. That's how

they get their husbands. Doesn't a man desire to know what

he is marrying—whether flesh and blood or cotton and bones?

I am expressing my own opinion, but believe it is also the

opinion of every guest present; but perhaps we had better

take a vote upon it."

Mata's face was a study, and after Mrs. Dalrymple sat

down she orooosed that a vote should be taken. With smiles
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I could not resist the temptation to peep between the cur-

tains. Mata was still waiting, with a flush upon her cheeks
and an expression in her eyes that indicated a feeling of in-
dignation and surprise. Five minutes more passed, and still
no one offered an opinion. Mata tapped upon the table and
exclaimed: “Ladies! Will you please express yourselves in
some way?”

Not a word of reply did she receive, and at last, turning
to old Mrs. Dalrymple, she asked for her views on the
subject. The lady slowly rose from her chair, and, after re-

gaining her breath, said:
“Of course, I understand that our hostess means well by

trying to organize such a society; but I don't see how it is pos-
sible or practicable, because we have always been accustomed
to wearing our dresses as we do, since we were first introduced
into society. Such a plan would cause us no end of trouble,
our gowns being all made in that fashion, and we should re-

quire new waists to our skirts-—and the materials in many
cases we could not match. I don’t see anythingobjectionable
in the low-cut corsages ; they are pretty and modest enough.
If a woman has bones and blemishes it is all very well to hide
them under a high-necked and long-sleeved dress; but if she
has a pretty bosom and arms I can't see the harm in showing
them. Those things are a girl’s stock in trade. That’s how
they get their husbands. Doesn't a man desire to know what
he is marrying—whetherflesh and blood or cotton and bones?
I am expressing my own opinion, but believe it is also the
opinion of every guest present; but perhaps we had better
take a vote upon it.”

Mata’s face was a study, and after Mrs. Dalrymple sat
down she pro sed that a vote should be taken. With smiles
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"Those contrary will please say 'no,' " said Mata.

A poor little old maid over in a corner had the courage

to say "no," very faintly. The situation was ridiculous, and

many of the ladies smiled; others giggled outright. My wife

was completely nonplused, and I pitied her deeply in this dis-

appointment. Recovering her composure in a few moments,

however, she once more called the company to order and ad-

dressed them:

"Ladies, I am very sorry to see you take this view of so

serious a matter. I hoped you would all sign these resolutions,

for in this manner we could form the nucleus of a grand reform

in society—which is very needful; but if you will not join me

I shall sign it myself, if I have to be the sole member."

Taking the pen, Mata signed her whole name with as much

seriousness as if the document were the Declaration of Inde-

pendence—and indeed it was a declaration against the tyran-

nical yoke of fashion, which grinds and presses its subjects

sometimes to the verge of madness and ruin. Then she looked

over at the elderly maiden who had voted with her and held

out the pen. The little woman stepped bravely forward and

wrote her name below my wife's. Mata thanked and told her

how heartily she appreciated the courage she had shown in

taking this step, and expressed a wish to know her better.

The two ladies who sat on the sofa before me then began

whispering, and Mrs. Chapmon said:

"The little fool! She has no figure anyhow, and it doesn't

matter whether she wears a low-necked dress or not."

"But how about Mrs. Bennet?" asked Mrs. Merritt, her

companion.

"Well, she seems to have a figure, but nobody knows

whether it is all made up or not. Maybe her neck and arms

are not white; perhaps she has blemishes or something—you
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“Those contrary will please say ‘no,’ ” said Mata.
A poor little old maid over in a corner had the courage

to say “no,” very faintly. The situation was ridiculous, and
many of the ladies smiled; others giggled outright. My wife
was completely nonplused, and I pitied her deeply in this dis-
appointment. Recovering her composure in a few moments,
however, she once more called the company to order and ad-
dressed them:

“Ladies, I am very sorry to see you take this view of so

serious a matter. I hoped you would all sign these resolutions,
for in thismanner we could form thenucleus of a grand reform
in society—which is very needful; but if you will not join me

I shall sign it myself, if I have to be the sole member.”
Taking the pen, Mata signed her whole name with as much

seriousness as if the document were the Declaration of Inde-
pendence-—and indeed it was a declaration against the tyran-
nical yoke of fashion, which grinds and presses its subjects
sometimes to the verge of madness and ruin. Then she looked
over at the elderly maiden who had voted with her and held
out the pen. The little woman stepped bravely forward and
wrote her name below my wife’s. Mata thanked and told her
how heartily she appreciated the courage she had shown in
taking this step, and expressed a wish to know her better.

The two ladies who sat on the sofa before me then began
whispering, and Mrs. Chapmon said:

“The little fool! She has no figure anyhow, and it doesn’t
matter whether she wears a low—necked dress or not.”

“But how about Mrs. Bennet?” asked Mrs. Merritt, her
companion.

“Well, she seems to have a figure, but nobody knows
whether it is all made up or not. Maybe her neck and arms

are not‘ white perhaps she has blemishes or something—youLL) 8 C
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at that moment, and afterward she entertained the company

with music. While drinking their coffee the ladies again began

criticizing and saying spiteful things about my wife. Mrs.

Chapmon said to her companion, while she crumbled her cake:

"Do you know, my dear, I believe Mrs. Bennet's yellow

hair has been bleached to that peculiar shade? If you will ob-

serve, her eyebrows and lashes are dark, and her eyes are of

that strange shade of pansy-purple one seldom sees. I have

heard that belladonna dropped into the eyes in small quan-

tities will give an ordinary blue eye that color and add extra

brightness to it. I don't know that Mrs. Bennet does that, you

know; but I'm perfectly certain her hair has been tampered

with, because it is so unnatural and not at all in correspondence

with her eyebrows and eyelashes."

"Yes," said her companion, "I've thought of it myself, and

have looked to see if there were any streaks. I couldn't find

any, but I presume, if it were undone, they could be found."

"I think her complexion too clear to be natural," said

Mrs. Chapmon. "I know she does not use powder, for I have

looked closely to see; but I expect it is due to those arsenic

wafers that so many silly girls are taking."

"Do you suppose the doctor knows what a fraud she may be

perpetrating upon him?" asked the other lady.

"Oh, no, probably not; he is so desperately in love with

her—and then he is so much older than she that it is an easy

matter to fool him."

"What is the matter with the doctor, anyway?" asked Mrs.

Merritt.

"Oh, he's queer and always was; he has the strangest

ideas about virtue and propriety—a regular old Betty! I

never saw a man like him. Do you know, I once heard him

sav he thought virtue was as admirable in a man as in a
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at that moment, and afterward she entertained the company
withmusic. While drinking their coffee the ladies again began
criticizing and saying spiteful things about my wife. Mrs.
Chapmon said to her companion, while she crumbled her cake:

“Do you know, my dear, I believe Mrs. Bennet’s yellow
hair has been bleached to that peculiar shade’? If you will ob-
serve, her eyebrows and lashes are dark, and her eyes are of
that strange shade of pansy-purple one seldom sees. I have
heard that belladonna dropped into the eyes in small quan-
tities will give an ordinary blue eye that color and add extra

brightness to it. I don't know that Mrs. Bennet does that, you
know; but I’m perfectly certain her hair has been tampered
with, because it is so unnatural and not at all in correspondence
with her eyebrows and eyelashes.”

“Yes,” said her companion, “I’ve thought of it myself, and
have looked to see if there were any streaks. I couldn’t fin'd
any, but I presume, if it were undone, theycould be found.”

“I think her complexion too clear to be natural,” said
Mrs. Chapmon. “I know she does not use powder, for I have
looked closely to see; but I expect it is due to those arsenic
wafers that so many silly girls are taking.”

“Do you suppose the doctor knows what a fraudshe may be
perpetrating upon him?” asked theother lady.

“Oh, no, probably not; he is so desperately in love with
her—and then he is so much older than she that it is an easy
matter to fool him.”

“What is the matter with the doctor, anyway?” asked Mrs.
Merritt.

“Oh, he's queer and always was; he has the strangest
ideas about virtue and propriety—a regular old Betty! I
never saw a man like him. Do you know, I once heard him

setghe tlrqught virtue was as admirable in a man as in a
uk) 8 6.
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"No; do tell me about it," her companion said, eagerly.

"Well, some time I will, but not now. It was the most

ridiculous thing I ever heard of. He was heard to say that he

should consider himself everlastingly disgraced if found guilty

of marrying a woman just for money, and a whole lot more

rubbish that I can't remember—and that everybody laughed

at. Do you know, my dear, there were lots of men in town

who would have been proud to have Arabella Smythe fall in

love with them; but he behaved like a ninny and did all sorts of

things. I'll tell you all about it some time, if you'll remind

„ 99

me.

"I don't believe he's any better than other men; they're

all alike, my dear—all alike! But he just wants to pose as a

model of virtue, that's all."

I was greatly amused at the opinions these two ladies en-

tertained about my wife and myself, and realized that the old

saying was indeed true—"eaves-droppers never hear any good

of themselves." Just then Mata came over to the sofa and

asked the ladies to have some refreshments. They declined,

but thanked her very sweetly for her thoughtful kindness,

praised the coffee, and declared the cake delicious. After she

had turned away Mrs. Chapmon said:

"This coffee is vile. If I hadn't a cook who could do better

than this I would send her about her business."

"I know it," said Mrs. Merritt, "and the cake is horrid. I

do believe it was shortened with stale butter or lard—it has

such a queer taste."

Some of the ladies now began saying good-by, and Mrs.

Chapmon said:

"Well, I suppose the thing is over, because all the rest are

leaving; so we must go too. Now, when you shake hands

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

292 MIND.

“No ; do tell me about it,” her companion said, eagerly.
“Well, some time I will, but not now. It was the most

ridiculous thing I ever heard of. He was heard to say that he
should consider himself everlastinglydisgraced if found guilty
of marrying a woman just for money, and a whole lot more

rubbish that I can’t remernber—and that everybody laughed
at. Do you know, my dear, there were lots of men in town
who would have been proud to have Arabella Smythe fall in
love with them; but he behaved like a ninny and did all sorts of
things. I’ll tell you all about it some time, if you'll remind
me.”

“I don’t believe he's any better than other men; they’re
all alike, my dear—all alike! But he just wants to pose as a

model of virtue, that's all.”
I was greatly amused at the opinions these two ladies en-

tertained about my wife and myself, and realized that the old
saying was indeed true—“eaves—droppers never hear any good
of themselves.” Just then Mata came over to the sofa and
asked the ladies to have some refreshments. They declined,
but thanked her very sweetly for her thoughtful kindness,
praised the coffee, and declared the cake delicious. After she
had turned away Mrs. Chapmon said:

“This coffee is vile. If I hadn’t a cook who could do better
than this I would send her about her business.”

“I know it,” said Mrs. Merritt, “and the cake is horrid. I
do believe it was shortened with stale butter or lard—it has
such a queer taste.”

Some of the ladies now began saying good-by, and Mrs.
Chapmon said:

“Well, I suppose the thing is over, because all the rest are

leaving; % we niust go too. Now, when you shake hands
mac gen 1 1 1 .1 9- 1 'P.I
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upon their faces, and from my corner I watched their maneu-

vers. While one held Mata's hand, patting and smoothing it

in the most caressing manner, she told her how much she had

enjoyed the afternoon—how rested and refreshed she felt since

taking that cup of excellent coffee and how dearly she loved to

hear her sing. Her companion meanwhile stood behind my

wife and was scrutinizing her hair to the best of her ability

through her eye-glasses. Finally, raising her hand to adjust

an imaginary hair-pin, she exclaimed: "Pardon me, Mrs.

Bennet; this pin is loose; allow me to fasten it;" and, while the

unsuspecting child bowed her head for the woman to arrange

the pin, I saw her deliberately pull the curls and puffs apart

to look for streaks in my darling's beautiful hair. Then,

giving it a tender little pat, she turned to Mata and said:

"My dear Mrs. Bennet, I hope you do not feel hurt because

I did not sign your resolutions. You see, in principle I agree

with you exactly, but my husband is so exacting that he

would be very much offended if I were to make such a change

in my mode of dress. He is a man who admires a finely de-

veloped woman, and he always says that a woman who can

wear a low-cut dress and doesn't is a prude. I do it to please

him, and for nothing else—as a woman should always do.

Your ideas are excellent, but, as you have been educated in a

convent, where the rules are so strict, these things seem a

little worse to you than they do to us, who have been brought

up so differently. After you have mingled in society for a few

years you will conform to the prevailing style, as the rest of

us do, and will not mind it at all."

CHAPTER XVIII.
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upon their faces, and from my corner I watched their maneu-

vers. While one held Mata’s hand, patting and smoothing it
in the most caressing manner, she told her how much she had
enjoyed the afternoon—how rested and refreshed she felt since
taking that cup of excellent coffee and how dearly she loved to
hear her sing. Her companion meanwhile stood behind my

_

wife and was scrutinizing her hair to the best of her ability
through her eye-glasses. Finally, raising her hand to adjust
an imaginary hair-pin, she exclaimed: “Pardon me, Mrs.
Bennet; this pin is loose; allow me to fasten it ;” and, while the
unsuspecting child bowed her head for the woman to arrange
the pin, I saw her deliberately pull the curls and puffs apart
to look for streaks in my darling’s beautiful hair. Then,
giving it a tender little pat, she turned to Mata and said:

“My dear Mrs. Bennet, I hope you do not feel hurt because
I did not sign your resolutions. You see, in principle I agree
with you exactly, but my husband is so exacting that he
would be very much offended if I were to make such a change
in my mode of dress. He is a man who admires a finely de-
veloped woman, and he always says that a woman who can

wear a low-cut dress and doesn’t is a prude. I do it to please
him, and for nothing else——as a woman should always do.
Your ideas are excellent, but, as you have been educated in a

convent, where the rules are so strict, these things seem a

little worse to you than they do to us, who have been brought
up so differently. Afteryou have mingled in society for a few

years you will conform to the prevailing style, as the rest of
us do, and will not mind it at all.”

W

CHAPTER XVIII.
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hiding place. Mata looked so grave and disappointed that I

waited for her to speak.

"Did you hear it all?" she asked.

"Yes," I replied.

"What shall I do?"

"Keep yourself pure. Let your example be perfect, and let

those follow it who will. You cannot reform evildoers against

their wills. These women will not be brought to your way of

thinking so long as it is directly contrary to their own inclina-

tions. They love to display what they believe to be their

charms; and they quarrel among themselves about who has the

most to display. They have neither spiritual nor intellectual at-

tractions to exhibit, and these physical ones are all they possess.

It would be a great pity to deprive them of this one little

happiness."

Then I repeated the conversation I had heard between the

two women who occupied the sofa. Mata's eyes opened wide

with surprise when I told how one held her hand and engaged

her attention while the other examined her back hair for

streaks. For a moment she looked as if about to cry, but when

the ridiculous side of the affair appeared to her she joined

with me in laughing at it.

During the winter many invitations to balls and receptions

were sent to us. A few were accepted, but many declined.

Mata was never popular among the fashionables because she

was so outspoken and honest, and the ladies soon learned

better than to criticize or speak disparagingly of an absent

one when she was present. Among the poor she was wor-

shiped as an angel of mercy. Her daily round of calls she

never failed to make, nor did she ever hesitate to enter a sick-

room because the disease was believed to be contagious. No
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hiding place. Mata looked so grave and disappointed that I
waited for her to speak.

“Did you hear it all?” she asked.
“Yes,” I replied.
“What shall I do?”
“Keep yourself pure. Let your example be perfect, and let

those follow it who will. You cannot reform evildoers against
their wills. These women will not be brought to your way of
thinkingso long as it is directly contrary to their own inclina-
tions. They love to display what they believe to be their
charms; and they quarrel among themselves about who has the
most to display. They have neitherspiritual nor intellectual at-
tractions to exhibit,and these physical ones are all they possess.
It would be a great pity to deprive them of this one little
happiness.”

Then I repeated the conversation I had heard between the
two women who occupied the sofa. Mata’s eyes opened wide
with surprise when I told how one held her hand and engaged
her attention while the other examined her back hair for
streaks. For a moment she looked as if about to cry, but when
the ridiculous side of the affair appeared to her she joined
with me in laughingat it.

During the winter many invitations to balls and receptions
were sent to us. A few were accepted, but many declined.
Mata was never popular among the fashionables because she
was so outspoken and honest, and the ladies soon learned
better than to criticize or speak disparagingly of an absent
one when she was present. Among the poor she was wor-

shiped as an angel of mercy. Her daily round of calls she
never failed to make, nor did she ever hesitate to enter a sick-
room he se thfrcdisease was believed to be contagious. No
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one-half of the fortune given us by her grandfather set apart

for her own use, thus having control of her own private purse.

She loved the rooms that had been built for the

Guru, and spent many hours alone in the sacred

apartment looking at and handling the different articles

so dear to her because he had touched them; and

I would often find her reclining upon the couch where

he died, seemingly in deep meditation. She never doubted his

return; she spoke freely upon the subject to me, and was con-

stantly making plans for the future—when he should be with

us again. Silently I listened, because it was not in my heart

to speak discouragingly concerning the paramount desire of

her soul; but my doubts were very strong and my reason was

offended with the thought. The servants shunned that part

of the house, fearing to pass the door. We never knew their

reason for this unless it were because we had always kept the

rooms locked, and the key was never out of our possession.

When spring came Mata often took an old Greek text or

Sanskrit writing to the observatory and spent hours in read-

ing. As the summer advanced she enjoyed sitting in the flower

garden and summer houses, or driving in her phaeton to Lake-

wood or Greenhurst, as the fancy seized her: and so the time

passed till the second year of our married life began, and the

frosts of autumn were turning the leaves of the trees to the

varied and beautiful tints that characterize their work.

Like two children, without a shadow to darken our lives,

we spent our days together, driving over the hills surrounding

the lake and through the valleys below the city. Ah, they are

never to be forgotten; and when the dark hours came they were

a bright spot that in memory I lived over and over again.

But the weather grew colder, and soon the roughness of the

road made the drives uncomfortable and unpleasant for her; so

nU„ *iirr>nA Uor nffantl/-,^ +r\ tVio mnnv HfMp rlntips malrincr fie-
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one-half of the fortune given us by her grandfatherset apart
for her own use, thus having control of her own private purse.
She loved the rooms that had been built for the
Guru, and spent many hours alone in the sacred
apartment looking at and handling the different articles
so dear to her because he had touched them; and
I would often find her reclining upon the couch where
he died, seemingly in deep meditation. She never doubted his
return ; she spoke freely upon the subject to me, and was con-

stantly making plans for the future-—when he should be with
us again. Silently I listened, because it was not in my heart
to speak discouragingly concerning the paramount desire of
her soul; but my doubts were very strong and my reason was

offended with the thought. The servants shunned that part
of the house, fearing to pass the door. We never knew their
reason for this unless it were because we had always kept the
rooms locked, and the key was never out of our possession.

When spring came Mata often took an old Greek text or

Sanskrit writing to the observatory and spent hours in read-
ing. As the summer advanced she enjoyed sitting in the flower
garden and summer houses, or driving in her phaeton to Lake-
wood or Greenhurst, as the fancy seized her; and so the time
passed till the second year of our married life began, and the
frosts of autumn were turning the leaves of the trees to the
varied and beautiful tints that characterize their work.

Like two children, without a shadow to darken our lives,
we spent our days together, driving over the hills surrounding
the lake and through the valleys below the city. Ah, they are

never to be forgotten; and when the dark hours came they were

a bright spot that in memory I lived over and over again.
But the weathergrew colder, and soon the roughness of the

road made the drives uncomfortable and unpleasant for her; 50
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396

MIND.

seven years before had been, and, hastening through my calls,

I was glad to get home just as the first flakes of snow began

falling.

Mata was not visible when I entered our cozy sitting-

room, and, when I found her huddled up in a little heap

on the couch in her own chamber, she said she had not been

well all day and refused to go down to dinner. Early in the

evening she grew so much worse that another doctor and a

nurse had to be sent for, and before midnight her life seemed

hanging in the balance. When the clock struck the hour of

twelve the wail of an infant heralded the news that I was a

father. The child was born just seven years to the hour from

the time the old Guru died, and with the wailing of the infant

the old man's words came back to me:

"The body of the first child born of your union shall be my

earthly temple when I come again."

I admitted to myself that it was a strange coincidence that

this child should be born on the seventh anniversary of his

death—to the very day and hour. But I concluded that it was

only a coincidence, and since my wife needed all my attention

I gave the little one to the nurse without giving it more than a

cursory glance.

Mata's condition frightened me. She was sinking so

rapidly that I summoned my colleague, and together we used

every known means to revive her. She rallied sufficiently to

whisper my name, and to signify a desire to be left alone with

me. The doctor and nurse left the room, and then, looking up

at me with those lovely eyes of hers, she whispered: "I am

going to leave you, dearest; but the child will live, and you

must call her Mata, after me."

With my heart bursting with grief, I cried: "Oh, my dar-

ling, stay with me! What shall I do without you? You are
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seven years before had been, and, hastening through my calls,
I was glad to get home just as the first flakes of snow began
falling. '

Mata was not visible when I entered our cozy sitting-
room, and, when I found her huddled up in a little heap
on the couch in her own chamber, she said she had not been
well all day and refused to go down to dinner. Early in the
evening she grew so much worse that another doctor and a

nurse had to be sent for, and before midnight her life seemed
hanging in the balance. When the clock struck the hour of
twelve the wail of an infant heralded the news that I was a

father. The child was born just seven years to the hour from
the time the old Guru died, and with the wailingof the infant
the old man's words came back to me:

“The body of the first child born of your union shall be my
earthly temple when I come again.”

I admitted to myself that it was a strange coincidence that
this child should be born on the seventh anniversary of his
death—to the very day and hour. But I concluded that it was

only a coincidence, and since my wife needed all my attention
I gave the little one to the nurse without giving it more than a

cursory glance.
Mata's condition frightened me. She was sinking so

rapidly that I summoned my colleague, and together we used
every known means to revive her. She rallied sufficiently to

whisper my name, and to signify a desire to be left alone with
me. The doctor and nurse left the room, and then, looking up
at me with those lovely eyes of hers, she whispered: “I am

going to leave you, dearest; but the child will live, and you
must call her Mata, after me.”

With my heart bursting with grief, I cried: “Oh, my dar-
ling, seyowigilinc! What shall I do without you? You are
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thankful for that happiness, but my life work is done. Our

child will live, and as she grows in size and beauty she will fill,

as best she can, my place in your home. I do not understand

how it is, but she and my Guru are one and the same. He said

it would be so, and he never told a falsehood."

"Oh, Mata," I moaned, "do not leave me! Stay, and we

shall be so happy with our child."

"It is not to be, though I would gladly have it so," she

whispered, faintly.

Holding that precious form in my arms, I watched her

breathing growing shorter and her pulse fainter; and, as those

snowy lids drooped slowly over the glorious eyes, I fully

realized that she was leaving me and bowed my head upon hers

as I moaned in agony. Then in my frenzy I tried to hold her

closer and closer to my heart; but slowly the lifeless hands re-

laxed their clasp from my neck, her head fell backward from

my shoulder, and I saw that her breath had ceased, her pulse

had stopped—her soul was gone.

Suddenly everything around me turned as black as night.

Staggering to my feet, and realizing the awful truth that my

Mata was dead—gone from me forever—I wrung my hands

and prayed to be permitted to go with her. In the darkness

I felt my way toward the window, hoping that I could open it,

and that in the fresh air she would revive. Then something

in my brain snapped; there was a report like a pistol shot, and

I could see again. The room was flooded with a golden light

more radiant than anything I had ever dreamed of, and looking

up I saw above the dead form of my darling a group of beings

robed in garments that shone like the sun at midday. Motion-

less and entranced. I cazed at the wondrous srene. Amnne
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thankful for that happiness, but my life work is done. Our
child will live, and as she grows in size and beautyshe will fill,
as best she can, my place in your home. I do not understand
how it is, but she and my Guru are one and the same. He said
it would be so, and he never told a falsehood.”

“Oh, Mata,” I moaned, “do not leave me! Stay, and we

shall be so happy with our child.”
“It is not to be, though I would gladly have it so,” she

whispered, faintly.
Holding that precious form in my arms, I watched her

breathinggrowing shorter and her pulse fainter; and, as those
snowy lids drooped slowly over the glorious eyes, I fully
realized thatshe was leaving me and bowed my head upon hers
as I moaned in agony. Then in my frenzy I tried to hold her
closer and closer to my heart; but slowly the lifeless hands re-

laxed their clasp from my neck, her head fell backward from
my shoulder, and I saw that her breath had ceased, her pulse
had stopped—her soul was gone.

Suddenly everything around me turned as black as night.
Staggering to my feet, and realizing the awful truth that my
Mata was dead—gone from me forever—I wrung my hands
and prayed to be permitted to go with her. In the darkness
I felt my way toward the window, hoping that I could open it,
and that in the fresh air she would revive. Then something
in my brain snapped; there was a report like a pistol shot, and
I could see again. The room was flooded with a golden light
more radiant than anythingI had ever dreamed of, and looking
up I saw above the dead form of my darling a group of beings
robed in garments that shone like the sun at midday. Motion-
less and entranced. I gazed at the wondrous scene. Among
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fell in a shower of curling ringlets below her waist. Her robes

were like the tints of the rainbow illuminated by a heavenly

light. Reaching out my arms toward her, I cried: "Oh, let me

come! Let me come!" She smiled and said: "Only for a little

time, dearest, and then we shall come for you. Be faithful!

Be faithful !*'

As the vision began to fade they sang these words:

"Close by the river on the flower-strewn strand,

Watching and waiting your dear ones stand;

While you are weeping in darkness and gloom,

We are welcoming them to their home.

Fear not the darkness surrounding the tomb,

For beyond it is smiling, eternal bloom."

As these words fell from the lips of that heavenly choir,

every syllable burned itself into my brain and was written

there in letters of fire—to last so long as should the throbbing,

aching brain itself. The glorious beings floated away, and the

music grew fainter as their forms receded from sight—until

they were gone, and I was left alone with my wife's lifeless

form, which now I could see lying on the bed.

I was pacing the floor and wringing my hands helplessly

when the doctor returned to ask if he could be of any assist-

ance. He declared it was an unusual case and said there was

no reason for her death. But, with or without a reason, the

fact remained that she was gone—and I was almost mad with

grief. Bidding him attend to everything and leave me to my-

self, I retired to the library and after locking the door threw

myself face downward upon the floor. Then I began thinking

what a dreary waste my future would be without my darling, 1 t-„i: a t ..u 4. \ tj:„: t c j
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fell in a shower of curling ringlets below her waist. Her robes
were like the tints of the rainbow illuminated by a heavenly
light. Reaching out my arms toward her, I cried: “Oh, let me

come! Let me come!” She smiledand said: “Only for a little
time, dearest, and then we shall come for you. Be faithful!
Be faithful!”

As the vision began to fade they sang these words:
“Close by the river on the flower-strewn strand,
Watching and waiting your dear ones stand;
While you are weeping in darkness and gloom,
We are welcoming them to their home.
Fear not the darkness surrounding the tomb,
For beyond it is smiling, eternal bloom.”

As these words fell from the lips of that heavenly choir,
every syllable burned itself into my brain and was written
there in letters of fire—to last so long as should the throbbing.
aching brain itself. The glorious beings floated away, and the
music grew fainter as their forms receded from sight—until
they were gone, and I was left alone with my wife’s lifeless
form, which now I could see lying on the bed.

I was pacing the floor and wringing my hands helplessly
when the doctor returned to ask if he could be of any assist-
ance. He declared it was an unusual case and said there was

no reason for her death. But, with or without a reason, the
fact remained that she was gone—and I was almost mad with
grief. Bidding him attend to everythingand leave me to my-
self, I retired to the library and after locking the door threw
myself face downward upon the floor. Then I began thinking
what a dreary waste my future would be without my darling,
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

MEDICAL RESEARCH.

THE certificate of incorporation of the Rockefeller Institute

for Medical Research, of New York, has been filed with the

Secretary of State at Albany. It marks a recent conspicuous act

of philanthropy on the part of the president of the Standard Oil

Company, a man whose wealth is computed in scores of millions

—all derived, by grace of the laws of the United States,

through a legalized monopoly of one of the bounties of Nature.

This is by no means a solitary indication of the development

among our people, of late years, of a conscience force based upon

a recognition of the inherent equality of human rights. Evidence

of the growth of a moral and spiritual factor in the affairs of

men, even outside the channels of official religion, is becoming

increasingly abundant. Immense fortunes are donated annually

to more or less worthy objects, one of the undoubted benefits

being the attention thus attracted to the shame of their individual

accumulation. Yet their disbursement in the founding of colleges,

libraries, hospitals, and other humanitarian enterprises is proof

of the existence of a conscience element in human nature

that only awaited the dawn of a scientific religion to cause

it to spring into activity. The advent of Spiritual Science, as

exoounded in the New Thought—eiv'me reasons for unselfishness
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

MEDICAL RESEARCH.

HE certificate of incorporation of the Rockefeller Institute
for Medical Research, of New York, has been filed with the

Secretary of State at Albany. It marks a recent conspicuous act

of philanthropyon the part of the president of the Standard Oil

Company, a man whose wealth is computed in scores of millions
—all derived, by grace of the laws of the United States,
through a legalized monopoly of one of the bounties of Nature.
This is by no means a solitary indication of the development
among our people, of late years, of a conscience force based upon
a recognition of the inherent equality of human rights. Evidence
of the growth of a moral and spiritual factor in the afiairs of

men, even outside the channels of official religion, is becoming
increasingly abundant. Immense fortunes are donated annually
to more or less worthy objects, one of the undoubted benefits

being the attention thus attracted to the shame of their individual
accumulation. Yet their disbursement in the founding of colleges,
libraries, hospitals, and other humanitarian enterprises is proof
of the existence of a conscience element in human nature

that only awaited the dawn of a scientific religion to cause

it to spring into activity. The advent of Spiritual Science, as

expounded in the New Thought—9'ivin2r reasons for unselfishness
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Institutions for the alleviation of human suffering have

ever been considered the most commendable field for the display

of philanthropic impulses. Yet these latter have been frequently

so misguided as to result in the establishing of veritable torture

chambers—either schools for the spread of misinformation con-

cerning man's body, its diseases and functions, or actual prisons

for the helpless and defenseless victims of racial ignorance. And,

if we except a few rational conclusions on the twin subjects of

hygiene and sanitation, it must be confessed that even at the

dawn of the twentieth century our investigations have not led

us far toward the goal of a more beneficent or trustworthy materia

medica. "In no direction is research more necessary," says the

New York World in a recent editorial, "than in the as yet chaotic

science of medicine. The greatest doctors are the frankest in

admitting how short a distance away from downright ignorance

and sheer 'guess' medicine has got. The most of its knowledge

consists in knowledge of what is not so which doctors used to

think was so."

It is said that the larger part of Mr. Rockefeller's gift shall

be expended in an effort to ascertain the best means of preventing

disease, the just inference being that its cure, by the orthodox

methods now in vogue, is extremely problematical. Let us hope

that its expenditure will be controlled by men who realize that

the first step in this endeavor should be to determine the laws

of health; that bacteriology throws no light on the causes of sick-

ness; that man is something more than a physical organism; that

mind is the supreme factor in the generating of all outer condi-
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Institutions for the alleviation of human suffering have

ever been considered the most commendable field for the display
of philanthropicimpulses. Yet these latter have been frequently
so misguided as to result in the establishing of veritable torture

chambers-——either schools for the spread of misinformation con-

cerning man's body, its diseases and functions, or actual prisons
for the helpless and defenseless victims of racial ignorance. And,
if we except a few rational conclusions on the twin subjects of

hygiene and sanitation, it must be confessed that even at the
dawn of the twentieth century our investigations have not led
us far toward the goal of a more beneficentor trustworthy materia
medica. “In no direction is research more necessary,” says the
New York World in a recent editorial, “than in the as yet chaotic
science of medicine. The greatest doctors are the frankest in

admitting how short a distance away from downright ignorance
and sheer ‘guess’ medicine has got. The most of its knowledge
consists in knowledge of what is not so which doctors used to

think was so.”
It is said that the larger part of Mr. Rockefeller’s gift shall

be expended in an effort to ascertain the best means of preventing
disease, the just inference being that its cure, by the orthodox
methods now in vogue, is extremely problematical. Let us hope
that its expenditure will be controlled by men who realize that
the first step in this endeavor should be to determine the laws
of health; that bacteriology throws no light on the causes of sick-

ness; that man is somethingmore than a physical organism; that
mind is the supreme factor in the generating of all outer condi-
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has a monopoly of even medical truth, and that, despite contrary

reports, the "drug habit" is no less baneful or menacing to-day

than at any time during the last half century.

When our wretched war in the Philippines was at its height,

one of the medical officers of the United States army, stationed

at Manila, made the following requisition for supplies: 7,500,000

grains of quinine, 20 tons of Epsom salts, 5,000 bottles of pare-

goric, 16,000 bottles of bismuth, 600,000 compound cathartic pills,

1,000,000 tablets of strychnine, 1,600,000 tablets of sodium sali-

cylate, and 625,000 tablets of salol. This requisition was only

one of a number equally appalling; yet we wonder that, among

our soldiers, the deaths from disease so far outnumber those re-

sulting from action in the field! Truly, the Rockefeller Institute

for Medical Research might well employ much of its time in de-

vising measures for curing doctors of the disease of medication.

* * *

From an Old Friend.—In this number of Mind, for the

first time in over two years, we are able to present an article

from the pen of Mr. W. J. Colville, one of our earliest and most

valued contributors. He has been absent from America during

the last eighteen months, most of which has been spent in Aus-

tralia, on a lecture tour—probably the most successful in the his-

tory of his public work. As an inspirational speaker and writer

of phenomenal power, Mr. Colville has been invited to occupy even

Christian pulpits at the antipodes, having been engaged in Ade-

laide during March, in Melbourne during April, and in Sydney,

N. S. W., during May and June of the present year. He finds
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has a monopoly of even medical truth, and that, despite contrary
reports, the “drug habit” is no less baneful or menacing to-day
than at any time during the last half century.

_When our wretched war in the Philippines was at its height,
one of the medical oflicers of the United States army, stationed
at Manila, made the following requisition for supplies: 7,500,000
grains of quinine, 20 tons of Epsom salts, 5,000 bottles of pare-
goric, 16,000 bottles of bismuth,600,000 compound catharticpills,
1,000,000 tablets of strychnine, 1,600,000 tablets of sodium sali-

cylate, and 625,000 tablets of salol. This requisition was only
one of a number equally appalling; yet we wonder that, among
our soldiers, the deaths from disease so far outnumber those re-

sulting from action in the field! Truly, the Rockefeller Institute
for Medical Research might well employ much of its time in de-

vising measures for curing doctors of the disease of medication.

* # 3

FROM AN OLD FRIEND.-—In this number of MIND, for the
first time in over two years, we are able to present an article
from the pen of Mr. W. J. Colville, one of our earliest and most

valued contributors. He has been absent from America during
the last eighteen months, most of which has been spent in Aus-

tralia, on a lecture tour—probably the most successful in the his-

tory of his public work. As an inspirational speaker and writer
of phenomenal pow er, Mr. Colvillehas been invited to occupy even

Christian pulpits at the antipodes, having been engaged in Ade-
laide during March, in Melbourne during April, and in Sydney,
N. S. W., during May and June of the present year. He finds
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large sale; a new novel, entitled "The Garden of Eden," is soon

to appear, and we hope ere long to favor our readers with fre-

quent essays from his pen.

* * *

Metaphysical Headquarters.—The growth of The Alli-

ance Publishing Company's business during the last year or two

has been such as to necessitate its removal to larger premises.

Commodious offices have been secured, therefore, on a long lease,

at 569 Fifth avenue, between 46th and 47th streets, New York,

where our book counters display the largest assortment of dis-

tinctly New Thought literature to be found anywhere. It com-

prises all standard works and periodicals on metaphysics, occult-

ism, psychology, palmistry, astrology, hypnotism, spiritual sci-

ence, and psychic phenomena, and includes many rare books—

some completely out of print—of great interest and value.

Friends of Mind and The Arena will find the editorial rooms at

the same address, and all interested in the educational work to

which our energies are devoted are invited to call and inspect

our new quarters at 229 Windsor Arcade.

J. E. M.

ANALYZING AN ANALYSIS.

There is oftentimes stored up in a single sentence a whole

volume of truth, and the more one contemplates a subject the

more one gets out of it. In fact, all great truths are like diamonds

in the rough that require keen and masterful strokes of thought

nut nnnn them in nrAer trv hrintr out the brillianCV and DOWer
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large sale; a new novel, entitled “The Garden of Eden,” is soon

to appear, and we hope ere long to favor our readers with fre-

quent essays from his pen.

* * *

METAPHYSICAL HEADQUARTERS.—-The growth of The Alli-

p

ance Publishing Company’s business during the last year or two

has been such as to necessitate its removal to larger premises.
Commodious offices have been secured, therefore, on a long lease,
at 569 Fifth avenue, between 46th and 47th streets, New York,
where our book counters display the largest assortment of dis-
tinctly New Thought literature to be found anywhere. It com-

prises all standard works and periodicals on metaphysics, occult-
ism, psychology, palmistry, astrology, hypnotism, spiritual sci-

ence, and psychic phenomena, and includes many rare books-
some completely out of print—of great interest and value.
Friends of MIND and The Arena will find the editorial rooms at

the same address, and all interested in the educational work to

which our energies are devoted are invited to call and inspect
our new quarters at 229 Windsor Arcade.

J. E. M.
'O"I-IO-O-IGO-030'

ANALYZING
’

AN ANALYSIS.

There is oftentimes stored up in a single sentence a whole
volume of truth, and the more one contemplates a subject the
more one gets out of it. In fact, all great truths are like diamonds
in the rough that require keen and masterful strokes of thought
nut nnnn them in nrrler tn hrincr out the brilliancv and power
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ing it. The brilliant diamond must have a proper setting in order

that it may appear to the best advantage. Rich clothes, pure

gold, gentility of style—these are the necessary and proper accom-

paniments of diamonds. The richest, the grandest, the sublimest

truths belong by right to those who are rich in wisdom and

knowledge.

The conservers or guardians of great truths always give them

out with jealous care. To the masses the truth is clothed in

such a way as to conceal the form and figure, and so those

incapable of appreciating the naked truth and beholding beauty

and grandeur in it are not permitted to behold it in its natural,

unadorned state. Only the pure in heart can see God. Only the

truly awakened can see the truth in its purity. Truth should be

given out as uncut diamonds. The ignorant masses will regard

them as of little value, and, like children, will toss them aside like

marbles of which they have grown weary; but those who are

ready for the truth will cut away the rough and bring forth a

gem of rare beauty.

A true analysis separates only incidentally and never loses

sight of the whole. Stated paradoxically, a true analysis is a

separation that eventually unites. True analysis separates for the

time being in order that the analyzing mind may more wisely

understand the subject as a whole. There is a distinction between

the separation that divides and the separation that unites. The

former is a dissection; the latter is an analysis. A dissection

establishes a contradiction; an analysis verifies a paradox. The

one is false, cold, and sterile; the other is true, genuine, and

fertile.

Truly and rightly to analyze a truth or object or being is to

comprehend all that is involved in it, and also that from which

it is evolved. Take coal, for example. In it are involved heat

and light, but the coal has evolved from certain definite condi-

tions, and unless it had evolved out of these conditions it could
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ing it. The brilliantdiamond must have a proper setting in order
that it may appear to the best advantage. Rich clothes, pure
gold, gentilityof style-theseare the necessary and proper accom-

paniments of diamonds. The richest, the grandest, the sublirnest
truths belong by right to those who are rich in wisdom and
knowledge.

The conservers or guardians of great truths always give them
out with jealous care. To the masses the truth is clothed in
such a way as to conceal the form and figure, and so those
incapable of appreciating the ‘naked truth and beholding beauty
and grandeur in it are not permitted to behold it in its natural,
unadorned state. Only the pure in heart can see God. Only the
truly awakened can see the truth in its purity. Truth should be
given out as uncut diamonds. The ignorant masses will regard
them as of little value, and, like children, will toss them aside like
marbles of which they have grown weary; but those who are

ready for the truth will cut away the rough and bring forth a

gem of rare beauty.
A true analysis separates only incidentally and never loses

sight of the whole. Stated paradoxically, a true analysis is a

separation that eventually unites. True analysis separates for the
time being in order that the analyzing mind may more wisely
understand the subject as a whole. There is a distinction between
the separation that divides and the separation that unites. The
former is a dissection; the latter is an analysis. A dissection
establishes a contradiction; an analysis verifies a paradox. The
one is false, cold, and sterile; the other is true, genuine, and
fertile.

Truly and rightly to analyze a truth or object or being is to

comprehend all that is involved in it, and also that from which
it is evolved. Take coal, for example. In it are involved heat
and light, but the coal has evolved from certain definite condi-
tions, and unless it had evolved out of these conditions it could
nnvnr ;Vg1ICl"‘P(‘ within ifeplf H19 nnalifipc nf lia-hf anti hpnf
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will reveal the fact that it is not a real rose—simply an imitation.

An analysis destroys delusions and illusions. It enables one to

see things as they are, in their real condition and relation to other

things.

There must be a sympathetic relation between the truth an-

alyzed and the analyzing mind. If truth in its inner quality or

essence is spiritual, it requires a spiritually-minded person to

recognize it. Therefore, the materialistic mind cannot truly

analyze. The mind of the materialist is technical and localized.

His conclusions are limited and measurable in terms of space

and time. He dissects, but does not analyze. His spiritual nature

has not been aroused.

The conclusions and deductions at which one arrives indicate

very largely the character, the quality, and the disposition of one's

mind. The magnet may attract all the iron filings about it, but

it can only hold according to its capacity. The deduction is not

greater than the mind deducing it. The creature is not greater

than the creator; nor is the creature ever foreign or a stranger

to the creator. The intuitional or spiritually-awakened mind

is analytical according to the measure of its unfoldment.

Further, we find, in analyzing truth, the law of sex in lan-

guage. The truth per se is masculine; the interpretation thereof

is feminine. When these are united—the closer the affinity be-

tween them—the more perfect and harmonious is the union. Only

the God mind, the spiritual man, can perfectly unite these. His

interpretation and analysis of the truth cannot be divorced from

the absolute, for what God hath joined together mortal mind can-

not put asunder.

M. Lena Morrow.

The theory of hereditary tendency to drunkenness may be

saiH tn have been nvprthrnwn. iust as the same hvoothesis in
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will reveal the fact that it is not a real rose-—simp1y an imitation.
An analysis destroys delusions and illusions. It enables one to

see things as they are, in their real condition and relation to other
things.

There must be a sympathetic relation between the truth an-

alyzed and the analyzing mind. If truth in its inner quality or

essence is spiritual, it requires a spiritua1ly—minded person to

recognize it. Therefore, the materialistic mind cannot truly
analyze. The mind of the materialist is technical and localized.
His conclusions are limited and measurable in terms of space
and time. He dissects, but does not analyze. His spiritual nature
has not been aroused.

The conclusions and deductions at which one arrives indicate
very largely the character, the quality, and the disposition of one’s
mind. The magnet may attract all the iron filings about it, but
it can only hold according to its capacity. The deduction is not

greater than the mind deducing it. The creature is not greater
than the creator; nor is the creature ever foreign or a stranger
to the creator. The intuitional or spiritually—awakened mind
is analytical according to the measure of its unfoldment.

Further, we find, in analyzing truth, the law of sex in lan-

guage. The truth per se is masculine; the interpretation thereof
is feminine. When these are united—the closer the affinity be-
tween them—themore perfect and harmonious is the union. Only
the God mind, the spiritual man, can perfectly unite these. His
interpretation and analysis of the truth cannot be divorced from
the absolute, for what God hath joined together mortal mind can-

not put asunder.
M. LENA Monnow.

IO-O-O-O-DO-O-O-O

THE theory of hereditary tendency to drunkenness may be
said tn have been nverthmwn. iust as the same hvoothesis in
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

Florence Peltier Perry and the Rev. Helen Van-Anderson.

FOR THE PARENTS.

Individuality.

I have an only child, a boy. It is my earnest desire that he should

ihink for himself, become thoroughly individualized as he approaches

manhood, and be at one with God; in other words, that he shall have all

the Good unfolded. My Christian friends are shocked when I say he

shall not be sent to an orthodox Sunday-school. . . Will you kindly,

through the medium of Mind, advise me as to the proper course?

T. K. G.

So far as we can suggest, dear friend, we will do so, but not

advise; for you who know the conditions can judge best as to

specific measures in the accomplishment of your aim. As to in-

dividuality, Froebel says:

"From its very birth, the child should be taken for what it is (man in

germ), and have a free, all-round use of its strength. No one limb or

power should be fostered at the expense of the rest. The child should

not be fettered, bound, nor by-and-by held in leading-strings, but should 1.. i .„ c—i :»„.u .1 ,„ „{ „n :>„ „„..,„„ „„ ♦!,:„ „„„»„

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

FLORENCE Pzurna PERRY AND ‘rue Rev. Hr-:u:N VAN-ANDERSON.

FOR THE PARENTS.

INDIVIDUALITY.

I have an only child, a boy. It is my earnest desire that he should
think for himself, become thoroughly individualized as he approaches
manhood, and be at one with God; in other words, that he shall have all
the Good unfolded. My Christian friends are shocked when I say he
shall not be sent to an orthodox Sunday-school. . .

Will you kindly.
through the medium of MIND, advise me as to the proper course?

T. K. G.

So far as we can suggest, dear friend, we will do so, but not

advise; for you who know the conditions can judge best as to

specific measures in the accomplishment of your aim. As to in-

dividuality, Froebel says:

“From its very birth, the child should be taken for what it is (man in

germ), and have a free, all-round use of its strength. No one limb or

power should be fostered at the expense of the rest. The child should
not be fettered. bound. nor by-and-by held in leading-strings, but should
......I.. Ian-— ‘l\ u-:bL:n :0.-4-:1‘ GL4‘ no-«Gnu n‘ all :65 an-nave An 6‘-do unattac-
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While this evidently applies to the physical training, it is

equally the true method as applied to the mind, senses, and spirit.

The full and spontaneous action of the Divine in the human is

true individuality. To this end the child must early be given a

broad view of life and its conditions, and of the universal law so

distinctly revealed externally in Nature and internally in the soul.

Teach him that in order to judge wisely concerning any question

he must first know both sides of it, must impartially judge all

conditions concerning it. To awaken in him an interest in all

things, creatures and people, to cultivate a love of Nature and its

revelations of beauty and order, to incite in him a desire to build

a noble character, is the surest introduction to religion.

Religious truth appeals to the devotional element in the soul.

No one can be crowned with that matchless peace and kingly

power that mark the truly individualized soul until he has found

his center in God—until he knows and feels the love that is the

fulfilling of the law.

As to the orthodox Sunday-school, that depends more on the

Sunday-school teacher than on the church. And, no matter what

the church, we must not forget that every church calling itself

Christian stands for the very truth that Jesus taught: the re-

ligious truth that brings salvation whether found in church or

out—the truth that everywhere bears the same fruit. To know

God as Love, to live the gospel of Love, is the simple truth that

always makes love manifest.

Now, if the church to which you might send your boy is ortho-

dox or otherwise, if it be alive with the spirit of truth, if its

preacher and teachers are showing by word and deed the

nature and power of Divine Love, what better can you do

than let your boy go faithfully and continually to the Sun-
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VVhile this evidently applies to the physical training, it is

equally the true method as applied to the mind, senses, and spirit.
The full and spontaneous action of the Divine in the human is

true individuality. To this end the child must early be given a

broad view of life and its conditions, and of the universal law so

distinctly revealed externally in Nature and internally in the soul.
Teach him that in order to judge wisely concerning any question
he must first know both sides of it, must impartially judge all
conditions concerning it. To awaken in him an interest in all

things, creatures and people, to cultivate a love of Nature and its
revelations of beautyand order, to incite in him a desire to build
a noble character, is the surest introduction to religion.

Religious truth appeals to the devotional element in the soul.
No one can be crowned with that matchless peace and kingly
power that mark the truly individualized soul until he has found
his center in God—unti1 he knows and feels the love that is the

fulfillingof the law.
As to the orthodox Sunday—school, that depends more on the

Sunday-school teacher than on the church. And, no matter what
the church, we must not forget that every church calling itself
Christian stands for the very truth that Jesus taught: the re-

ligious truth that brings salvation whether found in church or

out—the truth that everywhere bears the same fruit. To know
God as Love, to live the gospel of Love, is the simple truth that

alzvays makes love manifest.
Now, if the church to which you might send your boy is ortho-

dox or otherwise, if it be alive with the spirit of truth, if its

preacher and teachers are showing by word and deed the

nature and power of Divine Love, what better can you do

than(l3tU}'<)gIrCboy go faithfully and continually to the Sun-
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MIND.

of interests, thoughtful consideration of others, and cultivates

the habit of devotional exercise when with others, which is

a great advantage aside from the daily training in the home

life.

Eut, you may say, what if he hears in this Sunday-school

a great emphasis upon doctrines and dogmas that portray a God

to fear rather than to love? What if he become bitterly partizan

in his interests and religious beliefs, or learn to say one thing

in the church and another out of it?

Well, what if ?Is it not better to consider the ques-

tion on both sides before we judge?

The disadvantage of drifting about with no church asso-

ciations is also very great. It tends to make children and

youth not only indifferent and selfish, but really skeptical

and irreverent—unless, of course, there has been the most

careful and persistent home training from the very first—to

let them go with no obligations or interests that appeal to

their spiritual nature.

It is far more essential, however, that your child be taught

that Christly tolerance in which only is the essence of true re-

ligion, than all the theology or dogma of the ages. If this

can be taught better with the aid of the church, by all means

we would suggest putting him in touch with the church, no

matter what its name or the sect it represents. There is the

one Divine Love—the one Universal Religion. It may be re-

vealed from any pulpit or in any life, whether named Congrega-

tionalism, Presbyterianism, Universalism, Judaism, Catholicism,

or Christism, which is the Heart and Life of all.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

308 MIND.

of interests, thoughtful consideration of others, and cultivates
the habit of devotional exercise when with others, which is
a great advantage aside from the daily training in the home
life.

But, you may say, what if he hears in this Sunday-school
a great emphasis upon doctrines and dogmas that portray a God
to fear rather than to love? What if he become bitterly partizan
in his interests and religious beliefs, or learn to say one thing
in the church and another out of it?

\Ve1l, what if——? Is it not better to consider the ques-
tion on both sides before we judge?

The disadvantage of drifting about with no church asso-

ciations is also very great. It tends to make children and
youth not only indifferent and selfish, but really skeptical
and irreverent—unless, of course, there has been the most

careful and persistent home training from the very first—to
let them go with no obligations or interests that appeal to

their spiritual nature.

It is far more essential, however, that your child be taught
that Christly tolerance in which only is the essence of true re-

ligion, than all the theology or dogma of the ages. If this
can be taught better with the aid of the church, by all means

we would suggest putting him in touch with the church, no

matter what its name or the sect it represents. There is the

one Divine Love—the one Universal Religion. It may be re-

vealed from any pulpit or in any life, whether named Congrega-
tionalism, Presbyterianism, Universalism, Judaism, Catholicism,
or Christism, which is the Heart and Life of all.
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The Family Circle.

Christ life; for thus only can he find at-one-ment with God

and manifest in his character the unfoldment of the Supreme

Good.

* * *

Says Froebel:

"All true education and teaching—therefore, every genuine educator

and teacher—have to be always, in every detail, two sided: to give and

take; join and divide; command and obey; act and bear; manage and let

alone; be fixed and movable. The child or pupil is to be so likewise; and

betwixt the two—tutor and pupil, command and obedience—rules unseen

a third Term whereto tutor and pupil are alike and equally subject. This

Third is the ideal Best—the abstract Right—as it issues from the condi-

tions of each case and expresses itself impersonally. The teacher has to

express simply and firmly, sometimes even gravely and severely, his

clear acquaintance with and quiet obedience to this third Term. The

pupil, too, has a wonderfully fine feeling for it and rarely fails to see

whether what parent or teacher order or forbid comes from themselves

personally or is the expression of universal and necessary Truth speaking

through them."

How simple all our methods would become if we could

always realize the Spirit of Divinity within the child and give

it time, space, and opportunity to express itself! From

within outward is the law of Nature and of the soul. Look

for it; make the condition for it; lovingly woo it from its

hiding-place—this wonderful Within that is to work all mira-

cles in man and Nature, and make the whole earth the taber-

nacle of God.

* * *
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Christ life; for thus only can he find at-one-ment with God
and manifest in his character the unloldment of the Supreme
Good.

Says Froebel:

“All true education and teaching—therefore, every genuine educator
and teacher—have to be always, in every detail, two sided: to give and
take; join and divide; command and obey; act and bear; manage and let

alone; be fixed and movable. The child or pupil is to be so likewise; and
betwixt the two-—tutor and pupil, command and obedience—ru1es unseen

a third Term whereto tutor and pupil are alike and equally subject. This
Third is the ideal Best—the abstract Right—as it issues from the condi-
tions of each case and expresses itself impersonally. The teacher has to

express simply and firmly, sometimes even gravely and severely, his
clear acquaintance with and quiet obedience to this third Term. The

pupil, too, has a wonderfully fine feeling for it and rarely fails to see

whether what parent or teacher order or forbid comes from themselves

personally or is the expression of universal and necessary Truth speaking
through them.”

How simple all our methods would become if we could

always realize the Spirit of Divinity within the child and give
it time, space, and opportunity to express itself! From
within outward is the law of Nature and of the soul. Look
for it; make the condition for it; lovingly woo it from its

hiding-p1ace—thiswonderful Within that is to work all mira-

cles in man and Nature, and make the whole earth the taber-

nacle of God.

Co git:



MIND.

FOR THE CHILDREN.

''When the scarlet cardinal tells

Her dream to the dragon-fly,

And the lazy breeze makes a nest in the trees

And murmurs a lullaby,

It is July.

''When the heat like a mist-veil floats,

And poppies flame in the' rye,

And the silver note in the streamlet's throat

Has softened almost to a sigh,

It is July.

"When the hours are so still that Time

Forgets them and lets them lie

'Neath petals pink till the night stars wink

At the sunset in the sky,

It is July."

—Susan H. Swell, in St. Nicholas, 1882.

A FOURTH OF JULY EXPERIMENT.

Thomas West always had managed, fortune favoring, to

retain his leadership over the boys in Plainville. But now he

felt that his command, reputation, and honor were alike lost.

To explain:

Of course, every one knows that the earlier one gets up

Fourth of July morning the better it is. Remembering this

the boys had planned, a few weeks before, the magnificent

scheme of sleeping out-of-doors in a tent the night of the

third, and getting up when they chose. It certainly was a

fine idea and it was too bad that the mothers did not "enthuse"

quite so much as the sons. Tommy's mother, indeed, had

utterly and promptly refused, saying: "I wouldn't hev enny

son o' mine sleepin' out like an Injun, while he's a roof to
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MIND.

FOR THE CHILDREN.

“When the scarlet cardinal tells
Her dream to the dragon-fly,

And the lazy breeze makes a nest in the trees
And murmurs a lullaby,

It is July.

"\Vhen the heat like 3 mist-veil iloats,
And poppies flame in the’ rye,

And the silver note in the streamlet's throat
Has softened almost to a sigh,

It is July.
"When the hours are so still that Time

Forgets them and lets them lie
’Neath petals pink till the night stars wink

At the sunset in the sky,
It is July.”

—Susan H. Swen, in St. Nicholas, 1882.

 

A FOURTH OF JULY EXPERIMENT.

Thomas West always had managed, fortune favoring, to

retain his leadership over the boys in Plainville. But now he
felt that his command, reputation, and honor were alike lost.
To explain:

Of course, every one knows that the earlier one gets up
Fourth of July morning the better it is. Remembering this
the boys had planned, a few weeks before, the magnificent
scheme of sleeping out-of-doors in a tent the night of the
third, and getting up when they chose. It certainly was a

fine idea and it was too bad that the mothers did not “enthuse”
quite so much as the sons. Tommy’s mother, indeed, had
utterly and promptly refused, saying: “I wouldn’t hev enny
son 0’ Erjrbe gclvipin’ out like an Injun, while he’s a roof to
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trouble. For was it not terrible that he, their leader, the one

in fact who had proposed the plan, should have to stay at

home in bed while the rest were staying out? Was it any-

thing more or less than a disgrace? But Tom's mother had

refused to let him stay out, and, as she said, that was all there

was to it.

Behold him, therefore, on the afternoon before the eventful

night, glumly watching the other boys getting ready for the

fun. It looked to him, he said, as if it were going to rain!

One boy furnished a couple of sheets, another a mattress,

another rope, and so on until they had enough material to make

the tent, and in an hour or two more it was done.

It was now nine o'clock, and the boys lay on their backs

and talked. How they pitied Tommy!

"Say, ain't this great!" said one. "Tom's missing it."

"You bet he is," answered another, adding, "Well, I guess

I'll go to sleep."

There came a chorus of "Guess I will, too," from the

others. And then there was silence—for a moment. Pres-

ently there was a slap, and "Bother those mosquitoes!" from

one of the boys. There came an answering volley of slaps,

and another boy said: "Yes; and it's like a furnace in here."

"Well, let's make another 'try,' and perhaps we can drop

off," said the first.

Then they all settled down again. But it was of no use.

The mosquitoes came worse than ever. One of the boys

started up with: "I simply can't go to sleep in here. I'm go-

ing outside."

The rest followed. It was then about ten o'clock. That

was the beginning of the struggle. The mosquitoes followed

them wherever they went, and the heat was everywhere.

That night can't be described. It was the longest on record.

But one thing that happened may be mentioned.
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trouble. For was it not terrible that he, their leader, the one

in fact who had proposed the plan, should have to stay at
home in bed while the rest were staying out? Was it any-
thing more or less than a disgrace? But Tom's mother had
refused to let him stay out, and, as she said, that was all there
was to it.

Behold him, therefore, on the afternoon before the eventful
night, glumly watching the other boys get-ting ready for the
fun. It looked to him, he said, as if it were going to rain!

One boy furnished a couple of sheets, another a mattress,
another rope, and so on until they had enough material to make
the tent, and in an hour or two more it was done.

It was now nine o’clock, and the boys lay on their backs
and talked. How they pitied Tommy!

“Say, ain’t this great!” said one. “Tom's missing it.”
“You bet he is,” answered another, adding, “Well, I guess

I’ll go to sleep.”
There came a chorus of “Guess I will, too,” from the

others. And then there was silence—for a moment. Pres-
ently there was a slap, and “Bother those mosquitoes!” from
one of the boys. There came an answering volley of slaps,
and another boy said: “Yes;and it's like a furnace in here.”

“VVell, let's make another ‘try,’ and perhaps we can drop
off,” said the first.

Then they all settled down again. But it was of no use.

The mosquitoes came worse than ever. One of the boys
started up with: “I simply can’t go to sleep in here. I'm go-
ing outside.”

The rest followed. It was then about ten o'clock. That
was the beginning of the struggle. The mosquitoes followed
them wherever they went, and the heat was everywhere.
That night can’t be described. It was the longest on record.
But one thing that happened may be mentioned.
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the beer, too, was warm, and when the cork was loosened it

came forth with a "xvoof!" going fifty feet in air, and the beer

went, too, sprinkling the lawn freely, but moistened not the

throats of the thirsty boys.

Thoroughly disheartened, they went back to their com-

panions, whom they found sitting up waiting for the dawn.

Tom was no longer pitied.

Daybreak finally came, and as tired a band of twelve-year-

old patriots as you can imagine hurried home to bed, where

they slept through day and night, even until the next morn-

ing.

But as for Tommy, he was up as chipper as you please.

He fired his firecrackers, which was something the other boys

did not, and he went to a ball-game, which was also some-

thing the rest did not, and in general had the time of his

life.

Tommy is still the leader of the boys in Plainville.

Louis B. Whittemore.

[There's a long word—compensation; and it means that

which makes up for the loss of something else. When you

children are older I hope you will read what Ralph Waldo

Emerson has written about compensation. Tommy had com-

pensation. And if you will notice, when things don't go the

way you want them to, almost always something happens

instead that is quite as good as what you wanted, or perhaps

even better.—F. P. P.]

TWO LITTLE ANTS.

I am going to tell you, in my own words, what I read

about some ants, a while aeo, in the St. Louis Globe-Democrat.
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the beer, too, was warm, and when the cork was loosened it
came forth with a “woof!” going fifty feet in air, and the beer
went, too, sprinkling the lawn freely, but moistened not the
throats of the thirsty boys.

Thoroughly disheartened, they went back to their com-

panions, whom they found sitting up waiting for the dawn.
Tom was no longer pitied.

Daybreak finally came, and as tired a band of twelve-year-
old patriots as you can imagine hurried home to bed, where
they slept through day and night, even until the next morn-

mg.
But as for Tommy, he was up as chipper as you please.

He fired his firecrackers, which was something the. other boys
did not, and he went to a ball-game, which was also some-

thing the rest did not, and in general had the time of his
life.

Tommy is still the leader of the boys in Plainville.
LOUIS B. WHITTEMORE.

[There's a long word—compensation; and it means that
which makes up for the loss of something else. When you
children are older I hope you will read what Ralph Waldo
Emerson has written about compensation. Tommy had com-

pensation. And if you will notice, when things don't go the
way you want them to, almost always something happens
instead that is quite as good as what you wanted, or perhaps
even better.—F. P. P.]

 

TVVO LITTLE ANTS.

I am going to tell you, in my own words, what I read
about so re ants1 a while ago. in the St. Louis Globe-Democrat.
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through it a stream of water into the trench. The ants were

as surprised as people that live near the shore when a big

tidal wave sweeps in and floods everything. And the ants,

just as people would have done, scurried away from the

water, with all their might, and climbed to the top of an over-

turned clod of earth in the bottom of the trench. Here about

twenty ants found themselves high and dry and safe—or at

least they thought they were safe, and no doubt congratulated

one another on their lucky escape.

But the water kept rising higher and higher and again the

ants became frightened. They ran this way and that, but

there was no way to leave the tiny island that they were on,

and it was fast disappearing beneath the water. The poor

ants huddled together, finally, and stood still, waiting for the

end. They knew that they must drown.

But the man saw them, and, being kind-hearted, he laid a

stick so that one end was on the island and the other end on

the ground beyond the trench. At first the ants did not notice

the stick—they were so frightened and had so entirely given

up hope.

After a while one ant, who, unlike the others, was still looking

for help, noticed the stick and hastily ran across it and found

himself safe! Do you suppose that he ran away in the grass

and sunshine and gave no thought to his companions in dis-

tress? No, indeed. He ran directly back over the stick to tell

them how to escape, and the tiniest ant of all followed him

out of danger. Then they both went back together and each

guided an ant across, and then back again for two more ants,

and so on till all were safe. For some strange reason, or at

least for some reason we human beings don't understand,

each ant had to be led over the stick instead of all following

rhe lead of their rescuers.

The tiny ant was afraid that perhaps one of their com-
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through it a stream of water into the trench. The ants were

as surprised as people that live near the shore when a big
tidal wave sweeps in and floods everything. And the ants,
just as people would have done, scurried away from the
water, with all their might, and climbed to the top of an over-

turned clod of earth in the bottom of the trench. Here about
twenty ants found themselves high and dry and safe—-or at
least they thought they were safe, and no doubt congratulated
one another on their lucky escape.

But the water kept rising higher and higher and again the
ants became frightened. They ran this way and that, but
there was no way to leave the tiny island that they were on,
and it was fast disappearing beneath the water. The poor
ants huddled together, finally,and stood still, waiting for the
end. They knew that they must drown.

But the man saw them, and, being kind-hearted, he laid a

stick so that one end was on the island and the other end on

the ground beyond the trench. At first the ants did not notice
the stick—they were so frightened and had so entirely given
up hope.

After a while one ant, who, unlike the others, was still looking
for help, noticed the stick and hastily ran across it and found
himself safe! Do you suppose that he ran away in the grass
and sunshine and gave no thought to his companions in dis-
tress? .No, indeed. He ran directly back over the stick to tell
them how to escape, and the tiniest ant of all followed him
out of danger. Then they both went back together and each
guided an ant across, and then back again for two more ants,
and so on till all were safe. For some strange reason, or at
least for some reason we human beings don't understand,
each ant had to be led over the stick instead of all following
the lead of their rescuers.

The tiny ant was afraid that perhaps‘ one of their com-
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He soon understood that there was no hope of escape and he

stood quietly waiting for the water to sweep him away.

But the man, who was still watching, took the stick from

the water, placed one end on higher ground and the other

end on all that was left of the island, and the little ant rah over

the stick just in time to avoid being drowned.

How surely is the tiniest living thing a thought of God,

and so a part of God, and thus capable of loving and doing

good! No human being could have done a nobler deed than

this insignificant ant that many a person would have thought-

lessly crushed beneath his foot. And yet in that little body was

the purest and noblest purpose. Did not Jesus tell us that to

give one's life for another shows the greatest possible love?

And was not this little ant ready and willing to lay down his

life for others? F. P. P.

CUPS.

A mother sometimes calls her baby-girl a rosebud, be-

cause the little one is so sweet and dear to her. She thinks

nothing in all the wide world can be so sweet, unless it be the

buds on the rose-bush. So she says to herself, "Baby Alice is

my little rosebud."

Our Sunday-school teacher gives each of the little girls in

her class the name of a flower. One she calls "Rose," because

this particular little girl is as sweet as a rose, with her gentle

manners and loving actions. Another she calls "Lily," and

another "Violet." . But the one she calls "Rose" has auburn

hair, and she wishes her teacher had called her "Lily," for

she doesn't like red roses—just because there is so much red

in her hair!
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314 MIND.

He soon understood that there was no hope of escape and he
stood quietly waiting for the water to sweep him away.

But the man, who was still watching, took the stick from
the water, placed one end on higher ground and the other
end on all that was left of the island, and the little ant ran over

the stick just in time to avoid being drowned.
How surely is the tiniest living thing a thought of God,

and so a part of God, and thus capable of loving and doing
good! No human being could have done a nobler deed than
this insignificant ant that many a person would have thought-
lessly crushed beneathhis foot. And yet in that little body was

the purest and noblest purpose. Did not Jesus tell us that to

give one’s life for another shows the greatest possible love?
And was not this little ant ready and willing to lay down his
life for others? F. P. P.

 

CUPS.

A mother sometimes calls her baby-girl a rosebud, be-
cause the little one is so sweet and dear to her. She thinks
nothing in all the wide world can be so sweet, unless it be the
buds on the rose-bush. So she says to herself, “Baby Alice is

my little rosebud.”
Our Sunday—school teacher gives each of the little girls in

her class the name of a flower. One she calls “Rose,” because
this particular little girl is as sweet as a rose, with her gentle
manners and loving actions. Another she calls “Lily,”and
another “Violet.”

,

But the one she calls “Rose” has auburn
hair, and she wishes her teacher had called her “Lily,” for
she doesn't like red roses—just because there is so much red
in her hair!

Qnrnn cav nun urn lilzn flan Hnuynrc qnrl cnrna flwinlx urn rn-
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very strangest thing in all the world and would not be able to

guess—even if they had their "thinking-caps" on a whole

day—how children could be like cups. Shall I tell you, or can

you guess for yourselves? It is always best to find out a

thing for one's self. But I do not see any hand raised, so I

will tell you.

Of course, you know a cup is that which holds something

—as a cup of milk or a cup of water, a cup of something sweet

or a cup of something bitter.

We were at Grandma's last week. A shower was coming

up. We knew it, for the sky was getting black and the winds

began to blow and to drive the clouds nearer and nearer to

where we were. There are no water-pipes in her house, and

it is not very easy to pump all the water needed on washing-

days. So Grandma had tubs and buckets put out under the

water-spouts to catch the water that ran down from the roof

of the house. We had a big shower and it just filled every

tub and bucket that was out. I thought how very much like

those buckets we were ourselves, only we could fill ourselves

with what we chose, and, if we liked, how refreshing we could

be to thirsty people on a warm day. And we might be lovely,

like the flower-cups, and people would drink happiness from us

just as the bees and butterflies suck honey from the flowers.

Or we could be cups of mercy, full of kind thoughts, kind

words, kind deeds. You see, we are like cups set out on God's

green earth to gather something good, something fresh, some-

thing sweet. When the spring rains came did you not see

how every bush and tree hung out its myriad little flower-

cups to drink in air and moisture and sunlight? Thus the

bush and tree grow and bear fruit.

One little flower loves one set of rays in the sunlight and

c'.nother loves another; so one becomes a field "bluet,'1 and

another a wild rose or a hnttercuo—all so beautifullv sweet
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very strangest thing in all the world and would not be able to

guess—even if they had their “thinking-caps” on a whole
<lay—how children could be like cups. Shall I tell you, or can

you guess for yourselves? It is always best to find out a

thing for one’s self. But I do not see any hand raised, so I
will tell you.

Of course, you know a cup is that which holds something
—as a cup of milkor a cup of water, a cup of somethingsweet
or a cup of something bitter.

NVe were at Grandma’s last week. A shower was coming
up. VS/e knew it, for the sky was getting black and the winds
began to blow and to drive the clouds nearer and nearer to
where we were. There are no water-pipes in her house, and
it is not very easy to pump all the water needed on washing-
days. So Grandma had tubs and buckets put out under the
water-spouts to catch the water that ran down from the roof
of the house. VVe had a big shower and it just filled every
tub and bucket that was out. I thought how very much like
those buckets we were ourselves, only we could fill ourselves
with what we chose, and, if we liked, how refreshing we could
be to thirsty people on a warm day. And we might be lovely,
like the flower-cups, and people would drink happiness from us

just as the bees and butterflies suck honey from the flowers.
Or we could be cups of mercy, full of kind thoughts, kind
words, kind deeds. You see, we are like cups set out on God's
green earth to gather somethinggood, something fresh, some-

thing sweet. VVhen the spring rains came did you not see

how every bush and tree hung out its myriad little flower-
cups to drink in air and moisture and sunlight? Thus the
bush and tree grow and bear fruit.

One little flower loves one set of rays in the sunlight and
smother loves another; so one becomes a field “bluet,” and
another a wild rose‘ or :1 hnttereuo—all so beautifullv sweet
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[Contributed by Mr. James H. Young.]

THE LORD'S PRAYER

(so called),

As used 5,000 years ago.

Rendered by "Hajed," a Brahman.

Thou All Spirit who art everywhere,

Whose name is not known to finite man,

The Universe forms Thy great kingdom

Where Thy will forever shall be done.

Man cannot comprehend Thee, yet

The Soul seeks from Thee its daily bread

And strength in the hour of temptation.

May we forgive unto others their debts

Even as we may seek to be forgiven:

For are we not Thy finite children

Designed by Thee to meet in Heaven?

We bow in humility before Thee,

And reverence Thy Unknown Name.

Amen.

OUT IN THE SILENCE.

Thought is a builder, a creator, a conveyer. (A conveyer

is "one who or that which . . . carries from one person or

place to another.") Thought is the busiest worker in the en-

tire universe. It is always in action and will not and cannot

be cut off or closed out of the brain at all easily. Your thought

always reaches a place to which you are going before your

body reaches it. If you are thinking earnestly it is as if your

brain were a telegraph instrument, receiving and sending

forth messages faster than they can be counted. They fly all

over the country, at home and abroad, and to many places
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316 MIND.

[Contributed by Mr. James H. Young]
THE LORD’S PRAYER

(so called),
As used 5,000 years ago.

Rendered by “Hajed,” a Brahman.

Thou All Spirit who art everywhere,
Whose name is not known to finite man,
The Universe forms Thy great kingdom
Where Thy will forever shall be done.
Man cannot comprehend Thee, yet
The Soul seeks from Thee its daily bread

‘ And strength in the hour of temptation.
May we forgive unto others their debts
Even as we may seek to be forgiven:
For are we not Thy finite children
Designed by Thee to meet in Heaven?
We bow in humility before Thee,
And reverence Thy Unknown Name.

Amen.

 

OUT IN THE SILENCE.

Thought is a builder, a creator, a conveyer. (A conveyer
is “one who or thatwhich

. . .
carries from one person or

place to another.”) Thought is the busiest worker in the en-

tire universe. It is always in action and will not and cannot
be cut ofl‘ or closed out of the brain at all easily. Your thought
always reaches a place to which you are going before your
body reaches it. If you are thinkingearnestly it is as if your
brain were a telegraph instrument, receiving and sending
forth messages faster than they can be counted. They fly all
over counltry, at home and abroad, and to many places
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several minutes before I tried to send a message. Then I

said: "My dear friend, I know you do not owe me a letter,

but I love to receive letters from you. Won't you write to

me and at once?"

My mind was entirely taken up with the thought of my

friend and that she was writing to me. I was very sure that

I soon had from her a thought-answer, and in about thirty-six

hours—or so soon as a letter from her could reach me—I re-

ceived a letter that was written at the very time I felt sure

she was writing to me. She began in this way: "I do not

owe you a letter, dear, but I just can't think of anything or

anybody but you. So I must write to you."

Sending thoughts to our friends is an interesting study

and practise, and it works quite as well without a photo-

graph, when you have learned how to concentrate your

thoughts on the mind of the person you are trying to reach.

(To concentrate means to direct all one's thoughts upon a sin-

gle thing.) The photograph only helps you to fix your

thoughts. Do not be discouraged if you cannot succeed at

first, but try over and over. Remember that your current of

thought may be crossed by some one else's thought-message

that is stronger than yours, so cutting off your thought, just

as when two telephone or telegraph wires are crossed, and,

touching each other, either both messages are stopped, or else

the wire that has the stronger current carries its message,

and the weaker one is lost. Keep on sending thoughts until

you succeed—until your thoughts have been invited in where

you send them.

There is another way of using thought. I have often used

it, and I wish you children would try it, for through it you

will be able to do much good.

In homes I visit there are sometimes people that are
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several minutes before I tried to send a message. Then I
said: “My dear friend, I know you do not owe me a letter,
but I love to receive letters from you. Won't you write to
me and at once?”

My mind was entirely taken up with the thought of my
friend and that she was writing to me. I was very sure that
I soon had from her a thought-answer, and in about thirty-six
hours-—or so soon as a letter from her could reach me—I re-

ceived a letter that was written at the very time I felt sure

she was writing to me. She began in this way: “I do not
owe you a letter, dear, but I just can't think of anything or

anybody but you. So I must write to you.”
Sending thoughts to our friends is an interesting study

and practise, and it works quite as well without a photo-
graph, when you have learned how to concentrate your
thoughts on the mind of the person you are trying to reach.
(To concentrate means to direct all one’s thoughts upon a sin-
gle thing.) The photograph only helps you to fix your
thoughts. Do not be discouraged if you cannot succeed at
first, but try over and over. Remember that your current of
thought may be crossed by some one else’s thought-message
that is stronger than yours, so cutting ofi your thought, just
as when two telephone or telegraph wires are crossed, and,
touching each other, either both messages are stopped, or else
the wire that has the stronger current carries its message,
and the weaker one is lost. Keep on sending thoughts until
you succeed—until your thoughts have been invited in where
you send them.

There is another way of using thought. I have often used
it, and I wish you children would try it, for through it you
will be able to do much good.

In homes I visit there are sometimes people that are
nnrunnc nr +1-991' Ancilv n-pf ann-ru ru- no-nee nr +1-nu In.-.1; n.. +1.-
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join those that I have been trying to help I speak to chem

with my cheeriest voice, and tell them pleasant things that

give them a new idea to work over. By knowing how, I over-

come their gloomy thoughts and make them happy.

Remember that the universe is boundless and that

thoughts do not die. What we fit our mind for we draw to it.

Out in the silence

My thoughts travel far,

Piercing thro' darkness

From earth to a star.

And oh, how I love

To wander away

With my thoughts only,

When night hides the day!

Out in the silence

Are beautiful things;

I cannot tell half

The wonders thought brings.

But God's perfect worlds

Are everywhere seen—

Out in the silence

Where my thoughts have been.

Our world is freighted

With love and its kind.

Our world's a product

Of that Higher Mind.

In our world's keeping

Are wonders of art

That trains of thought

Each fashioned a part.

Marie Louise Couse.
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join those that I have been trying to help I speak to them
with my cheeriest voice, and tell them pleasant things that
give them ‘a new idea to work over. By knowing how, I over-

come their gloomy thoughts and make them happy.
Remember that the universe is boundless and that

thoughts do not die. VVhat we fit our mind for we draw to it.

Out in the silence
My thoughts travel far,

Piercing thro’ darkness
From earth to a star.

And oh, how I love
To wander away

VVith my thoughts only,
VVhen night hides the day!

Out in the silence
Are beautiful things;

I cannot tell half
The wonders thought brings.

But God’s perfect worlds
Are everywhere seen-

Out in the silence
Where my thoughts have been.

Our world is freighted
VVith love and its kind.

Our world's a product
Of that Higher Mind.

In our world’s keeping
Are wonders of art

That trains of thought
Each fashioned a part.

...................... IVIARIE LOUISE COUSE.
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

HYPNOTISM AND SUGGESTION. By R. Osgood Mason, A.M., M.D.

344 pp. Cloth, $1.50. Henry Holt and Company, publishers. New

York.

If hypnotic practises shall ever be rescued from the hands of

charlatans and ignorant pretenders it will be largely due to the

conscientious labors of such investigators as the author of this

book. About the only good that has resulted from the develop-

ment of hypnotism is the degree of medical attention it has di-

rected to the activities of man's subconscious mind. In a crude

and frequently brutal way it has demonstrated that the physical

is subordinate to the mental, thus preparing physicians for the

acceptance of the true metaphysical principles of healing. Dr.

Mason is an authority on the law of suggestion, and this his

latest work is an instructive plea for its application in thera-

peutics, education, and reform. No one has a clearer understand-

ing than he of the dangers, limitations, and inadequacy of hyp-

notic "control;" yet the real effectiveness of its higher phases in

the operation of mental forces is shown by him in a way that should

commend the subject to the attention of every intelligent doctor.

To the lay mind the book will prove extremely fascinating and

valuable, for it indicates the source whence drugs derive their

real potency.

THE CHURCH OF THE RECONSTRUCTION. By the Rev. Edward

M. Skagen. Paper, 152 pp. Thomas Whittaker, publisher, Bible

House, New York.

This is an "Essay on Christian Unity," from the pen of a

cultured clergyman who is vividly aware of the spiritual destitu-

tion of the modern commercialized Church. He boldly states

the causes that have produced the many anti-theological cults that

have arisen during: recent decades through humanity's persistent
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

HYPNOTISM AND SUGGESTION. By R. Osgood Mason, A.M.. M.D.
344 pp. Cloth, $1.50. Henry Holt and Company, publishers. New
York.

If hypnotic practises shall ever be rescued from the hands of
charlatans and ignorant pretenders it will be largely due to the
conscientious labors of such investigators as the author of this
book. About the only good that has resulted from the develop-
ment of hypnotism is the degree of medical attention it has di-
rected to the activities of man's subconscious mind. In a crude
and frequently brutal way it has demonstrated that the physical
is subordinate to the mental, thus preparing physicians for the
acceptance of the true metaphysical principles of healing. Dr.
Mason is an authority on the law of suggestion, and this his
latest work is an instructive plea for its application in thera-
peutics, education, and reform. No one has a clearer understand-
ing than he of the dangers, limitations, and inadequacy of hyp-
notic “control ;” yet the real effectiveness of its higher phases in
the operation of mental forces is shown by him in a way thatshould
commend the subject to the attention of every intelligent doctor.
To the lay mind the book will prove extremely fascinating and
valuable, for it indicates the source whence drugs derive their
real potency.

THE CHURCH OF THE RECONSTRUCTION. By the Rev. Edward
M. Skagen. Paper, 152 pp. Thomas Whittaker, publisher, Bible
House, New York.

This is an “Essay on Christian Unity,” from the pen of a

cultured clergyman who is vividly aware of the spiritual destitu-
tion of the modern commercialized Church. He boldly states
the causes that have produced the many anti-theologicalcults that
have arisen during recent decades through humanity’s persistent
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in our era, when the greed for material wealth and power has

dethroned the spiritual ideal of the early Church and dominates

the individual conscience. Self-interest is the guiding principle

that has disrupted the "divine institution," which is now in align-

ment with "that public-school morality which makes honesty a

matter of the purse and temperance an affair of the intestines."

Mr. Skagen would unify the Christian world by infusing into its

mutually repellant divisions a knowledge of spiritual law—of the

science of religion. The book is an encouraging symptom of

modern thought. J. E. M.

OTHER NEW PUBLICATIONS.

APPLIED ETHICS OF CHRIST. By Harriet S. Bogardus.

Paper, 128 pp. Published by the author, Indianapolis,

Ind.

THE FALL AND THE RESTORATION : A Study in Social

Science. By Imogene C. Fales. 55 pp. Paper, 30 cents.

Peter Davidson, publisher, Loudsville, Ga.

HOW TO LIVE FOREVER. By Harry Gaze. 52 pp. Paper,

$1.00. Published by the author, Oakland, Cal.

KRISHNA AND KRISHNAISM. By Bulloram Mullick,

B.A. 179 pp. Paper, 2s. 6d. Nokur Chunder Dutt, pub-

lisher, 6 Chorebagan Lane, Calcutta, India.

FATE MASTERED; DESTINY FULFILLED. By W. J.

Colville. 52 pp. Leatherette, 35 cents. Thomas Y. Cro-

well & Company, publishers, New York.

HELPS BY CHRIST'S WAY TO HEALING AT HOME.

By Mrs. Excell-Lynn. 124 pp. Leatherette, 35 cents.

Published by the author, Akron, Ohio.
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in our era, when the greed for material wealth and power has
dethroned the spiritual ideal of the early Church and dominates
the individual conscience. Self-interest is the guiding principle
that has disrupted the “divine institution,” which is now in align-
ment with “that public—school morality which makes honesty a

matter of the purse and temperance an affair of the intestines.”
Mr. Skagen would unify the Christian world by infusing into its
mutually repellant divisions a knowledge of spiritual !aw—ot' the
science of religion. The book is an encouraging symptom of
modern thought. J. E. M.

 

OTHER NEW PUBLICAT10.-Y5.

APPLIED ETHICS OF CHRIST. By Harriet S. Bogardus.
Paper, 128 pp. Published by the author, Indianapolis,
Ind.

THE FALL AND THE RESTORATION: A Study in Social
Science. By Imogene C. Fales. 55 pp. Paper, 30 cents.
Peter Davidson, publisher, Loudsville, Ga.

HOW TO LIVE FOREVER. By Harry Gaze. 52 pp. Paper,
$1.00. Published by the author,Oakland, Cal.

KRISHNA AND KRISHNAISM. By Bulloram Mullick,
B.A. 179 pp. Paper, 25. 6d. Nokur Chunder Dutt, pub-
lisher, 6 Chorebagan Lane, Calcutta, India.

FATE MASTERED; DESTINY FULFILLED. By VV. J.
Colville. 52 pp. Leatherette, 35 cents. Thomas Y. Cro-
well & Company, publishers, New York.

HELPS BY CHRIST’S WAY TO HEALING AT HOWE.
By Mrs. Excel]-Lynn. 124 pp. Leatherette, 35 cents.
Published by the author,Akron, Ohio.

rvnvvvfi -IHQVUNIKI-<1-I ax-um vow-no Jun‘ o——c\-r;-us- up . no

Co 816



MIND

Vol. VIII. AUGUST, 1901. No. 5.

THE FIFTH ESTATE.

BY THE HON. BOYD WINCHESTER.

The nineteenth century, among its wonderful achievements,

presents none more striking than the development of the Ameri-

can Newspaper. Were Lord Brougham living, he would no

longer say, in celebrating the onward march of learning among

the masses, "the Schoolmaster is abroad," but he would recog-

nize the greater agent in this work—the Newspaper—not only

as "abroad," but "abroad on horseback."

In the United States the newspaper is most unquestionably

the chief teacher: the readiest, the most active, and the most

ubiquitous awakener of intellect and every species of mental

activity. It is the true teacher, embracing all and pervading

every department of human knowledge, thought, and invention.

No other agency does, or can, reach so many persons in so short

a time and in so effective a manner. On the line of every rail-

road, river, and canal; in the counting-room of every factory

and mercantile establishment; on the farm of every intelligent

husbandman; in the workshop of every skilful mechanic; at

the desk of the schoolmaster; in the office of the lawyer, the

study of the physician and the clergyman; at the fireside of

almost every man who can read—is to be found the news-

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

l\/IIND.

VOL. VIII. AUGUST, 1901. No. 5.
‘O-IO-IO

 

 

THE FIFTH ESTATE.

BY THE HON. BOYD WINCHESTER.

The nineteenthcentury, among its wonderful achievements,
presents none more striking than thedevelopment of the Ameri-
can Newspaper. Were Lord Brougham living, he would no

longer say, in celebrating the onward march of learning among
the masses, “the Schoolmaster is abroad,” but he would recog-
nize the greater agent in this work—theNewspaper—not only
as “abroad,” but “abroad on horseback.”

In the United States the newspaper is most unquestionably
the chief teacher: the readiest, the most active, and the most

ubiquitous awakener of intellect and every species of mental
activity. It is the true teacher, embracing all and pervading
every department of human knowledge, thought, and invention.
No otheragency does, or can, reach so many persons in so short
a time and in so effective a manner. On the line of every rail-
road, river, and canal; in the counting-room of every factory
and mercantile establishment; on the farm of every intelligent
husbandman; in the workshop of every skilful mechanic; at

the desk of the schoolmaster; in the office of the lawyer, the
study of the physician and the clergyman; at the fireside of
almost, every man who can read—is to be found the news-
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nine-hundredths of our people. Its influence is a feature

peculiar to the United States. Its words go like morning over

the uttermost limits of the country; it is watchful with the more

than one hundred eyes of Argus; it is strong with the more

than one hundred arms of Briareus. It bears directly and ir-

resistibly on the intelligence, the morals, the taste, and the

public spirit of the people. It wields an incalculable power over

their reputation, feelings, and happiness. It is the lever that

controls and moves public opinion. In our politics it has ac-

quired an extraordinary expansion, and exercises an influence

previously unknown; it has become an acknowledged political

power, forming, instructing, and leading public opinion with a

force that lawmakers cannot defy with safety.

We learn that the ancient Athenians were fond of news;

it is the nature of a mass of clever and intellectual people living

together to want something to talk about. In the old literary

world men gathered round the traveling sophist to learn from

him some thought, crotchet, or speculation. And what the

vagabond speculators were once, that pretty exactly is the

newspaper now; to it the people look for that daily mental bread

which is as essential to them as the less ethereal sustenance of

ordinary mortals.

A few years ago thinking men were agreed in grouping

the dominant forces of our civilization in four great estates:

the family, the Church, the State, and the school. These were

coordinate, sharing congenital authority and responsibility.

All inferior agencies were reducible to this generalization.

Nothing essential was left unaccounted for, nothing merely

accidental and contingent included. To-day a fifth estate as-

serts itself. The newspaper plants itself beside, if not above,

the ancient four. It is confessedly of vesterrlavr vp! if wastes
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nine—hundredths of our people. Its influence is a feature
peculiar to the United States. Its words go like morning over

the uttermost limits of thecountry; it is watchful with the more

than one hundred eyes of Argus; it is strong with the more

than one hundred arms of Briareus. It bears directly and ir-
resistibly on the intelligence, the morals, the taste, and the
public spirit of the people. It wields an incalculablepower over

their reputation, feelings, and happiness. It is the lever that
controls and moves public opinion. In our politics it has ac-

quired an extraordinary expansion, and exercises an influence
previously unknown; it has become an acknowledgedpolitical
power, forming, instructing, and leading public opinion with a

force that lawmakers cannot defy with safety.
VVe learn that the ancient Athenians were fond of news;

it is the nature of a mass of clever and intellectual people living
together to want something to talk about. In the old literary
world men gathered round the traveling sophist to learn from
him some thought, crotchet, or speculation. And what the
Vagabond speculators were once, that pretty exactly is the
newspaper now; to it the people look for thatdailymental bread
which is as essential to them as the less ethereal sustenance of
ordinary mortals.

A few years ago thinking men were agreed in grouping
the dominant forces of our civilization in four great estates:
the family,the Church, the State, and the school. These were

coordinate, sharing congenital authority and responsibility.
All inferior agencies were reducible to this generalization.
Nothing essential was left unaccounted for, nothing merely
accidental and contingent included. To-day a fifth estate as-

serts itself. The newspaper plants itself beside, if not above,
the ancient four. It is crmfessedlv of vesterdav: vet if wastes
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The Fifth Estate.

3*3

where in the world. The business of newspaper publication

has become to a degree not elsewhere attained a component

element in the material condition of our people. The multi-

plication of the American newspaper in number and circulation,

in cheapness, in adaptability, in influence, in material resources,

has attained a ratio during the last century never before wit-

nessed, or likely to be witnessed, in any other country or period,

and not surpassed even here by any other industry or pursuit.

It is, in many respects, the most wonderful production of our

civilization. It is a marvel of intelligence and enterprise. It

is both a mirror of contemporary life and amazing conspectus

and reflection of the life of the entire globe the day before.

There is no man or thing so remote, so solitary, so high or so

low, that can escape it. It has produced a cosmopolitanism

under which nothing can any longer be done in a corner; in a

word, the press has made a huge whispering-gallery of the

American continent in which all things are sounded in all ears.

It is confidently asserted that had the American news-

paper lived in their times, it would have interviewed Timon

of Athens, or St. Simon Stylites, or St. Regulus in his rock

above the waves at St. Andrews, or would have added to the

temptations of St. Anthony by requesting him to furnish a

picturesque account of his spiritual distress.

The newspaper has made this a pocket-world; for now

every man can carry it round for himself in his daily paper.

It is not only a reporter of the current life, but also an inter-

preter of its significance and prophet of its tendencies. It

justifies Bill Nye's description, as being "a library, an encyclo-

pedia, a poem, a biography, a history, a prophecy, a directory,

a time-table, a romance, a cook-book, a euide, a horoscope, an
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where in the world. The business of newspaper publication
has become to a degree not elsewhere attained a component
element in the material condition of our people. The multi-
plicationof theAmerican newspaper in numberand circulation,
in cheapness, in adaptability,in influence, in material resources,
has attained a ratio during the last century never before wit-
nessed, or likely to be witnessed, in any othercountry or period,
and not surpassed even here by any other industry or pursuit.
It is, in many respects, the most wonderful production of our

civilization. It is a marvel of intelligence and enterprise. It
is both a mirror of contemporary life and amazing conspectus
and reflection of the life of the entire globe the day before.
There is no man or thing so remote, so solitary, so high or so

low, that can escape it. It has produced a cosmopolitanism
under which nothing can any longer be done in a corner; in a

word, the press has made a huge whispering-gallery of the
American continent in which all thingsare sounded in all cars.

It is confidently asserted that had the American news-

paper lived in their times, it would have interviewed Timon
of Athens, or St. Simon Stylites, or St. Regulus in his rock
above the waves at St. Andrews, or would have added to the
temptations of St. Anthony by requesting him to furnish a

picturesque account of his spiritual distress.
The newspaper has made this a pocket-world; for now

every man can carry it round for himself in his daily paper.
It is not only a reporter of the current life, but also an inter-
preter of its significance and prophet of its tendencies. It
justifies Bill Nye’s description, as being “a library, an encyclo-
pedia, a poem, a biography,a history, a prophecy, a directory,
a time-table. a romance. a cook-book. a guide. a horoscope. an
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that brings about important results, and not the sudden or sin-

gular effort, however powerful and well-directed. Mr. Burke

said: "The press is like a*battery in which the stroke of any

one ball produces no very great effect, but the amount of

continual repetition is decisive. Let us suffer any person to

tell us his story morning and evening, but for one twelve-

month, and he will become our master." This is a power illus-

trated in mechanics by the physical law known as the "superim-

position of small impacts"—the force that enables the operator

to make a heavy bar of iron first shiver, then move, and then

oscillate with powerful swing by pelting it time after time with

a tiny pellet of cork.

The entire, absolute freedom of the press is essential to the

preservation of government on the basis of a free constitution;

and its power for good or evil in a free country is almost over-

powering in its contemplation. Not only is unshackled liberty

of the press a most valuable right of free men, but society at

large is deeply interested in seeing free discussion of all public

measures and men protected in as wide a range as public

security and morality, as well as private rights, admit. Sheri-

dan claimed that, with an untrammeled press, he would defy

a corrupt House of Lords, a venal House of Commons, a

tyrannical Prince, and time-serving courts "to infringe by one

hair's breadth on the liberties of Englishmen."

On the other hand, the licentiousness of the press and its

tyranny are a great calamity, and much to be deplored. It is

exceedingly difficult to maintain the precise line between the

two by positive law—in many cases absolutely impossible.

Lord Brougham held that we must be content to suffer a little

in private character for the sake of preserving the liberty of

nrPCC fVl/Mirrll fVilf 11 Ko t-1 -i 7 rTarvAnarnfA ■« - *-
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thatbrings about important results, and not the sudden or sin-
gular effort, however powerful and well—directed. Mr. Burke
said: “The press is like a'battery in which the stroke of any
one ball produces no very great effect, but the amount of
continual repetition is decisive. Let us suffer any person to
tell us his story morning and evening, but for one twelve-
month, and he will become our master.” This is a power illus-
trated in mechanics by the physical law known as the “superim-
position of small impacts”—theforce that enables the operator
to make a heavy bar of iron first shiver, then move, and then
oscillate with powerful swing by pelting it time after time with
a tiny pellet of cork.

The entire, absolute freedom of the press is essential to the
preservation of government on the basis of a free constitution;
and its power for good or evil in a free country is almost over-

powering in its contemplation. Not only is unshackled liberty
of the press a most valuable right of free men, but society at

large is deeply interested in seeing free discussion of all public
measures and men protected in as wide a range as public
security and morality, as well as private rights, admit. Sheri-
dan claimed that, with an untrammeled press, he would defy
a corrupt House of Lords, a venal House of Commons, a

tyrannical Prince, and time—serving courts “to infringe by one

hair’s breadth on the liberties of Englishmen.”
.

On the other hand, the licentiousness of the press and its
tyranny are a great calamity, and much to be deplored. It is
exceedingly difficult to maintain the precise line between the
two by positive law—in many cases absolutely impossible.
Lord Brougham held that we must be content to suffer a little
in private character for the sake of preserving the liberty of
141:: n1-nae H-unnnvl-n H1-2+ Iii-use-hp Ann-nan.-no- 2.-. an»... .....L..........
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was intended to serve a great purpose, and that its abuse is a

base betrayal of a high and exceptional trust. Those were wise

utterances addressed by a distinguished journalist to his

brethren of the press: "There are no privileges of the press

that are not the privileges of the people. Your equality in

rights with your neighbors is positive. If you have the means

of addressing a larger audience than others, there is an increase

of responsibility and not an enlargement of right."

The newspaper is of necessity the friend of the public; for,

no matter how great and powerful it may become, it is never

independent of that public. And, as a rule, the newspaper

reflects the morality, the intelligence, the tone of sentiment of

its public. If it is controlled more by its interest as a business

than by its sense of duty as a teacher, and purveys news in-

stead of intelligence, it is because the people seem to like it. If

it is true that the desire to make a sensation, to produce a read-

able paragraph, is stronger than the wish to report truly what

occurs, it is because this course has received the more than

willing cooperation and approval of the readers.

It is still true, and will most likely always remain true, that,

like the Athenian Sophists, great newspapers will teach the

conventional tastes and prejudices of those who pay for them.

Upon the whole, however, the good derived from our news-

papers is decided. Though it were not so, it is certain that they

form one of the potential conditions of modern life; and we

must endeavor to have them as sound and true to every good

cause and noble end as possible.

There can be no graver calling than that of an editor, be it

as promulgator, instructor, guardian, or leader. Mr. Bright in

iRaa cniH • "Tliprp ic nntViincr mnrp orlnrimic mv minr1 tVifin
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was intended to serve a great purpose, and that its abuse is a

base betrayalof a high and exceptional trust. Those were wise
utterances addressed by a distinguished journalist to his
brethren of the press: “There are no privileges of the press
that are not the privileges of the people. Your equality in
rights with your neighbors is positive. If you have the means

of addressing a. larger audiencethan others, there is an’ increase
of responsibilityand not an enlargement of right.”

The newspaper is of necessity the friend of the public; for,
no matter how great and powerful it may become, it is never

independent of that public. And, as a rule, the newspaper
reflects the morality, the intelligence, the tone of sentiment of
its public. If it is controlled more by its interest as a business
than by its sense of duty as a teacher, and purveys news in-
.stead of intelligence, it is because the people seem to like it. If
it is true that the desire to make A sensation, to produce a read-
able paragraph, is stronger than the wish to report truly what
occurs, it is because this course has received the more than
willingcooperation and approval of the readers.

It is still true, and will most likely always remain true, that,
like the Athenian Sophists, great newspapers will teach the
conventional tastes and prejudices of those who pay for them.
Upon the whole, however, the good derived from our news-

papers is decided. Though it were not so, it is certain that they
form one of the potential conditions of modern life; and we

must endeavor to have them as sound and true to every good
cause and noble end as possible.

There can be no graver calling than that of an editor, be it
as promulgator, instructor, guardian, or leader. Mr. Bright in
IQAA cnirl - “There ic nntliinor mnrp a-lnrirmc fn mv mind H-VJI11

CL) 31¢



326

MIND.

ten or twenty thousand readers the reflections of an honest,

honorable, and intelligent mind. Why, he is actually insinuat-

ing his own soul into the souls of the people among whom he

lives!"

This high mission is being daily administered by many

American newspapers, whose editors, deeply impressed with

their responsibilities, are earnestly striving to make their

papers fountains of light, sources of gladdening warmth,

springs of wholesome and elevating influences, worthy of re-

ceiving from their readers the high tribute paid by Dr. Johnson

to the English press: "Nothing adds so much to the glory of

my country as its newspapers."

Now, as never in the world before, the passionate yearning

to explore the mystery of life resents annihilation as a base affront.

And with the greater need there conies the greater hope, seeing

that, in a world so wonderful as that which science has revealed,

nothing can be too grand to be believed,—the grander, the more

likely to be true; and seeing that the correlation of this hope

with all that is most high and pure and grand and lofty in our

moral life is as God's pledge—unless that life be none of his—

that he will satisfy our hope with a reality as great as our desire.

—John IV. Chadwick.

We must make room in our minds, in our tastes, in our sym-

pathies, in our religion, and in our lives for all that we can learn

both of Nature and humanity. We must multiply points of con-

tact—thoughtful and loving contact—with these large, rich re-
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ten or twenty thousand readers the reflections of an honest,
honorable, and intelligent mind. Why, he is actually insinuat-
ing his own soul into the souls of the people among whom he
lives!”

This high mission is being daily administered by many
American newspapers, whose editors, deeply impressed with
their responsibilities, are earnestly striving to make their
papers fountains of light, sources of gladdening warmth,
springs of wholesome and elevating influences, worthy of re-

ceiving from their readers the high tribute paid by Dr. Johnson
to the English press: “Nothingadds so much to the glory of
my country as its newspapers.”

 

Now, as never in the world before, the passionate yearning
to explore the mystery of life résents annihilationas a base affront.
And with the greater need there comes the greater hope, seeing
that, in a world so wonderful as that which science has revealed,
nothing can be too grand to be believed,—thegrander, the more

likely to be true; and seeing that the correlation of this hope
with all that is most high and pure and grand and lofty in our

moral life is as God’s pledge——unless that life be none of his-—
that he will satisfy our hope with a reality as great as our desire.
—Iohn W. Chadwick.

C0I%O-0%-%

WE must make room in our minds, in our tastes, in our sym-
pathies, in our religion, and in our lives for all that we can learn
both of Nature and humanity. We must multiply points of con-

tact-—thoughtful and loving contact—with these large, rich re-
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DEVELOPMENT OF THE GOD IDEA.

BY EDWARD HEDGES THOMPSON.

All manner of men agree that that limitless Entity denomi-

nated "God" is infinite in its range of occupancy and power.

To this dual nature all but those viewing Deity as blind force

concede a third factor of all-knowingness. These concepts are

often very glibly, if not discerningly, phrased by saying that

God is omnipresent, omnipotent, and omniscient.

In his own opinion, man is so limited in his relation to

time and space that he does not undertake to relate himself to

God through these obscure media. In his relation to space he

feels localized and confined, and his conscious hold on time

seems limited in duration. But man has found that he has

a broader scope and range of relation in his intellectual, moral,

and spiritual nature. He feels that he is nearer God on one

of these planes; but they are intangible planes, and the com-

monality of mankind has been loth to apply here the same

methods of gaining knowledge of God that are used in acquir-

ing facts concerning the physical world. Man denies freedom

of action to his intellect. He is born into a creed-bound world

and is seldom inspired to break the bonds and demonstrate

truth for himself. He attentively reads the Scriptures, but

he does so with preconceptions acquired by the complaisant

acceptance of interprefations handed down by the theo-

logians of the past. The aphorism that spiritual things are to

be spiritually discerned has for him no practical application

because of his intellectual bias and limitations. Unwittingly
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DEVELOPMENT OF THE GOD IDEA.

BY 1-znwmu) IIEDGES THOMPSON.

All manner of men agree that that limitless Entity denomi-
nated “God” is infinite in its range of occupancy and power.
To this dual nature all but those viewing Deity as blind force
concede a third factor of all-knowingness. These concepts are

often very glibly, if not discerningly, phrased by saying that
God is omnipresent, omnipotent, and omniscient.

In his own opinion. man is so limited in his relation to
time and space that he does not undertake to relate himself to
God through these obscure media. In his relation to space he
feels localized and confined, and his conscious hold on time
seems limited in duration. But man has found that he has
a broader scope and range of relation in his intellectual, moral,
and spiritual nature. He feels that he is nearer God on one

of these planes; but they are intangible planes, and the com-

monality of mankind has been loth to apply here the same

methodsof gaining knowledge of God that are used in acquir-
ing facts concerning the physical world. Man denies freedom
of action to his intellect. He is born into a_ creed-bound world
and is seldom inspired to break the bonds and demonstrate
truth for himself. He attentively reads the Scriptures,‘ but
he does so with preconceptions acquired by the complaisant
acceptance of interpretations handed down by the theo-
logians of the past. The aphorism that spiritual things are to
be spiritually discerned has for him no practical application
because of his intellectual bias and limitations. Unwittingly
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In this fancied completeness there is no welcome for the

offerings of science. The teachings of the modern evolution-

ist as to the cosmic processes are disdainfully refused a hear-

ing; for man fears that such teaching aims to minimize God.

To him things known are natural—on the world plane—while

things unknown are divine. To his mind it is presumptuous

and sacrilegious to bring the unknown—the divine—down to

the level of the natural. From this status, the modern relig-

ionist defines God. Since man is a being of intellect and feel-

ing, God is assumed to possess similar attributes, only in a

higher degree; as man is vacillating and subject to change

of purpose by petition, argument, and prayer, likewise God

is changeable and susceptible to entreaty. Man entertains

wrath and anger, and these passions are accordingly accred-

ited to God. God is assumed to possess attributes, and from

the standpoint of assumed relations is reasonably deemed an

anthropomorphic being, above man, and unlike him only in

possessing a greater degree of perfection.

Such views have the mighty support of naturalness, and

took their rise in the first dawn of consciousness—in the neces-

sary recognition of some power higher than man. That early

man should have personified this power and localized it in the

mightiest things of Nature—the wind, the ocean, the sun, etc

—was as natural as any other impulse in the early human

life. From many gods, focalized in various elements of Na-

ture, he has grown gradually to the substitution of one sub-

sisted God, permeating and manifesting throughout all

Nature. And this development and all its attending con-

cepts, from polytheism to monotheism, have been a constant

movement from cause to effect; an evolution—a part, indeed,

of the eternal cosmic process.

The heretofore prevailing idea of God is the result of two
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In this fancied completeness there is no welcome for the
offerings of science. The teachings of the modern evolution-
ist as to the cosmic processes are disdainfully refused a hear-
ing; for man fears that such teaching aims to minimize God.
To him thingsknown are natural—-on the world plane—while
things unknown are divine. To his mind it is presumptuous
and sacrilegious to bring the unknown—thedivine—down to
the level of the natural. From this status, the modern relig-
ionist defines God. Since man is a being of intellect and feel-
ing, God is assumed to possess similar attributes, only in a

higher degree; as man is vacillatingand subject to change
of purpose by petition, argument, and prayer, likewise God
is changeable and susceptible to entreaty. Man entertains
wrath and anger, and these passions are accordingly accred-
ited to God. God is assumed to possess attributes, and from
the standpoint of assumed relations is reasonably deemed an

anthropomorphic being, above man, and unlike him only in
possessing a greater degree of perfection.

Such views have the mighty support of naturalness, and
took their rise in the first dawn of consciousness——in the neces-

sary recognition of some power higher than man. That early
man should have personified this power and localized it in the
mightiest things of Nature-—the wind, the ocean, the sun, etc.
—was as natural as any other impulse in the early human
life. From many gods, focalized in various elements of Na-
ture, he has grown gradually to the substitution of one sub-
sistent God, permeating and manifesting throughout all
Nature. And this development and all its attending con-

cepts, from polytheism to monotheism, have been a constant
movement from cause to effect; an evolution—a part, indeed,
of the eternal cosmic process.

The Iftofgi-Fsprevailing idea of God is the result of two
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ethical sense. The God idea as it stands in the present age may

be likened to a plant grown from a tiny germ to a magnificent

tree in full,bloom. It is beautiful; it is fragrant, and in many

particulars satisfying to the possessor; but the greater hope

and prophecy remain unfulfilled—it has yet to bear fruit. If

evolution in its latest and broadest sense is a fact—and all

Nature proclaims it a fact—the God idea has not yet reached

its full fruition. There is, indeed, prophecy of a great and

glorious fruitage—a fruitage that will supply unnumbered

wants and aspirations of the human mind and heart.

Can the mind look down prophetically along the vista of

time and behold the new God and the new life that await

humanity? It is possible to do so, provided the necessary con-

ditions of such vision are observed. Are the conditions

revolutionary or in any way onerous? No. They simply

demand a new, rational, and unprejudiced attitude, which

comprehends: (1) a freeing of the mind from the environing

conventionalities of thought; (2) the rejection of preconceived

notions and dogmas handed down from the medieval theo-

logians, unless such are supported by one's own acquired or

intuitional knowledge; (3) a willingness to allow the mind

some scope in the realm of mental abstractions, and a realizing

sense that the Infinite cannot be discerned by reference to,

or comparison with, the concrete, or physical; (4) a conscious-

ness of the value of idealizing, and an aspiration to realize

the highest ideal; (5) a reverence for Truth, and a desire

to know it; (6) an open and receptive state of the heart to

the "still, small voice," and to such truths as are too refined

and spiritual to enter into the consciousness through the intel-

lect; and (7) a discriminating and enlightened faith.
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Development of the God Idea. 329

ethical sense. The God idea as it stands in thepresent age may
be likened to a plant grown from a tiny germ to a magnificent
tree in fullbloom. It is beautiful;it is fragrant, and in many
particulars satisfying to the possessor; but the greater hope
and prophecy remain unfulfilled—ithas yet to bear fruit. If
evolution in its latest and broadest sense is a fact—and all
Nature proclaims it a fact-—theGod idea has not yet reached
its full fruition. There is, indeed, prophecy of a great and
glorious fruitage—a fruitage that will supply unnumbered
wants and aspirations of the human mind and heart.

Can the mind look down prophetically along the vista of
time and behold the new God and the new life that await
humanity? It is possible to do so, provided the necessary con-

ditions of such vision are observed. Are the conditions
revolutionary or in any way onerous? No. They‘ simply
demand a new, rational, and unprejudiced attitude, which
comprehends: ( I) a freeing of the mind from the environing
conventionalitiesof thought; (2) the rejection of preconceived
notions and dogmas handed down from the medieval theo-
logians, unless such are supported by one’s own acquired or

intuitional knowledge; (3) a willingness to allow the mind
some scope in the realm of mental abstractions, and a realizing
sense that the Infinite cannot be discerned by reference to,
or comparison with, the concrete, or physical; (4) a conscious-
ness of the value of idealizing, and an aspiration to realize
the highest ideal; (5) a reverence for Truth, and a desire
to know it; (6) an open and receptive state of the heart to
the “still, small voice,” and to such truths as are too refined
and spiritual to enter into the consciousness through the intel—
lect; and (7) a discriminating and enlightened faith.
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human mind has heretofore conceived. To the God-seeking

soul thus untrammeled by the accumulated and hereditary

error of the ages, there appears a new revelation—a revelation

first glimpsed in historic times by Jesus of Nazareth, but which

has subsequently been generally veiled from human under-

standing by idolatrous influences and tendencies begotten of

creed, greed, and a bigoted dogmatism. This new revelation,

first vouchsafed to the generality of mankind in the closing

years of the nineteenth century, is the last great gift to man of

rationalistic science—cooperating, it must be said, with a

newly recognized intuitional sense that even now is and ever

may be beyond the formulation and analysis of science.

And how stupendous is God as seen in this new revelation!

*How inadequate are the old, anthropomorphic, human-lim-

ited "He" and "His" in their application to Deity! God is

indeed seen to be "All-in-all," fixed, unchangeable, and im-

personal. As human intellect cannot cognize the Infinite, so no

human vocabulary can furnish a word fully to express the

God idea—an idea revealed to the soul partly through chan-

nels that are non-intellectual and need not word vehicles.

Perhaps the most adequate terms, appealing to the cognition of

intellect and expressive of so high an idea, are "The Absolute"

and "The Great First Cause." The aspiring mind and heart,

centered on these words, lead the seeking soul beyond the con-

fines of personality, onward and inward to the great heart of

Nature—the unchanging reality of all that is—the uncreate,

subsistent Principle, involving all that human mind can be

conscious of in the tangible world of matter or the intangible

spheres of mind and spirit. This infinite Entity cannot be pre-

sumed to possess attributes, because, being Itself the Great

First Cause, there are no anterior nnwprs tn rnnfpr at+rtruif#»s-
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human mind has heretofore conceived. To the God-seeking
soul thus untrammeled by the accumulated and hereditary
error of the ages, there appears a new revelation—a revelation
first glimpsed in historic times by Jesus of Nazareth,but which
has subsequently been generally veiled from human under-
standing by idolatrous influences and tendencies begotten of
creed, greed, and a bigoted dogmatism. This new revelation,
first vouchsafed to the generality of mankind in the closing
years of the nineteenth century," is the last great gift to man of
rationalistic science——co6perating, it must be said, with a

newly recognized intuitional sense that even now is and ever

may be beyond the formulation and analysis of science.
And how stupendous is God as seen in this new revelation!

-How inadequate are the old, anthropomorphic, humar.-lim-
ited “He” and “His” in their application to Deity! God is
indeed seen to be “All-in—all,” fixed, unchangeable, and im-
personal. As human intellect cannot cognize the Infinite, so no

human vocabulary can furnish a word fully to express _the
God idea—an idea revealed to the soul partly through chan-
nels that are non-intellectual and need not word vehicles.
Perhaps the most adequate terms, appealing to the cognition of
intellect and expressive of so high an idea, are “The Absolute”
and “The Great First Cause.” The aspiring mind and heart,
centered on these words, lead the seeking soul beyond the con-

fines of personality, onward and inward to the great heart of
Nature-—the unchanging reality of all that is—the uncreate,
subsistent Principle, involving all that human mind can be
conscious of in the tangible world of matter or the intangible
spheres of mind and spirit. This infinite Entity cannot be pre-
sumed to possess attributes, because, being Itself the Great
First Cause. there are no anterior nnwers tn rnnfer attribute-Q -
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God may be said to have a nature; and this nature encom-

passes, includes, and is identified with the abstract Principle

whence are evolved to the conscious recognition of man all the

mental and spiritual attributes that make for righteousness

and wholeness (holiness), as well as the other manifestations

of God as expressed in the physical universe. Thus, God-

nature must be viewed as coeval with God. Whatever it is,

it is as eternal in origin as is God, and must be conceived to

inhere in the divine Entity. Hence, as God is infinite and

perfect—a fact forced into our consciousness by the largest

grasp of the idea of First Cause-—so must God-nature be

perfect. Now, one of the elements of God-nature is neces-

sarily Life, and life implies action. God without life and re-

sultant action would be a non-entity and unimaginable. From

the premises of God-perfection it is deduced that God-life and

God-action must be perfect; and herein is the startling implica-

tion that God-action is not vacillating or alternative. God

must act according to His nature; His action cannot be the

result of choice. Omniscience is above the necessity of choos-

ing. Ignorance alone is the parent and user of choice.

Another inference deducible from the necessary perfection

of God's nature is that the resultants, the creations of God-

action, are perfect. The tangible and intangible creations of

God must reflect His perfection; hence, we have as a corol-

lary the fact that there can be no real tragedies in Nature.

What the world calls error and evil are non-existent in reality,

and, to the extent of their apparent existence, are the products

of man's misjudgments and are related to man only. But it

may be said, parenthetically, that even under such restricted

view error and evil have ethical uses and are powerful factors

in the spiritual evolution of mankind.

The properly conditioned mind, searching reverently with-
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God may be said to have a nature; and this nature encom-

passes, includes, and is identified withitheabstract Principle
whence are evolved to the conscious recognition of man all the
mental and spiritual attributes that make for righteousness
and wholeness (holiness), as well as the other manifestations
of God as expressed in the physical universe. Thus, God-
nature must be viewed as coeval with God. Whatever it is,
it is as eternal in origin as is God, and must be conceived to
inhere in the divine Entity. Hence, as God is infinite and
perfect—a fact forced into our consciousness by the largest
grasp of the idea of First Cause.—-so must God-nature be
perfect. Now, one of the elements of God-nature is neces-

sarily Life, and life implies action. God without life and re-

sultant actionwould be a non-entity and unimaginable. From
the premises of God-perfection it is deduced that God-life and
_God-action must be perfect; and herein is the startling implica-
tion that God—action is not vacillating or alternative. God
must act according to His nature; His action cannot be the
result of choice. Omniscience is above the necessity of choos-
ing. Ignorance alone is the parent and user of choice.

Another inference deducible from the necessary perfection
of God's nature is that the resultants, the creations of God-
action, are perfect. The tangible and intangible creations of
God must reflect His perfection; hence, we have as a corol-
lary the fact that there can be no real tragedies in Nature.
VVhat the world calls error and evil are non-existent in reality,
and, to the extent of their apparent existence, are the products
of man’s misjudgments and are related to man only. But it
may be said, parenthetically,that even under such restricted
view error and evil have ethical uses and are powerful factors
in the spiritual evolution of mankind.

Thedgoperl conditioned mind, searching reverently with-
. ILTI 8 Cr .1 u . 0 .1 . p
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It is the law of Necessity. But this is in reality God in another

aspect—the aspect of Divine Necessity. Herein is revealed

the fixedness of God. Every entity has necessarily a fixed,

constitutional nature; and God, in truth, must be subject to

God-nature. Such apparent limitation is but proof of God's

perfection. To conceive God as a volitional Being is simply to

deny his perfection and lower Him to the plane of human

limitation.

Allow the mind to flash back to the remotest reach of imag-

ination. No void of mere nothingness can be found. Such

vacuity cannot even be imagined. But the projected con-

sciousness realizes the presence of God—the limitless All-in-

all. This consciousness is partly the product of an intuitional

sense that baffles the power of language to convey the concep-

tion from one mind to another. Such comprehension of God

as results from this sense comes through the medium of

spirit, and must be spiritually discerned through the gateway

of introspection. The intellect alone can but poorly and inade-

quately apprehend God; for God is the Absolute, and neces-

sarily unfathomable by finite intellect. But man, spiritually

in particular and physically in common with the physical uni-

verse, is related to God as effect to cause. Mediately or im-

mediately, the ulterior cause must be identified with God—

First Cause. On this law of Cause and Effect is predicated

all that pure intellect may ever know of God. All phenomena

witnessed are readily judged by the intellect to be the effect

of some cause. Though observed effects are greatly varied

and apparently infinite in number, it is found by tracing them

back through the more or less numerous intermediary causes

that they converge toward a final, common cause. Specifi-

cally, explosions, earthquakes, cyclones, volcanic eruptions,

etc., are traceable to chemical affinity, gravitation, or some

other unseen nhvsiral fnrrp All
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It is the law of Necessity. But this is in reality God in another
aspect—the aspect of ‘Divine Necessity. Herein is revealed
the fixedness of God. Every entity has necessarily a fixed,
constitutional nature; and God, in truth,‘ must be subject to
God-nature. Such apparent limitation is but proof of God's
perfection. To conceive God as a volitional Being is simply to

deny his perfection and lower Him to the plane of human
limitation.

Allow themind to flash back to the remotest reach of imag-
ination. No void of mere nothingness can be found. Such
vacuity cannot even be imagined. But the projected con-

sciousness realizes the presence of God—the limitless All-in-
all. This consciousness is partly the product of an intuitional
sense that baflles the power of language to convey the concep-
tion from one mind to another. Such comprehension of God
as results from this sense comes through the medium of
spirit, and must be spiritually discerned through the gateway
of introspection. The intellect alone can but poorly and inade-
quately apprehend God; for God is the Absolute, and neces-

sarily unfathomableby finite intellect. But man, spiritually
in particular and physically in common with the physical uni-
verse, is related to God as effect to cause. Mediately or im-
mediately, the ulterior cause must be identified with God—-
First Cause. On this law of Cause and Effect is predicated
all that pure intellect ma‘y'everknow of God. All phenomena
witnessed are readily judged by the intellect to be the effect
of some cause. Though observed effects are greatly varied
and apparently infinite in number, it is found by tracing them
back through the more or less numerous intermediary causes

that they converge toward a final, common cause. Specifi-
cally, explosions, earthquakes, cyclones, volcanic eruptions,
etc., are traceable to chemical aflinity, gravitation, or some

Othetkqsegmlehvsirnl ‘fnrnn All nlapnnrnnnn nf rrrnuyl-l1 in Hana
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and men is seen to originate in mentality. Higher than all

these, on the plane of altruistic human life, there are observed

the effects of some ethical force so refined and spiritual that

the human intellect willingly concedes it to be the product of

that greatest of God-reflections—Spirituality. So it is seen

that all observed phenomena can be intellectually traced through

a series of ulterior causes that gradually converge toward a

center.

All the diversity of the universe is apparently referable to

unseen physical, vital, mental, or spiritual forces. But what

are these forces, and what is anterior to them? No mortal

knows. But the logic of analogy leads us to believe that there

is a further convergence, and but a step beyond is the one un-

seen Center of all—the incomprehensible Source of all that

is. Incomprehensible? Certainly not to the extent of for-

bidding all approach to some definite conception of God. Even

a conviction that God is incomprehensible differentiates the

concept of the God-idea from other concepts, and to that extent

gives us, in a sense, comparative knowledge. But if we can-

not get near God, viewed as a whole, we can approach Him

measurably through the media of His aspects. We see in the

world the activity of life—the living; and we reasonably infer

that the source of such living must be life—God is Life. Man

is intelligent; God must be Intelligence. We are cognizant of

substantiality; then God must be Substance. We see evidences

of spirituality; if it exists, then God, as its Source, must be

Spirit. We are conscious of a force, inherent in the nature of

the universe and of man, a living, continuous force that makes

for the betterment of man and his environment: its source
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Development of the God Idea. 333

and men is seen to originate in mentality. Higher than all
these, on the plane of altruistic human life, there are observed
the effects of some ethical force so refined and spiritual that
the human intellect willinglyconcedes it to be the product of
that greatest of God-reflections-—Spirituality. So it is seen

thatall observed phenomenacan be intellectually traced through
a series of ulterior causes that gradually converge toward a

center.
All the diversity of the universe is apparently referable to

unseen physical, vital, mental, or spiritual forces. But what
are these forces, and what is anterior to them? No mortal
knows. But the logic of analogy leads us to believe that there
is a further convergence, and but a step beyond is the one un-

seen Center of all—the incomprehensible Source of all that
is. Incomprehensible? Certainly not to the extent of for-
biddingall approach to some definite conception of God. Even
a conviction that God is incomprehensible differentiates the
concept of the God-idea from other concepts, and to thatextent

gives us, in a sense, comparative knowledge. But if we can-

not get near God, viewed as a whole, we can approach Him
measurably through the media of His aspects. We see in the
world the activityof life—the living; and we reasonably infer
that the source of such living must be life-—God is Life. Man
is intelligent; God must be Intelligence. We are cognizant of
substantiality; then God must be Substance. We see evidences
of spirituality; if it exists, then God, as its Source, must be
Spirit. VVe are conscious of a force, inherent in the nature of
the universe and of man, a living, continuous force that makes
for the betterment of man and his environment: its source

Co 816
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a body. As God is seen from all other viewpoints to be Spirit,

not a Spirit, may not matter be analogously predicated on a

like basis? Conceive a rod bisected—one-half cast away and

the other half equally divided. Mathematically, this process

could be continued ad infinitum. Practically, what would be

the result of, say, the billionth bisection? Manifestly, nothing,

as we know it, physically. Surely the halves of the last piece

can have no more tangibility than mental concepts. They can

exist only in the mind. May not, after all, the term "physical

world" be a misnomer? Can we be quite sure that what we

call the physical world is a physical world? We know that the

densest matter is only another form of the most rarefied gas.

May not another transmutation expand it to—Thought? Sci-

ence does not oppose such a hypothesis. In fact she is now

busily marshaling facts and arguments to prove it.

If, now, this foreshadowing of science be accepted as

truth, it will be conceded that God involves all the seen and the

unseen, and that all that is is an evolution from God; hence, all

that is must be an emanation, a reflection, an expression of God,

and must indicate God-nature to the extent and perfectness of

such expression. Science has patiently traced these evolving

expressions from the lowest to the highest. At the bottom she

found chaos of matter; at the top she has just discovered—

Religion. In her youth, Science was inexperienced and unskil-

ful. She overlooked much, but latterly she has instituted a new

investigation of the beginning of things, with the searchlight

of broadened knowledge. In this newer exploration she has

found law and order, even in primeval chaos; and, most glori-

ous fact of all, she discovers there the seeds of a world-pro-

ducing and world-redeeming Love. She names them Mutual

Attraction and Chemical Affinity. Chemical affinity may have

produced a kind of polygamous union; but, when two mole-
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a body. As God is seen from all other viewpoints to be Spirit,
not a Spirit, may not matter be analogously predicated on a

like basis? Conceive a rod bisected—one-half cast away and
the other half equally divided. Mathematically,this process
could be continued ad infinitum. Practically,what would be
the result of, say, thebillionthbisection? Manifestly,nothing,
as we know it, physically. Surely the halves of the last piece
can have no more tangibilitythan mental concepts. They can

exist only in the mind. May not, after all, the term “physical
world” be a misnomer? Can we be quite sure that what we

call the physical world is a physical world? VVe know that the
densest matter is only another form of the most rarefied gas.
May not another transmutation expand it to-—Thought? Sci-
ence does not oppose such a hypothesis. In fact she is now

busilymarshaling facts and arguments to prove it.
If, now, this foreshadowing of science be accepted as

truth, it will be conceded that God involves all the seen and the
unseen, and that all that is is an evolution from God; hence, all
that is must be an emanation,a reflection,an expression of God,
and must indicate God-nature to the extent and perfectness of
such expression. Science has patiently traced these evolving
expressions from the lowest to the highest. At the bottom she
found chaos of matter; at the top she has just discovered-
Religion. In her youth, Science was inexperiencedand unskil-
ful. She overlooked much, but latterly she has instituted a new

investigation of the beginning of things, with the searchlight
of broadened knowledge. In this newer exploration she has
found law and order, even in primeval chaos; and, most glori-
ous fact of all, she discovers there the seeds of a world-pro-
ducing and world-redeeming Love. She names them Mutual
Attractionand Chemical Aflinity. Chemical affinity may have

proddcsl aglfiisnd of polygamous union; but, when two mole-
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the circle, and the first families, tribes, societies, and nations of

molecular individuals were successfully founded in the realm

of matter.

Thus Nature was organized by Divine Love. And if this

power was necessary to organize worlds, how supremely neces-

sary was it to the organization of later and more complicated

forms of life! Biology informs us that love was not only a

potential but an active ruling force in the first life-cell. His-

tory teaches that it has been an ever-increasing force, both

qualitatively and quantitatively, in the development of human

life. And ethics and sociology, as prophets of the future, tell

us that Love is at work on the task of unifying all nations and

establishing forever the brotherhood of men. It is a force

that has brought forth from a mere bestial progenitor a mother

and a father, and instituted among men a family, a home, a

society. Without Love, Life itself would vanish from the

earth within a generation. The old aphorism that self-preser-

vation is the first law of Nature is challenged by modern sci-

ence. With selfishness was born a twin brother—unselfishness.

The struggle for life has been equally a struggle for self and

for other selves.

God is law and order. He has manifested himself in an

orderly, consecutive manner, through the physical, vital,

mental, and spiritual, all higher manifestations being ever po-

tential in the lower. Physical force has built countless glowing

worlds from the materials of chaos. Its work is done. Hence-

forth it will be mainly occupied in keeping its machinery in

order. Vital force has been the decorator of at least one of

these worlds. It has had a tremendous task and apparently has

been recklessly extravagant, as witness the fossil wrecks along
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thecircle, and the first families, tribes, societies, and nations of
molecular individuals were successfully founded in the realm
of matter.

Thus Nature was organized by Divine Love. And if this
power was necessary to organize worlds, how supremely neces-

sary was it to the organization of later and more complicated
forms of life! Biology informs us that love was not only a

potential but an active ruling force in the first life-cell. His-
tory teaches that it has been an ever—increasing force, both
qualitatively and quantitatively, in the development of human
life. And ethics and sociology, as prophets of the future, tell
us that Love is at work on the task of unifying all nations and
establishing forever the brotherhood of men. It is a force
thathas brought forth from a mere bestial progenitor a mother
and a father, and instituted among men a family,a home, a

society. Without Love, Life itself would vanish from the
earth withina generation. The old aphorism that self-preser-
vation is the first law of Nature is challenged by modern sci-
ence. With selfishness was born a twin brother—unselfishness.
The struggle for life has been equally a struggle for self and
for other selves.

God is law and order. He has manifested himself in an

orderly, consecutive manner, through the physical, vital,
mental, and spiritual, all higher manifestations being ever po-
tential in the lower. Physical force has built countless glowing
worlds from the materials of chaos. Its work is done. Hence-
forth it will be mainly occupied in keeping its machinery in
order. Vital force has been the decorator of at least one of
these worlds. It has had a tremendous task and apparently has
been recklessly extravagant, as witness the fossil wrecks along
A.I...E:it5 -.8}'L)_-- h--L -L 1_-A. 2;. L..- L..- C._!_I--.I 2;- ______I_ TL
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we are forced to the conviction that there will never be a

higher creation than man. Organic evolution, therefore, has

also finished its task. It has produced a physical being that has

attained a full harmony of environment. Thus physical man

culminates God's external manifestation. But there is a Man

that marches on. It is the Man within the man. The mind

and heart are the limitless fields wherein God is henceforth to

be eternally manifested. Intellect and Love have now the joint

obligation of leading the pilgrim spirit of man back to the

Father—God. In other words, more concretely expressed,

Science and Religion are the channels through which the

eternal push shall lift man to his eternal godship.

True science and true religion are one in purpose; yet there

is a distinction. Religion gives us ideals; science points the

way to their realization. Religion enthrones Love; science ap-

proves the coronation and proposes a rational scheme of gov-

ernment. True religion is henceforth to be the normal dynamic

of the growing and expanding Man within, and science shall

be religion's regulator, arbiter, and poise. If it be desired to

get a nearer and more specific view of the preeminent phases

of these man-perfecting forces, we may substitute for science

the word Evolution, and for religion the word Christianity.

In the last analysis these are the wings on which man shall

soar Godward. Their divine purpose is one and the same.

PCach is a method of creation. Each has the one purpose of

making more perfect living human beings. Both do their

work through the same medium—Love. Both have the same

Author, the same end, the same spirit. Christianity did not

drop like a bolt from eternity at the beginning of the Christian

era. Its spirit was abroad in the world centuries before and

recognized of men. The spirit of it is as old as Nature; but,

like Evolution, its hip-her mennino- has Huf iwpntlv cnmp infn
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we are forced to the conviction that there will never be a

higher creation than man. Organic evolution, therefore, has
also finished its task. It has produced a physical being thathas
attained a full harmony of enviromnent. Thus physical man

culminates God’s external manifestation. But there is a Man
that marches on. It is the Man within the man. The mind
and heart are the limitless fields wherein God is henceforth to
be eternallymanifested. Intellect and Love have now the joint
obligation of leading the pilgrim spirit of man back to the
Father—God. In other words, more concretely expressed,
Science and Religion are the channels through which the
eternal push shall lift man to his eternal godship.

True science and true religion are one in purpose; yet there
is a distinction. Religion gives us ideals; science points the
way to their realization. Religion enthrones Love; science ap-
proves the coronation and proposes a rational scheme of gov-
ernment. True religion is henceforth to be the normal dynamic
of the growing and expanding Man within, and science shall
be religion’s regulator, arbiter, and poise. If it be desired to

get a nearer and more specific view of the preeminent phases
of these man—perfecting forces, we may substitute for science
the word Evolution, and for religion the word Christianity.
In the last analysis these are the wings on which man shall
soar Godward. Their divine purpose is one and the same.

Each is a method of creation. Each has the one purpose of
making more perfect living human beings. Both do their
work through the same medium-—Love. Both have the same

Author, the same end, the same spirit. Christianity did not

drop like a bolt from eternity at the beginningof the Christian
era. Its spirit was abroad in the world centuries before and
recognized of men. The spirit of it is as old as Nature; but,

higher meanina I12: hnf rprnnflv on:-no infn
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which he is the culminating point. Reason and intuition have

at last explained to him his status in eternity. He understands.

He realizes his dignity, knowing now for the first time that the

universe has been in travail for ages to bring him forth. His

greatest wonder is that he has wondered so little. The revela-

tion fills him with new inspiration. He desires to be in har-

mony with Nature. Turning his eyes to the future, he gazes

upon the Ascent of Man. What a glorious vision! Love is

seen leading all the children of men to the Kingdom wherein

God and man are eternally one.

There is a great deal more for medical students of the next

century. We put into their hands indeed plenty of failures.

We have failed to cure gout, asthma, rheumatism, cancer, con-

sumption, and paralysis, without speaking of other "plaguey dis-

eases" which afflict mankind. All that we can do at present is to

recommend habits and diet which shall perhaps be preventive.

We can cure none of these diseases. Will our successors prove

more competent than ourselves ?—Sir Walter Besant.

I have had to do that in past days, to challenge Him through

outer darkness and the silence of night, till I almost expected

that he would vindicate his own honor by appearing visibly, as

he did to Saint Paul and Saint John; but he answered in the still,

small voice only, yet that was enough.—Charles Kingsley.

Man postpones or remembers. He does not live in the pres-
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which he is the culminating point. Reason and intuition have
at last explained to him his status in eternity. He understands.
He realizes his dignity,knowing now for the first time that the
universe has been in travail for ages to bring him forth. His
greatest wonder is that he has wondered so little. The revela-
tion fills him with new inspiration. He desires to be in har-

mony with Nature. Tuming his eyes to the future, he gazes
upon the Ascent of Man. What a glorious visionl Love is
seen leading all the children of men to the Kingdom wherein
God and man are eternally one.
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THERE is a great deal more for medical students of the next

century. We put into their hands indeed plenty of failures.
We have failed to cure gout, asthma, rheumatism, cancer, con-

sumption, and paralysis, without speaking of other “plaguey dis-
eases” which afflict mankind. All that we can do at present is to
recommend habits and diet which shall perhaps be preventive.
We can cure none of these diseases. Will our successors prove
more competent than ourselves ?—Sir Walter Besant.

 

I HAVE had to do that in past days, to challenge Him through
outer darkness and the silence of night, till I almost expected
that he would vindicate his own honor by appearing visibly, as

he did to Saint Paul and Saint John; but he answered in the still,
small voice only, yet that was enough.-—Charles Kingsley.
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HEARING AND DOING.

BY CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

Some college professors admitted to me some time ago that

the world is turning more and more toward the search after

health along mental or psychical lines, conceding that the more

advanced students believe not only that health is obtainable

through mental effort alone but that the time is near when

great numbers of people will so seek thus to regulate their lives

that human life shall be greatly prolonged. It is true beyond

doubt that scientific minds are investigating this subject to-

day as never before. Medical men may strive to side-track the

issue by appealing to hypnotism or some other agency, but they

are not succeeding to any marked degree.

The doctors make strenuous efforts to procure legislation

prohibiting the practise of Mental and Christian Science, osten-

sibly because these schools are inimical to the public welfare

but really because they tend to reduce medical incomes. Yet

intelligent physicians everywhere are dispensing more and

more with the use of drugs, and are confining themselves to the

giving of advice as to diet and the making of hygienic sug-

gestions.

My object in referring to this is to show that progress in

the spiritual and psychic realms is undoubtedly being made;

yet a still more encouraging fact is that very many people who

formerly took regular mental treatment are now beginning to

rely largely on their own efforts to keep well. This is as it

should be, because we have a right to regulate our own health.
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HEARING AND DOING.

BY CHARLES mzonn‘-: PATTERSON.

Some college professors admitted to me some time ago that
the world is turning more and more toward the search after
health along mental or psychical lines, conceding that the more

advanced students believe not only that health is obtainable
through mental effort alone but that the time is near when
great numbers of people will so seek thus to regulate their lives
that human life shall be greatly prolonged. It is true beyond
doubt that scientific minds are investigating this subject to-

day as never before. ‘ Medical men may strive to side-track the
issue by appealing to hypnotism or some other agency, but they
are not succeeding to any marked degree.

The doctors make strenuous efiorts to procure legislation
prohibitingthepractise of Mental and Christian Science, osten-

sibly because these schools are inimical to the public welfare
but really because they tend to reduce medical incomes. Yet
intelligent physicians everywhere are dispensing more and
more with the use of drugs, and are confining themselves to the
giving of advice as to diet and the making of hygienic sug-
gestions.

My object in referring to this is to show that progress in
the spiritual and psychic realms is undoubtedly being made;
yet a still more encouraging fact is that very many people who
formerly took regular mental treatment are now beginning to

rely largely on their own efforts to keep well. This is as it
should be, becaluse we have a right to regulate our own health.
'" "QuU 83:
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Let us see how intelligence may be brought to bear on the

different phases of this subject. In the first place, let us con-

sider the morbid, or diseased, side of human life, in order to

discover how we get into wrong conditions—because if we

know this we may also learn how to get out of them: by re-

tracing our steps.

The very best scientists in the world to-day no longer re-

gard the brain as the generator of thought, but rather as an

instrument through which thought acts. They recognize that

thought is independent of the brain, though it acts upon it.

The entire physical body is only one of our possessions, and is

not by any means our greatest possession. We have the right

to do with it as we will, so long as our authority is exercised

in accord with law; that is, so long as the will is used to pro-

duce a harmonious effect upon the body, because if used

otherwise the will is bound more or less to injure this house

we live in.

A great many people suppose they are thinking when they

are really doing nothing of the kind, but are using their brains

to such a degree that an undue amount of blood is drawn to

the head, where, becoming congested, it accelerates the vibra-

tions of the upper portion of the body till the head is very hot

and the feet are very cold. The physical effect produced here

is the result of wrong thinking, not right thinking, which has

never yet caused a congestion of any kind. Right thought can-

not produce a rapidity of vibration that will result in an over-

heated head. When we refer to certain persons as being "hot-

headed," we mean that they become angry easily, for anger is

an emotion that drives the blood unduly to the brain. There

is a very delicate part of the body called the mucous mem-
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Let us see how intelligence may be brought to bear on the
different phases of this subject. In the first place, let us con-

sider the morbid, or diseased, side of human life, in order to
discover how we get into wrong conditions-—-because if we

know this we may also learn how to get out of them: by re-

tracingour steps.
The very best scientists in the world to-day no longer re-

gard the brain as the generator of thought, but rather as an

instrument through which thought acts. They recognize that
thought is independent of the brain, though it acts upon it.
The entire physical body is only one of our possessions, and is
not by any means our greatest possession. We have the right
to do with it as we will, so long as our authority is exercised
in accord with law; that is, so long as the will is used to pro-
duce a harmonious effect upon the body, because if used
otherwise the will is bound more or less to injure this house
we live in.

A great many people suppose they are thinkingwhen they
are really doing nothingof the kind, but are using their brains
to such a degree that an undue amount of blood is drawn to
the head, where, becoming congested, it accelerates the vibra-
tions of the upper portion of the body till the head is very hot
and the feet are very cold. The physical effect produced here
is the result of wrong thinking,not right thinking,which has
never yet caused a congestion of any kind. Right thought can-

not produce a rapidity of vibration that will result in an over-

heated head. When we refer to certain persons as being “hot-
headed,” we mean that they become angry easily, for anger is
an emotion that drives the blood unduly to the brain. There
is a very delicate part of the body called the mucous mem-
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over, we have a disturbance of the stomach, and we say it re-

sults from something we have eaten or drunk—but it means

simply that we have allowed ourselves to be annoyed by what

some one else has said or thought. No one can produce in us a

wrong method of thinking unless we allow him to do it. Let

us cease trying to shift the responsibility from our own shoul-

ders onto those of some one else by insisting that another's

failure to do this or that has caused our suffering; for it is a

very poor excuse. We suffer for our own misdeeds, and when

we lend ourselves to the sinful side of life we have a right to

expect no other result. It rests with each individual whether

he shall be related to the world about him in a strong and

healthy way or in a weak and diseased way.

It is better to know the truth about these things—to

face the whole truth—than to go on year after year laying the

responsibility for our mental and physical conditions at the

doors of other people or other things, when we ourselves are

solely responsible. It is not enough to say that we are "nega-

tive," and that we "take on conditions" from others. If we

are negative, it is because we have allowed ourselves to become

so without reason. If wrong thought reaches us from

other people, it is because we open wide our door and tacitly

invite it to enter. We literally call out what others say or think

of us. There is something within us that, coming in touch

with the identical quality in other people, stirs it into activity.

When this result does not follow, it means that we have risen

above it. If it seems to come and has no effect upon us, we

have proof that we are not one with it; that is, that we have

no fondness for it. We do not like to have unkind things said

of us by others; yet if we ourselves say unkind things we

become one with that habit of thought and thus call forth

just such remarks, which adversely affect us mentally, and
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over, we have a disturbance of the stomach, and we say it re-

sults from something we have eaten. or drunk——but it means

simply that we have allowed ourselves to be armoyed by what
some one else has said or thought. No one can produce in us a

wrong method of thinkingunless we allow him to do it. Let
us cease trying to shift the responsibilityfrom our own shoul-
ders onto those of some one else by insisting that another’s
failure to do this or that has caused our suffering; for it is a

very poor excuse. We suffer for our own misdeeds, and when
we lend ourselves to the sinful side of life we have a right to

expect no other result. It rests with each individual whether
he shall be related to the world about him in a strong and
healthyway or in a weak and diseased way.

It is better to know the truth about these things-—to
face the whole trutl1—than to go on year after year laying the
responsibility for our mental and physical conditions at the
doors of other people or other things, when we ourselves are

solely responsible. It is not enough to say that we are “nega-
tive,” and that we “take on conditions” from others. If we

are negative, it is becausewe have allowed ourselves to become
so without reason. If wrong thought reaches us from
other people, it is because we open wide our door and tacitly
invite it to enter. We literally call out what others say or think
of us. There is something within us that, coming in touch
with the identical quality in other people, stirs it into activity.
When this result does not follow, it means that we have risen
above it. If it seems to come and has no effect upon us, we

have proof that we are not one with it; that is, that we have
no fondness for it. VVe do not like to have unkind things said
of us by others; yet if we ourselves say unkind things we

become one with that habit of thought and thus call forth
just such éenrarkfi, which adversely affect us mentally, and
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—to the unkind thought of the world—the converse of this

proposition being equally true: if we love to say and do kind

things, we are one with the good deeds and the good people

of the world. And so it is with health, with wholeness; for

health and wholeness, harmony and heaven, mean virtually

the same thing. When a person is healthy he is harmonious.

How many harmonious people are there in this world—people

who can say that they are well in every part of their being—

perfectly whole and perfectly harmonious in both mind and

body? This is a question that I feel we all should ask our-

selves. If we are not in full enjoyment of this state, it is time

for us to begin to think about heaven right here and now—

about health and harmony at the present time. What is the

use in dragging out a miserable existence? If we are not

harmonious in our own minds, and if our bodies are ill, where

shall we find the happiness of life? We create our own heaven

and are the authors of our own health. The power is God-

given.

It is right that each and every individual should present

his body whole and acceptable unto God, for this is his reason-

able service. He should present a body whole to that higher

part of his being which is the God part, so that this inner har-

mony may have its reflection in outer harmony—that the soul

at peace and rest may show itself forth in peace and rest of

mind and body. If we are not doing this, we are not living up

to our highest knowledge of life. It is done by creating the

desire first in mind, every wholesome thought leading to a

mental condition in which we love to talk about health and

strength and harmony in preference to sickness and disease

and other Hisaorppahlp thimrs. Thus Hr» we hpcomp nnp with
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—to the unkind thought of the world—the converse of this
proposition being equally true: if we love to say and do kind
things, we are one with the good deeds and the good people
of the world. And so it is with health, with wholeness; for
health and wholeness, harmony and heaven, mean virtually
the same thing. When a person is healthy he is harmonious.
How many harmonious people are there in this wor1d—people
who can say that they are well in every part of their being—-
perfectly whole and perfectly harmonious in both mind and
body? This is a question that I feel we all should ask our-

selves. If we are not in full enjoyment of this state, it is time
for us to begin to think about heaven right here and now-

about health and harmony at the present time. What is the
use in dragging out a miserable existence? If we are not
harmonious in our own minds, and if our bodies are ill, where
shall we find the happiness of life? VVe create our own heaven
and are the authors of our own health. The power is God-
given.

It is right that each and every individual should present
his body whole and acceptable unto God, for this is his reason-

able service. He should present a body whole to that higher
part of his being which is the God part, so that this inner har-
mony may have its reflection in outer harmon-y—that the soul
at peace and rest may show itself forth in peace and rest of
mind and body. If we are not doing this, we are not living up
to our highest knowledge of life. It is done by creating the
desire first in mind, every wholesome thought leading to a

mental condition in which we love to talk about health and
strength and harmony in preference to sickness and disease
and other rlisncrremhle rhino-s. Thus do we become nne with
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for years had made splendid progress; yet a time came when

the treatment seemed to have no beneficial effect. Why was

this? The reason is plain. When a person comes to take

treatment new desires and new impulses fill his mind and soul;

but he does not always act upon them. Some, sooner or later,

actually die to all knowledge of them. All mental and spiritual

treatment has for its object the helping of people to help them-

selves, and if they refuse they must take the responsibility for

whatever trouble may ensue. "For whosoever hath," said

Jesus, "to him shall be given; but whosoever hath not, from

him shall be taken away even that he hath." If we have desire

for a better and a stronger life, but make no effort to manifest

or realize it, even that which we have shall be taken away.

Hence do we find some who no longer derive benefit from treat-

ment. The regaining of their health must come through

knowledge of those obligations which they themselves assumed

in the past.

There are people who go about with weak and diseased

bodies, finding fault with everything and everybody with

whom they come in contact. There is no New Thought about

this course of procedure: it is the very oldest kind of thought.

No true mental scientist takes that attitude toward anything.

A true mental scientist is one who understands the principles

and applies them. He may go to a metaphysical meeting

every night, but if he fails to act upon the theories expounded

he is not a mental scientist but a common "follower" of the New

Thought; and, instead of being a help, he may become a hin-

drance more deterrent than an open enemy of the cause.

If we desire to be one with the New Thought we must ac-

complish this through our love for its teachings. Instead of

wasting so much time in thinking of our own welfare, let us
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for years had made splendid progress; yet a time came when
the treatment seemed to have no beneficial efiect. Why was

this? The reason is plain. VVhen a person comes to take
treatment new desires and new impulses fill his mind and soul;
but he does not always act upon them. Some, sooner or later,
actuallydie to all knowledge of them. All mental and spiritual
treatment has for its object the helping of people to help them-
selves, and if they refuse they must take the responsibilityfor
whatever trouble may ensue. “For whosoever hath,” said
Jesus, “to him shall be given; but whosoever hath not, from
him shall be taken away even thathe hath.” If we have desire
for a better and a stronger life, but make no effort to manifest
or realize it, even that which we have shall be taken away.
Hence do we find some who no longer derive benefit from treat-
ment. The regaining of their health must come through
knowledge of those obligations which they themselves assumed
in the past.

There are people who go about with weak and diseased
bodies, finding fault with everything and everybody with
whom they come in contact. There is no New Thought about
this course of procedure: it is the very oldest kind of thought.
No true mental scientist takes that attitude toward anything.
A true mental scientist is one who understands the principles
and applies them. He may go to a metaphysical meeting
every night, but if he fails to act upon the theories expounded
he is not a mental scientist but a common “follower” of the New
Thought; and, instead of being a help, he may become a hin-
drance more deterrent than an open enemy of the cause.

If we desire to be one with the New Thought we must ac-

complish this through our love for its teachings. Instead of
wasting sofimuch time in thinkingof our own welfare, let us
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It is not our duty to carry others through life or to work out

their salvation for them, but to show them the right way—

to make their lives a little easier, a little happier, and a little

better. If we are to become true followers of the New

Thought movement, it is not enough to listen to some teacher

for an hour or two, and then go away and think and talk

about something else. This is not an act of love. It may

make us feel good for the time being, but we are storing up

for ourselves judgment; for with knowledge comes responsi-

bility. If we are learning how to live and do not act upon our

knowledge, we are simply storing up future troubles.

I think, perhaps, one of the most discouraging things that

come into the life of the New Thought teacher is—not that

people neglect to come, because an attendance may be secured

anywhere; not that people do not listen attentively, because

they do, and then often go away and omit to act upon the

knowledge they have acquired; but—when you see certain

ones come year after year and listen to lectures, all the time

carrying about with them the elements of mental or physical

weakness: you are inclined to ask yourself whether preaching

after all is not in vain.

Each soul is a thought of God, and each thought is perfect;

but are we giving due expression to it—are we properly work-

ing out that which God has inwrought? Are we using God's

gifts and developing our God-given qualities? Thus only can

we fulfil the perfect law. We cannot with impunity continue

to listen and learn and then deliberately disobey, day after day,

week after week, month after month, and year after year, the

law of God as it is made clear to us. The way of life is not

difficult. The way of health, strength, and happiness is not

hard; it is, however, one that each individual must choose and

tread for himself.

Whatever we see that is beautiful in this wnrlrl. and what-
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It is not our duty to carry others through life or to work out
their salvation for them, but to show them the right way—
to make their lives a little easier, a little happier, and a little
better. If we are to become true followers of the New
Thought movement, it is not enough to listen to some teacher
for an hour or two, and then go away and think and talk
about something else. This is not an act of love. It may
make us feel good for the time being, but we are storing up
for ourselves judgment; for with knowledge comes responsi—
bility. If we are learning how to live and do not act upon our

knowledge, we are simply storing up future troubles.
I think, perhaps, one of the most discouraging things that

.
come into the life of the New Thought teacher is—not that
people neglect to come, because an attendance may be secured
anywhere; not that people do not listen attentively, because
they do, and then often go away and omit to act upon the
knowledge they have acquired; but——when you see certain
ones come year after year and listen to lectures, all the time
carrying about with them the elements of mental or physical
weakness: you are inclined to ask yourself whether preaching
after all is not in vain.

Each soul is a thought of God, and each thought is perfect;
but are we giving due expression to it—are we properly work-
ing out that which God has inwrought? Are we using God's
gifts and developing our God—given qualities? Thus only can

we fulfil the perfect law. We cannot with impunity continue
to listen and learn and then deliberatelydisobey,day after day,
week after week, month after month, and year after year, the
law of God as it is made clear to us. The way of life is not
difficult. The way of health, strength, and happiness is not
hard; it is, however, one that each individual must choose and
tread for himself.

Wfiiligvaglwesee that is bezmtifnl in this world- and what-
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There is no other way. We can be what we will to be, but we

must will it with both mind and heart. When we think and

also feel we become one with the object of our attention. If

our thought goes out to the good, the true, and the wholesome,

we manifest these qualities in our lives; and if our thought

goes out in divine love, we become one with eternal Love. If

our thought goes out in loving-kindness toward all people, we

become one with them. When the mind dwells on what the

heart feels, we become one with that on which it dwells.

The middle-aged man who has explored life to weariness and

whom novels will no longer stir may find his sense of mystery

and wonder excited anew by the account of discoveries in buried

Egypt. Prof. Flinders Petrie, who has devoted his life to explora-

tion of the soil and research into the history of that ancient

land, completed last week a series of highly instructive and sug-

gestive lectures at the Royal Institution. Long-buried tombs of

ancient kings have been discovered and explored, and, although

in nearly all cases these have been previously pillaged in the

Roman age, enough of their contents remains unbroken or over-

looked till now to afford ground for reconstructing, in outline at

least, a wonderful and unsuspected civilization. When we are

shown, for example, specimens of goldsmith's work dating from

4,750 years before the Christian era, which have never been sur-

passed since in technical skill, working of designs, variety of

form, and perfection of soldering, we are sobered somewhat in

our belief that the process of time means progress and that the

present is the best and noblest era of civilization. We are proud,

for instance, of the products of modern steam spinning and weav-

ing. Yet the linen woven 6,000 years ago was finer in thread and

closer in web than our finest cambric.—London Outlook.

Let us devote ourselves anew to the service of good will. Let
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344 MIND.

There is no other way. We can be what we will to be, but we

must will it with both mind and heart. When we think and
also feel we become one with the object of our attention. If
our thought goes out to thegood, the true, and the wholesome,
we manifest these qualities in our lives; and if our thought
goes out in divine love, we become one with eternal Love. If
our thought goes out in loving-kindness toward all people, we

become one with them. When the mind dwells_on what the
heart feels, we become one with that on which it dwells.

 

Tm: middle—aged man who has explored life to weariness and
whom novels will no longer stir may find his sense of mystery
and wonder excited anew by the account of discoveries in buried
Egypt. Prof. Flinders Petrie, who has devoted his life to explora-
tion of the soil and research into the history of that ancient
land, completed last week a series of highly instructive and sug-
gestive lectures at the Royal Institution. Long-buried tombs of
ancient kings have been discovered and explored, and, although
in nearly all cases these have been previously pillaged in the
Roman age, enough of their contents remains unbroken or over-

looked till now to aflord ground for reconstructing, in outline at
least, a wonderful and unsuspected civilization. When we are

shown, for example, specimens of goldsmith’s work dating from
4,750 years before the Christian era, which have never been sur-

passed since in technical skill, working of designs, variety of
form, and perfection of soldering, we are sobered somewhat in
our belief that the process of time means progress and that the
present is the best and noblest era of civilization. We are proud,
for instance, of the products of modern steam spinning and weav-

ing. Yet the linen woven 6,000 years ago was liner in thread and
closer in web than our finest cambric.-——London Outlook.

0.-‘O-OIIOIIOIQIUOOIO

LET us devote ourselves anew to the service of good will. Let
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MY IDEAL MAN.

BY J. ELIZABETH HOTCHKISS, PH.D.

THE FINISHED WORK OF GOD IS A PERFECT MAN.

"Till we all come in the unity of the faith, and of the knowledge of the

Son of God, unto a perfect man, unto the measure of the stature of the

fulness of Christ."—Eph. iv., 13.

Q. Describe the ideal personage who in your imagination

has all the attributes of a perfect man—what is your ideal

man?

A. My ideal man is above all a manly man. He is never

effeminate, but always true to his manhood. He is a man of

sound health both in mind and body and always harmonious

in temperament.

He has strength, endurance and vigor. There is good

cheer in his very presence, and he radiates sunshine.

He has stamina, vitality, firmness, courage and nobility

of character.

He is temperate and observes moderation in all things.

He is willing to grow and to unfold graciously all the latent

powers of his soul.

He is not only a thinking man but a thoughtful man.

He sees the good rather than the reverse side of life and

is given more to praise than to blame.

His very being makes the world more beautiful.

He is a man of self-respect, self-reverence and self-control.

He is pure in thought, word and deed.

He has a dominant will expressed in terms of gentleness,

—in brief he is a gentle-man.

TTic will ic nlwpve infnrmprl hv inrlcrmpnt.
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MY IDEAL MAN.

BY J. ELIZABETH HOTCHKISS, PII.D.

THE FINISHED WORK OF GOD IS A PERFECT MAN.

“Till we all come in the unity of the faith, and of the knowledge of the
Son of God, unto a rfect man, unto the measure of the stature of the
fulness of Christ.”— ph. :'v., 13.

Q. Describe the ideal personage who in your imagination
has all the attributes of a perfect man—what is your ideal
man?

A. My ideal man is above all a manly man. He is never

efieminate, but always true to his manhood. He is a man of
sound health both in mind and body and always harmonious
in temperament.

He has strength, endurance and vigor. There is good
cheer in his very presence, and he radiates sunshine.

He has stamina, vitality, firmness, courage and nobility
of character.

He is temperate and observes moderation in all things.
He is willingto grow and to unfold graciouslyall the latent

powers of his soul.
He is not only a thinkingman but a thoughtful man.

He sees the good rather than the reverse side of life and
is given more to praise than to blame.

His very being makes the world more beautiful.
He is a man of self—respect, self-reverence and self-control.
He is pure in thought, word and deed.
He has a dominant will expressed in terms of gentleness,

—in brief he is a gentle-man.
ieéfllcvnve infnrmprl hv inrlormenf-
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He is able to recognize a distinction without antagonism.

His mind is inclusive rather than exclusive, though always

selective.

He stands on his own ground, knows the value of time and

opportunity, is fearless in overcoming obstacles, and can await

the outcome of any issue with calmness, patience, persever-

ance and fortitude.

He is a cosmopolite not alone in the fact that he may have

traveled from land to land; but, though he may never have

stepped foot on foreign soil, he is able to identify himself with

all humanity in its joys, its hopes, its fears, its sorrows and its

aspirations, and with a whole mind, intent upon correcting its

errors, alleviating its sufferings and healing its afflictions.

In his business relations he is always true to his word.

He abhors debt and shuns all ventures based upon doubtful

speculation or inflation of values.

He nevertheless is willing to contribute his intelligent co-

operation toward the up-building of a well planned and promis-

ing enterprise.

He is governed by motives neither of egoism nor altruism

but preserves a just balance between the two.

Neither selfishness on the one hand nor undue sympathy

on the other ever causes him to forget his obligation toward

humanity in the exercise of compassionate wisdom.

In law he is a judge administering justice.

In politics he is independent, using the machinery of

political organization only for advancing the good of the com-

munity.

For him principles are greater than issues.

He is a surgeon in the sense that, when occasion demands,

he can be cruel to be kind.
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346 MIND.

He is able to recognize a distinction without antagonism.
His mind is inclusive rather than exclusive, though always

selective.
He stands on his own ground, knows the value of time and

opportunity, is fearless in overcoming obstacles, and can await
the outcome of any issue with calmness, patience, persever-
ance and fortitude.

He is a cosmopolite not alone in the fact that he may have
traveled from land to land; but, though he may never have
stepped foot on foreign soil, he is able to identify himself with
all humanity in its joys, its hopes, its fears, its sorrows and its
aspirations, and with a whole mind, intent upon correcting its
errors, alleviating-its sufferings and healing its afflictions.

In his business relations he is always true to his word.
He abhors debt and shuns all ventures based upon doubtful

speculation or inflation of values.
He nevertheless is willing to contribute his intelligent co-

operation toward the up-buildingof a well planned and promis-
ing enterprise.

He is governed by motives neither of egoism nor altruism
but preserves a just balance between the two.

Neither selfishness on the one hand nor undue sympathy
on the other ever causes him to forget his obligation toward
humanity in the exercise of compassionate wisdom.

In law he is a judge administering justice.
In politics he is independent, using the machinery of

political organization only for advancing the good of the com-

munity.
For him principles are greater than issues.
He is a surgeon in the sense that, when occasion demands.

he cén be cr e1 to be kind.
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He secures attention because he gives attention.

He never intrudes upon the rights of others and permits

no intrusion upon his own.

There is a sacredness in his life.

He holds a reserve ground upon which none can trespass.

He is a man who has passed through isolation.

He knows what it is to be alone and to bear the burden of

solitude in patience.

He is not afraid of his own company and never runs away

from himself.

He can stand alone and forget himself in administering to

the needs of the afflicted.

He is proof against all extraneous influence.

He beholds the world through a thousand eyes, but all are

single to the one purpose of redemption.

He is a reformer only of himself and that for the sake of

a greater and a better race.

He knows his own mind, thinks his own thoughts, accepts

the authority of books and traditions only as they offer a

fruitful suggestion.

From every experience of life he derives an instructive

lesson.

He is just before he is generous, and holds discretion as the

better part of valor.

He reveres Love, Wisdom and Judgment.

He wins love because he loves.

He honors woman for holding her standard high.

He neither condemns nor condones the man or woman

who falls below that standard.

He is merciful and just.

He believes the best of woman's infinite possibilities.
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My Ideal Man. 347

He secures attention because he gives attention.
He never intrudes upon the rights of others and permits

no intrusion upon his own.

There is a sacredness in his life.
He holds a reserve ground upon which none can trespass.
He is a man who has passed through isolation.
He knows what it is to be alone and to bear the burden of

solitude in patience.
He is not afraid of his own company and never runs away

from himself.
He can stand alone and forget himself in administering to

the needs of the afflicted. '

He is proof against all extraneous influence.
He beholds the world through a thousand eyes, but all are

single to the one purpose of redemption.
He is a reformer only of himself and that for the sake of

a greater and a better race.

He knows his own mind, thinks his own thoughts, accepts
the authority of books and traditions only as they offer a

fruitful suggestion.
From every experience of life he derives an instructive

lesson.
He is just before he is generous, and holds discretion as the

better part of valor.
He reveres Love, Wisdom and Judgment.
He wins love becausehe loves.
He honors woman for holding her standard high.
He neither condemns nor condones the man or woman

who falls below that standard.
He is merciful and just.
I-Le beliefres the best of woman’s infinite possibilities.be 8 C -
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He is willing that a woman shall develop all her powers

and become all that she is capable of being.

He is not content himself to be anything less than the per-

fect measure of his manhood.

He reveres womanhood, not for its weakness but for its

strength; though capable of infinite tenderness toward all who

are weak or oppressed.

He coordinates woman's intuition with his own intellect

and cooperates with her for their mutual good.

He holds love far above and apart from all magnetic or

hypnotic attractions.

He is willing to renounce love for love's sake, or likewise

to reclaim love for love's sake.

He is unwilling to possess or to be possessed by any other

human being.

He is an individual and aims to establish individuality in

others.

He regards all organizations as secondary to the one living

Human Organism.

He never allies himself with the disintegrating institu-

tions.

To him the Real Science of Life is to be faithful and of

a true heart.

He is loyal, with the certainty of directness and consistency.

He stamps upon the imagination the imprint of his Ideality:

the most sublime faculty of the Divine Being, operative in the

Heart of God or in the mind of man.

He is willing to accept nothing less than the realization of

his ideal in wifehood and motherhood.

So long as he meditates, in his heart, upon the likeness of
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348 IIIIND.

He is willing that a woman shall develop all her powers
and become all that she is capable of being.

He is not content himself to be anything less than the per-
fect measure of his manhood.

He reveres womanhood, not for its weakness but for its
strength; though capable of infinite tenderness toward all who
are weak or oppressed.

He coordinates woman’s intuition with his own intellect
and cooperates with her for their mutual good.

He holds love far above and apart from all magnetic or

hypnotic attractions.
He is willing to renounce love for love’s sake, or likewise

to reclaim love for love’s sake.
He is unwilling to possess or to be possessed by any other

human being.
He is an individual and aims to establish individuality in

others.
He regards all organizations as secondary to the one living

Human Organism.
He never allies himself with the disintegrating institu-

tions.
To him the Real Science of Life is to be faithful and of

a true heart.
He is loyal, with the certainty of directness and consistency.
He stamps upon the imagination the imprint of his Ideality:

the most sublime faculty of the Divine Being, operative in the
Heart of God or in the mind of man.

He is willing to accept nothing less than the realization of
his ideal in wifehood and motherhood.

So long as he meditates, in his heart, upon the likeness of
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sary to fill out the perfect stature of his manhood; when he is

willing to acknowledge her distinct individuality without per-

mitting this distinction to become a cause for differences be-

tween them; with admiration mutually awakened by the in-

tuitive perception of merit, she will supply all the deficiencies

of his own nature; thus, forming by voluntary compact a bond

of sympathy, a strong feeling of comradeship, and an enduring

love.

If he still refuses to accept anything less than a perfect

whole in the unity of their lives, this courageous determination

will bring him the fulfilment of his heart's desire, and she will

be to him all that he needs for a helpmate.

When these two individuals have awakened to their re-at-

onement they manifest, on this earth, the Righteousness of

the Kingdom of God and heaven is another name for happiness.

"Her ways are ways of pleasantness and all her paths are

peace."

He has only to see her clearly, in the pure white light of

sacred love, and she draws words of wisdom from his lips.

Henceforth "his voice is thunder and his word is law."

"Many people cry out for liking, for recognition, for admira-

tion, and consider it a cold, unfeeling world that fails to respond;

while the truer life would be to seek such achievements of char-

acter and services as to be worthy of the love and admiration

they craved."

I know of but one elevation of a human being, and that is

elevation of soul. Without this it matters nothing where a man

stands or what he possesses; and with it he towers, he is one of

God's nobility, no matter what place he holds in the social scale.—

Channing.
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My Ideal Man. 349

sary to fill out the perfect stature of his manhood; when he is
willing to acknowledge her distinct individuality without per-
mitting this distinction to become a cause for differences be-
tween them; with admiration mutually awakened by the in-
tuitive perception of merit, she will supply all the deficiencies
of his own nature; thus, forming by voluntary compact a bond
of sympathy,a strong feeling of comradeship, and an enduring
love.

If he still refuses to accept anything less than a perfect
whole in the unity of their lives, this courageous determination
will bring him the fulfilmentof his heart’s desire, and she will
be to him all that he needs for a helpmate.

When these two individuals have awakened to their re-at-
onement they manifest, on this earth, the Righteousness of
the Kingdom of God and heaven is another name for happiness.

“Her ways are ways of pleasantness and all her paths are

peace.”
He has only to see her clearly, in the pure white light of

sacred love, and she draws words of wisdom from his lips.
Henceforth “his voice is thunder and his word is law.”

OOIIO-0-0-IO-OIIOIIOI

“MANY people cry out for liking, for recognition, for admira-
tion, and consider it a cold, unfeeling world that fails to respond;
while the truer life would be to seek such achievements of char-
acter and services as to be worthy of the love and admiration
they craved.”

COCO-O-OIIOI-O00-CI

I KNOW of but one elevation of a human being, and that is
elevation of soul. Without this it matters nothing where a man
stands or what he possesses; and with it he towers, he is one of
God’s nobility,no matter what place he holds in the social scale.——-
Channing.
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TOLERATION.

BY C. H. WOODWARD.

Sweet herald of the New Time's dawn,

Thy sway shall never wane,

Rut as the sweep of years rolls on

Shall strength and favor gain.

Crowned ruler of the Western world,

Peace sits enthroned with thee;

Where Freedom's flag thou hast unfurled

Thou guardest liberty.

Thy kingdom is the mind of men;—

His mercy, love, thy power;

His will and hope, thy might doth span,

And harmony's thy dower.

Enslaved Thought thy hand has freed,

And man communes with God;

His knowledge, but alone his creed,

His conscience chast'ning rod.

Instead of force to fix men's rights,

The law, thy servant, rules;

While justice, with her streaming lights,

Forbids the strife of fools.

The bloody horrors of stern war

Thy rule has blotted out,

And reason wields the wand of power

The sword usurped in doubt.

Proud progress wings her upward flight

In steady course and true;

No faltering pinion mars her flight,

As it was wont to do.

Time tests the worth of every ware,

Reviewing naught in vain;
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TOLERATION.

BY C. H. WOODWARD.

Sweet herald of the New Time's dawn,
Thy sway shall never wane,

But as the sweep of years rolls on
Shall strength and favor gain.

Crownéd ruler of the Western world,
Peace sits enthroned with thee;

Where Freedom's flag thou hast unfurlcd
Thou guardest liberty. ’

Thy kingdom is the mind of men ;—
His mercy, love, thy power;

His will and hope, thy might doth span,
And harmony’s thy dower.

Enslavéd Thought thy hand has freed,
And man communes with God;

His knowledge, but alone his creed,
His conscience chast’ning rod.

Instead of force to fix men's rights,
The law, thy servant, rules;

While justice, with her streaming lights,
-Forbids the strife of fools.

The bloody horrors of stem war

Thy rule has blotted out,
And reason wields the wand of power

The sword. usurped in doubt.

Proud progress wings her upward flight
In steady course and true; -

No faltering pinion mars her flight,
As it was wont to do.

Time tests the-worth of every ware,
Reviewing naught in vain;

\X7l-use-a rrilf and nliffnr rnnlrn 9“ ‘Fair
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PARADOXES OF LIFE.

BY EDWARD A. PENNOCK.

Some of the greatest truths about life come to us in a form

that is paradoxical. In fact, the highest thought about life

itself is a paradox. On the physical plane there is no health

and growth for the body without constant breaking down of

cells and tissues—of the very organized forms of matter of

which the body is composed. On the spiritual plane it seems

that we come into consciousness in order that we may develop

individuality; yet we are taught that the ideal is to lose our

life, or rather to let some other life larger than our own come

in and displace the personal element. "As dying, and behold,

we live; as sorrowful, yet always rejoicing; as poor, yet mak-

ing many rich; as having nothing, and yet possessing all

things." So in every phase of the complex life of an aspiring,

growing soul, the challenge of a paradox is met; and we are

called upon to prove them, that we may know the way of

truth.

The ages have wrestled with these problems. It may help

us to review some of this paradoxical philosophy and look at it

in the light of the New Thought. Take the old, old question

of free-will and destiny, which enters into every philosophy

and every religion that has ever been given to the world—and

rightly so, because it is quite fundamental. It makes some dif-

ference which position we assume, and from which standpoint

we think and act. But if there is absolute predestination, can

it make any difference how we think and act? Would not

each thought and act be a part of our destiny—therefore be-

yond our own control? But this relegates man to a place as

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

PARADOXES OF LIFE.

BY EDWARD A. PENNOCK.

Some of the greatest truths about life come to us in a form
that is paradoxical. In fact, the highest thought about life
itself is a paradox. On the physical plane there is no health
and growth for the body without constant breaking down of
cells and tissues—of the very organized forms of matter of
which the body is composed. On the spiritual plane it seems

that we come into consciousness in order that we may develop
individuality; yet we are taught that the ideal is to lose our

life, or rather to let some other life larger than our own come

in and displace the personal element. “As dying, and behold,
we live; as sorrowful, yet always rejoicing; as poor, yet mak-
ing many rich; as having nothing, and yet possessing all
things.” So in every phase of the complex life of an aspiring,
growing soul, the challenge of a paradox is met; and we are

called upon to prove them, that we may know the way of
truth. -

The ages have wrestled with these problems. It may help
us to review some of this paradoxical philosophyand look at it
in the light of the New Thought. Take the old, old question
of free—will and destiny, which enters into every philosophy
and every religion that has ever been given to the world—and
rightly so, because it is quite fundamental. It makes some dif-
ference which position we assume, and from which standpoint
we thinkand act. But if there is absolute predestination, can

it make any difference how we think and act? Would not
each thought and act be a part of our destiny—therefore be-
yond our n co trol? But this relegates man to a place as
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MIND.

is evidently not merely a brain and nervous system, on which

externals act and which reacts on them. The person is dis-

tinctly a new factor, a different order of being, of which con-

sciousness is the peculiar characteristic. This consciousness

involves sensibility and a will—the power to choose and act;

otherwise there is no meaning to life, no morality in it, no

value in experience. Every day and every hour the will is met

with alternatives of conduct, and it must choose between them.

The very fact that we do choose, and do act, establishes the ne-

cessity of a belief in freedom. This freedom is at once our

glory and our shame, for it involves the power to do right and

the power to do wrong; otherwise we are not free and can

scarcely justify God. His omnipotent goodness is not so evi-

dent unless we give man a share in the responsibility.

But what of omnipotent goodness in a world of free souls?

Is not there a contradiction here? How can we reconcile an

almighty Will that makes for righteousness with countless free

and individual wills that very often choose unrighteousness?

We wish to believe in the freedom of man. In order to es-

tablish it, can we afford to let go of an overruling goodness?

No; the soul cries out for it. The universe must be moral, else

pessimism is true. Our highest instincts demand a "divinity

that shapes our ends," and shapes them ever in wisdom toward

the better life. Here, then, is the paradox. In the last analy-

sis, we are free only so far as we choose the righteous life. In

countless alternatives, we may choose wrongly. Through age-

long experience we may suffer, as we run against the immutable

moral order. Meantime we rail against a cruel fate. There

is no real freedom for us. But when, finally, the light breaks

in upon our imprisoned souls and we see the truth, then comes

♦ 11a fv-l^t-ia i;k«.-+ ,,f —«~ ..c (* i wrc i - i i
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is evidently not merely a brain and nervous system, on which
extemals act and which reacts on them. The person is dis-
tinctly a new factor, a different order of being, of which con-

sciousness is the peculiar characteristic. This consciousness
involves sensibilityand a will—thepower to choose and act;
otherwise there is no meaning to life, no morality in it, no

value in experience. Every day and every hour the will is met

with alternatives of conduct, and it must choose between them.
The very fact that we do choose, and do act, establishes the ne-

cessity of a belief in freedom. This freedom is at once our

glory and our shame, for it involves the power to do right and
the power to do wrong; otherwise we are not free and can

scarcely justify God. His omnipotent goodness is not so evi-
dent unless we give man a share in the responsibility.

But what of omnipotent goodness in a world of free souls?
Is not there a contradiction here? How can we reconcile an

almighty Will that makes for righteousness with countless free
and individual wills that very often choose unrighteousness?
VS/e wish to believe in the freedom of man. In order to es-

tablish it, can we afford to let go of an overruling goodness?
No; the soul cries out for it. The universe must be moral, else
pessimism is true. Our highest instincts demand a “divinity
that shapes our ends,” and shapes them ever in wisdom toward
the better life. Here, then, is the paradox. In the last analy-
sis, we are free only so far as we choose the righteous life. In
countless altematives, we may choose wrongly. Through age-
long experience we may suffer, as we run against the immutable
moral order. Meantime we rail against a cruel fate. There
is no real freedom for us. But when, finally, the light breaks
in upon our imprisoned souls and we see the truth, then comes
‘J19 (Y'f\f':r\I1C 1:"\aO-‘iv I'\: I-‘an l!r\oQr< f\‘
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Philosophically, then, we have found the solution of our

paradox. We have found that there is no real contradiction, but

that the two sides of it are only the parts of one harmonious

whole. But experimentally we shall probably find abundant

evidence still of some contradiction. The self-will and the

divine will are not always clearly differentiated. We shall

have numerous temptations; we shall make mistakes. But,

having once decided which will we shall serve, we must seek

wisdom to help us to discriminate. "There is a guidance for

every one, and by lowly listening we shall hear the right word."

The important thing is the motive. Beyond that, we have

God-given powers for our use. We must use our judgment,

compare values, determine tendencies, and choose the course

that presents the weight of evidence in favor of its being in

accordance with the divine purpose. I do not say that it is easy

to avoid mistakes. To live divinely is no trifle; it is worthy

the consecration of all our powers—and such we must give it.

The extreme of self-renunciation is just as mistaken as the

opposite extreme of selfishness. The middle course alone pre-

sents the opportunity for the fullest life. If we will walk in

that way, we must live the serenely poised life; we must listen,

learn, experiment: yet must we also act with the consciousness

of love and wisdom and power. We must not fear mistakes

nor live in dread of them. If they come, they are but transitory.

The brave soul learns the lesson in these and presses forward

to build some success on the ruins of the failure. Thus, by

doing the will, we learn of the doctrine; and ever stronger and

surer and freer the self-will becomes, in its relation to the di-

vine fate that is shaping the universe.

Closely associated with the paradox we have just been con-

sidering is the one of activity and quietism. If our wills are

to become one with the Divine Will, and if this at-one-ment

involves a contemplation of God. the thines of the spirit, and

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

Paradoxes of Life. 3 53

Philosophically, then, we have found the solution of our

paradox. We have found that there is no real contradiction,but
that the two sides of it are only the parts of one harmonious
whole. But experimentally we shall probably find abundant
evidence still of some contradiction. The self-will and the
divine will are not always clearly differentiated. We shall
have numerous temptations; we shall make mistakes. But,
having once decided which will we shall serve, we must seek
wisdom to help us to discriminate. “There is a guidance for
every one, and by lowly listening we shall hear the right word.”
The important thing is the motive. Beyond that, we have
God-given powers for our use. We must use our judgment,
compare values, determine tendencies, and choose the course

that presents the weight of evidence in favor of its being in
accordance with the divine purpose. I do not say that it is easy
to avoid mistakes. To live divinely is no trifle; it is worthy
the consecration of all our powers—and such we must give it.
The extreme of self-renunciation is just as mistaken as the
opposite extreme of selfishness. The middle course alone pre-
sents the opportunity for the fullest life. If we will walk in
that way, we must live the serenely poised life; we must listen,
learn, experiment: yet must we also act with the consciousness
of love and wisdom and power. We must not fear mistakes
nor live in dread of them. If theycome, theyare but transitory.
The brave soul learns the lesson in these and presses forward
to build some success on the ruins of the failure. Thus, by
doing the will, we learn of the doctrine; and ever stronger and
surer and freer the self-will becomes, in its relation to the di-
vine fate that is shaping the universe.

Closely associated with the paradox we have just been con-

sidering is the one of activity and quietism. If our wills are

to become one with the Divine Will, and if this at-one-ment
involfieba gallltemolation of God. the things of the spirit. and
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ble. One of the bottom planks of the New Thought philoso-

phy is that all health, happiness, peace, and power come from

within. We have quoted, "Seek ye first the kingdom of God

and his righteousness, and all these things shall be added unto

you," as the highest statement of the divine law. We have

said: Get your thoughts and ideas right, and all other things

will shape themselves accordingly. We have so emphasized

the inner realm as being the realm of causes, and therefore

of remedies, that this one thing alone differentiates ours from

all other present methods of healing disease, of curing sin,

and of effecting social reforms. Let us not depart from it:

it is fundamental and radical. Those who have sincerely

accepted this truth, and have lived it, know the joy, the free-

dom, the abundant life thus revealed in the soul; and through

this knowledge they are freed from the sensations, the self-

interest, the fears, beliefs, and pleasures that have so long

held them in bondage to matter. Insight and guidance come

to them; they are no longer perplexed; they know the way.

Surely, no higher experience can come to one than this,

wherein we lay aside the limitations of finitude and take on

the glories of infinity. But is it more than an experience? Is

it all of life? Can we wholly escape the limitations, the finite

relations and activities, that press upon us in this world of

time and space? Ought we to seek escape from them, when

there is so much we can do to help those about us? Monasti-

cism thought so, and sought the highest life in retirement from

the world. Mysticism in its extreme forms thought so, and

found its chief occupation in the peaceful contemplation of the

one glorious Spirit. The Vedanta. the Dure idealism of Berke-
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354 MIND.

ble. One of the bottom planks of the New Thought philoso-
_phy is that all health, happiness, peace, and power come from
within. We have quoted, “Seek ye first the kingdom of God
and his righteousness, and all these things shall be added unto

you,” as the highest statement of the divine law. We have
said: Get your thoughts and ideas right, and all other things
will shape themselves accordingly. We have so emphasized
the inner realm as being the realm of causes, and therefore
of remedies, that this one thing alone differentiates ours from
all other present methods of healing disease, of curing sin,
and of effecting social reforms. Let us not depart from it;
it is fundamental and radical. Those who have sincerely
accepted this truth, and have lived it, know the joy, the free-
dom, the abundant life thus revealed in the soul; and through
this knowledge they are freed from the sensations, the self-
interest. the fears, beliefs, and pleasures that have so long
held them in bondage to matter. Insight and guidance come

to them; they are no longer perplexed; they know the way.
Surely, no higher experience can come to one than this,

wherein we lay aside the limitations of finitude and take on

the glories of infinity. But is it more than an experience? Is
it all of life? Can we wholly escape the limitations, the finite
relations and activities, that press upon us in this world of
time and space? Ought we to seek escape from them, when
there is so much we can do to help those about us? Monasti-
cism thought so, and sought the highest life in retirement from
the world. Mysticism in its extreme forms thought so, and
found its chief occupation in the peaceful contemplation of the
one glorious Spirit. The Vedanta. the pure idealism of Berke-
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eluded from the premises and relegated to the domain of illu-

sion. Nor are such teachings in accordance with the highest

ideal of man's place in the world as a free, self-conscious in-

dividual, sharing in a creative power and purpose that are

ever making for better conditions and a fuller life here and

now. Judge them by their results when applied consistently

to the extreme, and they have given us abundant fruit, not of

the Spirit surely, but of a dreamy inactivity, a^ self-satisfied

repose, an unsympathetic selfishness, a weary waiting for the

Infinite to manifest Himself. Doubtless we all have comfort-

able friends who say that "all is good" and "there are no

poor." We have seen the believers in universal illusion quite

busy in looking after the material stuff that their dreams are

made of. We know too well the cry of "Laissez-faire!" We

see those who wait for the guidance of the Spirit so much that

they never do anything really spiritual. Bliss Carman has de-

scribed in his own trenchant way "the debauchery of mood."

"Our fathers made duty their priestess; we have made of mood

a god." Flabby subserviency to this fickle master becomes a

paresis, a growing paralysis, of all that is noblest in man.

On the other hand, I am not arguing for the busy tinkering

with externals that has so long characterized reform methods.

The anxious struggle for results leaves out of account the

great First Cause, and is not, therefore, inclusive. Of Quix-

otic endeavors, fanatical crusades, and multiplicity of laws,

we have had too much. Civilization by the Gatling gun is our

present national policy, and strenuousness sits in the Vice-

President's chair.

Between the two extremes, the earnest idealist stands al-

most bewildered, and perchance conscience makes a coward of

him and "the native hue of resolution is sicklied o'er with the

pale cast of thought." But the philosopher comes to his aid

ind savs: "Behold a oaradox. Both are true, and he alone
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Paradoxes of Life. 355

cluded from the premises and relegated to the domain of illu-
sion. Nor are such teachings in accordance with the highest
ideal of man’s place in the world as a free, self-conscious in-
dividual, sharing in a creative power and purpose that are

ever making for better conditions and a fuller life here and
now. Judge them by their results when applied consistently .

to the extreme, and they have given us abundant fruit, not of
the Spirit surely, but of a dreamy inactivity, a self-satisfied
repose, an unsympathetic selfishness, a weary waiting for the
Infinite to manifest Himself. Doubtless we all have comfort-
able friends who say that “all is good” and “there are no

poor.” We have seen the believers in universal illusion quite
busy in looking after the material stufl’ that their dreams are

made of. We know too well the cry of “Laissez-fa¢'re!” We
see those who .wait for the guidance of the Spirit so much that
they never do anythingreally spiritual. Bliss Carman has de-
scribed in his own trenchant way “the debauchery of mood.”
“Our fathersmade duty theirpriestess; we have made of mood
a god.” Flabby subserviency to this fickle master becomes a

paresis, a growing paralysis, of all that is noblest in man.

On the other hand, I am not arguing for the busy tinkering
_with externals that has so long characterized reform methods.
The anxious struggle for results leaves out of account the
great First Cause, and is not, therefore, inclusive. Of Quix-
otic endeavors, fanatical crusades, and multiplicity of laws,
we have had too much. Civilizationby the Gatling gun is our

present national policy, and strenuousness sits in the Vice-
President's chair.

Between the two extremes, the earnest idealist stands al-
most bewildered,and perchance conscience makes a coward of
him and “the native hue of resolution is sicklied o'er with the
pale cast of thought.” But the philosopher comes to his aid
And saiE‘.IU“Eg'Lold a paradox. Both are true. and he alone
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and just as much is action needed to make the silence dynamic

and full of meaning. Swedenborg has emphasized for us the

great truth of the divine influx—the divine Love and Wisdom

flowing into the soul of man: love the power, and wisdom the

guidance. Both are necessary. At the same time he has em-

phasized equally the great doctrine of use—that things are of

value only as they are used. Emerson has emphasized self-

reliance, the truth that each man stands for a particular fact

that no one else can represent so well. Likewise he has given

us "The Oversoul," an inspiring conception of man's relation

to the Infinite. Both these seers recognized the unity between

the two extremes.

First establish in your consciousness the relation between

the Oversoul and your own higher self. Then, with purposeful

self-affirmation, consecrate that self and all its powers to

strenuous activity in the field that is best adapted to you. But

through it all must one keep to moderation. The ecstasy of

the Deific vision needs to be converted into wise and masterful

and poised action. Enthusiastic, yet sensible; spontaneous, yet

not without a purposeful will and choice; at ease, yet zealous.

"More and more the surges of everlasting Nature enter into

me, and I become public and human in my regards and ac-

tions," says Emerson. Let the revelation of silent communion

show us the ideal. This revelation will be continuous, pro-

gressive, but always in accord with an underlying Harmony,

which wills that righteousness and wholeness and peace shall

come upon the earth. Let us patiently, prayerfully, persist-

ently, thoughtfully devote ourselves to this ideal and grow

into it. Not content with ourselves nor with the social order,

but ever conscious of a better, let us cooperate with the Power

that is working through us and through all men.

One other great paradox may well claim our attention, for

it follows in orderly sentience the two we have inst rnnsirWeH
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and just as much is action needed to make the silencedynamic
and full of meaning. Swedenborg has emphasized for us the
great truth of the divine influx—thedivine Love and Wisdom
flowing into the soul of man: love the power, and wisdom the
guidance. Both are necessary. At the same time he has em-

phasized equally the great doctrine of use—that things are of
value only as they are used. Emerson has emphasized self-
reliance, the truth that each man stands for a particular fact
that no one else can represent so well. Likewise he has given
us “The Oversoul,” an inspiring conception of man’s relation
to the Infinite. Both these seers recognized the unity between
the two extremes.

First establish in your consciousness the relation between
the Oversoul and your own higher self. Then, withpurposeful
self-aflirmation, consecrate that self and all its powers to

strenuous activity in the field that is best adapted to you. But
through it all must one keep to moderation. The ecstasy of
the Deific vision needs to be converted into wise and masterful
and poised action. Enthusiastic,yet sensible; spontaneous, yet
not without a purposeful will and choice; at ease, yet zealous.
“More and more the surges of everlasting Nature enter into
me, and I become public and human in my regards and ac-

tions,” says Emerson. Let the revelation of silent communion
show us the ideal. This revelation will be continuous, pro-
gressive, but always in accord with an underlying Harmony,
which wills that righteousness and wholeness and peace shall
come upon the earth. Let us patiently, prayerfully, persist-
ently, thoughtfully devote ourselves to this ideal and grow
into it. Not content with ourselves nor with the social order,
but ever conscious of a better, let us cooperate with the Power
that is working through us and through all men.

One other great paradox may well claim our attention, for
it glerderlv sequence the twn we have inst cnngirlererl.
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energy, is there any place for self-sacrifice? Is there not a

direct antagonism between self-development, the enlargement

of self, and self-sacrifice, the belittling of self? The need for

development seems fundamental. Even if we adopt the Ve-

danta teaching, we must admit that there is at least a growth

in consciousness, or perhaps I should say in the unconscious-

ness of the personal self. A certain element of progress the

soul demands for itself. We want more of something than

we have now, even if that something be the total extinction of

desire. In the inclusive philosophy that we have been pur-

suing in this paper, we would say, then, that the very fact of

personality implies the necessity of development, and that since

we have freedom of choice we may more or less direct that de-

velopment. If we choose ignorantly against the working of

universal Law, we suffer, and through that suffering we may

or may not learn wisdom. When the reality of a universal law

is borne in upon us through some revelation of truth, and we

begin to choose more wisely, then do we grow with less suffer-

ing. Our desires, our deficiencies, our sufferings, our ideals

—all are compelling us to move on.

Somewhere, away back in the childhood of the world,

there was implanted, not only in man but in the animals as well,

a conception of the necessity and beauty of self-sacrifice.

Drummond has done us a great service by clearly pointing out

that factor in evolution which he calls "the struggle for the life

of others." John Fiske has put self-sacrifice beside love

and calls them cosmic roots. Anything that is so universal

must be right. But just what relation does it bear to self-

development, which we also conceive to be right? There are

certain marked contrasts, as Prof. Palmer has shown us. Self-

culture begins with a sense of fulness. It delights in having

that it may give. Self-culture seeks to hold on to what it has
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energy, is there any place for self-sacrifice? Is there not a

direct antagonism between self-development, the enlargement
of self, and self-sacrifice, the belittlingof self? The need for
development seems fundamental. Even if we adopt the Ve-
danta teaching, we must admit that there is at least a growth
in consciousness, or perhaps I should say in the unconscious-
ness of the personal self. A certain element of progress the
soul demands for itself. We want more of something than
we have now, even if that somethingbe the total extinction of
desire. In the inclusive philosophy that we have been pur-
suing in this paper, we would say, then, that the very fact of
personality implies the necessity of development, and that since
we have freedom of choice we may more or less direct that de-
velopment. If we choose ignorantly against the working of
universal Law, we suffer, and through that suffering we may
or may not learn wisdom. When the reality of a universal law

' is borne in upon us through some revelation of truth, and we

begin to choose more wisely, then do we grow with less suffer-
ing. Our desires, our deficiencies, our sufferings, our ideals
—all are compelling us to move on.

_

Somewhere, away back in the childhood of the world,
there was implanted, not only in man but in the animals as well,
a conception of the necessity and beauty of self-sacrifice.
Drummond has done us a great service by clearly pointing out
that factor in evolution which he calls “thestruggle for the life
of others.” John Fiske has put self-sacrifice beside love
and calls them cosmic roots. Anything that is so universal
must be right. But just what relation does it bear to self-
development, which we also conceive to be right? There are

certain markedcontrasts, as Prof. Palmer has shown us. Self-
culture begins with a sense of fulness. It delights in having
that it may ;-gcigvlfi. Self-culture seeks to hold on to what it has
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add to the power of the individual. Self-sacrifice recognizes

that no development can continue without the use of what we

have; but, far more than that, it recognizes that.we are in-

complete so long as we do not share in that Divine Love that

gives freely of its infinite richness. Self-sacrifice, then, is the

most powerful form of self-assertion, because it is the asser-

tion of the Divine Self. It can be healthy only when it springs

from the realization that each individual holds in trust good-

ness to be expressed, that the individual life is the social life

and not a thing apart. It is unhealthy when it is prized for its

own sake. Asceticism sees virtue in the belittling and deny-

ing of self. True sacrifice is self-consecration and is done for

something, and that something must have deserving value.

The old thought was, "What must I do to be saved?" The

new thought is, "What can I do to save the world?"

Self-denial is passing away; we are coming to the fervid ex-

pression, "For their sakes I sanctify myself."

Sacrifice is too often distorted from a virtue to a vice or a

weakness. It is often the fruit of pride, the very essence of

selfishness. Again it is born of indifference and entirely lack-

ing in dignity. Says Maeterlinck: "It is, as a rule, far easier

to sacrifice self—to give up, that is, our moral existence to

the first one who chooses to take it—than to fulfil our spiritual

destiny; to accomplish, right to the end, the task for which

we were created. It is easier far, as a rule, to die morally, nay

even physically, for others, than to learn how best we should

live for them." Ruskin has said: "Among the many ap-

parently beautiful things which turn through mistaken use to

utter evil, I am not sure but that the thoughtlessly meek and
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add to the power of the individual. Self-sacrifice recognizes
that no development can continue without the use of what we

have; but, far more than that, it recognizes that.we are in-
complete so long as we do not share in that Divine Love that
gives freely of its infinite richness. Self-sacrifice, then, is the
most powerful form of self-assertion, because it is the asser-

tion of the Divine Self. It can be healthyonly when it springs
from the realization that each individual holds in trust good-
ness to be expressed, that the individual life is the social life
and not a thingapart. It is unhealthywhen it is prized for its
own sake. Asceticism sees virtue in the belittling and deny-
ing of self. True sacrifice is self-consecration and is done for
something, and that something must have deserving value.
T-he old thought was, “What must I do to be saved?” The
new thought is, “What can I do to save the world?"
Self-denial is passing away; we are coming to the fervid ex-

pression, “For their sakes I sanctify myself.”
Sacrifice is too often distorted from a virtue to a vice or a

weakness. It is often the fruit of pride, the very essence of
selfishness. Again it is born of indifference and entirely lack-
ing in dignity. Says Maeterlinckz “It is, as a rule, far easier
to sacrifice self—to give up, that is, our moral existence to
the first one who chooses to take it—than to fulfil our spiritual
destiny; to accomplish, right to the end, the task for which
we were created. It is easier far, as a rule, to die morally,nay
even physically, for others, than to learn how best we should
live for them.” Ruskin has said: “Among the many ap-
parently beautiful things which turn through mistaken use to
utter evil, I am not sure but that the thoughtlesslymeek and
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Power is to express more and more of Love and Wisdom, we

are concerned neither with self-development nor with self-

sacrifice. Again hear Maeterlinck: "Let the humblest of men,

therefore, never cease to cherish and lift up his soul. Sacrifice

never should be the means of ennoblement, but only the sign of

our being ennobled. As the soul becomes loftier, sacrifice fades

out of sight and all is merged in love. A strenuous soul never

ceases to take, though it be from the poorest; a weak soul al-

ways is giving, even to those that have most. Often we should

find, it may be, if reckoning were kept by a God, that in taking

from others we give, and in giving we take away. Often

indeed will it so come about that the very first ray of enlighten-

ment will descend on the commonplace soul the day it has met

with another which took all that it had to give."

Here again, then, we halt before the paradox and say,

"How shall I avoid both Scylla and Charybdis?" As we have

seen before, the safe way is in moderation. The object of our

sacrifice must be the most important part of ourselves, regard-

ing the self always as the larger, the conjunct, the social self.

The soul of sacrifice is spontaneity, yet we must sometimes

hesitate and compare values. At all times listen to the heavenly

voice; never lose sight of the heavenly vision; and, as we grow

more into a consciousness of our divine relationship and des-

tiny, the expression of both wisdom and love becomes easier,

more natural. Therein is the balanced use, the fullest use of

infinite Power.

In starting this discussion we assumed that the ethical life

presents certain paradoxes. We were forced to do this because

neither fatalism nor pantheism was satisfactory. The one pre-

sents man as a machine; the other offers us man as the Abso-

lute. The one is abhorrent to our intuition: the other affronts
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Power is to express more and more of Love and Wisdom, we

are concerned neither with self-development nor with self-
sacrifice. Again hear Maeterlinck: “Let the humblest of men,
therefore, never cease to cherish and lift up his soul. Sacrifice
never should be the means of ennoblement, but only the sign of
our beingennobled. As the soul becomes loftier, sacrifice fades
out of sight and all is merged in love. A strenuous soul never

ceases to take, though it be from the poorest; a weak soul al-

ways is giving, even to those thathave most. Often we should
find, it may be, if reckoning were kept by a God, that in taking
from others we give, and in giving we take away. Often
indeed will it so come about that the very first ray of enlighten-
ment will descend on the commonplace soul the day it has met
with another which took all that it had to give.”

Here again, then, we halt before the paradox and say,
“How shall I avoid both Scylla and Charybdis?” As we have
seen before, the safe way is in moderation. The object of our

sacrifice must be the most important part of ourselves, regard-
ing the self always as the larger, the conjunct, the social self.
The soul of sacrifice is spontaneity, yet we must sometimes
hesitate and compare values. At all times listen to theheavenly
voice; never lose sight of the heavenly vision; and, as we grow
more into a consciousness of our divine relationship and des-
tiny, the expression of both wisdom and love becomes easier,
more natural. Therein is the balanced use, the fullest use of
infinite Power.

In starting this discussion we assumed that the ethical life
presents certain paradoxes. We were forced to do thisbecause
neither fatalism nor pantheism was satisfactory. The one pre-
sents man as a machine; -the other offers us man as the Abso-
lute- LThe on is abhorrent to our intuition: the other affronts
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we have discovered certain similarities running through them

all, by means of which we were enabled to find a satisfactory

solution for them. We first chose to solve the paradox of our

spiritual life and destiny by formulating an ideal of man as a

"free citizen in the moral republic of God." We chose this

because it seemed to offer the most inspiring possibilities for

the realization of freedom) joy, and power through a unifica-

tion of the human will with the Divine Will, to the end that

righteousness may prevail. We saw, therefore, that freedom

and fate are not contradictory, but the two sides of one har-

monious whole. We avoid the perplexities of the paradox by

first learning our divine destiny and relationship, and then

honestly, earnestly seeking in moderation and balance more

and more to express that relationship in our lives. In the

second paradox, that of activity and quietism, we may believe

with David Starr Tordan that "the law of love is not the abro-

gation of the law of struggle; it represents a better way to

fight," and with Emerson that "the world belongs to the ener-

getic man." And yet we know the folly of effort and of energy,

unless a man has a true conception of the source and purpose of

his power. In the silence of all flesh, we learn this truth; in

the world we express it. The two are parts of one, and the law

of moderation preserves unity and sanity. Self-sacrifice and

self-development in like manner become parts of one realiza-

tion, viz., that we have love and wisdom and power to express

and that we must give and take, preserving the balance by

fidelity to our ideal and bv unselfishly seeking the truth.

Perhaps, then, I might venture to generalize and to suggest

a method that will solve all the paradoxes of life. Briefly, it is

this: (1) I assume a Fact. I am the custodian of life—a life

of thought and feeling-. The supreme virtue is not to yield up
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\

we have discovered certain similarities running through them
all, by means of which we were enabled to find a satisfactory
solution for them. We first chose to solve the paradox of our

spiritual life and destiny by formulating an ideal of man as a

“free citizen in the moral republic of God.” We chose this
because it seemed to offer the most inspiring possibilities for
the realization of freedom, joy, and power through a unifica-
tion of the human will with the Divine Will, to the end that
righteousness may prevail. We saw, therefore, that freedom
and fate are not contradictory, but the two sides of one har-
monious whole. We avoid the perplexities of the paradox by
first learning our divine destiny and relationship, and then
honestly, earnestly seeking in moderation and balance more

and more to express that relationship in our lives. In the
second paradox, that of activity and quietism, we may believe
with David Starr lordan that “the law of love is not the abro-
gation of the law of struggle; it represents a better way to

fight,” and with Emerson that “the world belongs to the ener-

getic man.” And yet we know the follyof effort and of energy,
unless at man has a true conception of the source and purpose of
his power. In the silence of all flesh, we learn this truth; in
the world we express it. The two are parts of one, and the law
of moderation preserves unity and sanity. Self-sacrifice and
self—development in like manner become parts of one realiza-
tion, viz., that we have love and wisdom and power to express
and that we must give and take, preserving the balance by
fidelity to our ideal and bv unselfishlv seeking the truth.

Perhaps, then, I might venture to generalize and to suggest
a method that will solve all the paradoxes of life. Briefly,it is
this: (I) I assume a Fact. I am the custodian of life—a life
of tl'l0UEl:_ltand feeling. The supreme virtue is not to vield up
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is to cooperate with the Law in its creative power. (3) The

Method. I will best serve that ideal by trusting it fully and

living up to the highest conception of it that I am capable of

applying in my life to-day; and I shall ever seek to learn more

wisdom and acquire greater love for its application in my rela-

tions with my fellows. Finally, there is no conflict in this ap-

plication between the inner and the outer, between self and

neighbor, between the individual and society. One correlates

the other in the great Harmony, which includes all the facts of

life. The exact method of application I must decide for my-

self, according to my own abilities, and each other must do like-

wise. But the life of the Spirit, becoming first individual in me,

becomes also social, and goes out in constructive cooperation

with humanity, in justice, sympathy, devotion, and love.

The soul, by its very constitution, is near to God, and lives in

and from him. God is not afar off, but here with us, permeating

our very being, and communicating strength, wisdom, and peace,

according to our willingness to receive him.—H. W. Bellows.

Our private sorrows will look smaller when we accustom

ourselves to care for the larger life of the world, for the good of

the community, for the public welfare, for the spread of truth

and righteousness among mankind.—Charles G. Ames.

Let this at least be laid up in our hearts as certain, whatever

may remain doubtful—that duty to God is filial devotedness; that

duty to man is in the brotherly affection that desires to bless

him and to do him good.—John Hamilton Thorn.
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is to cooperate with the Law in its creative power. (3) The
Method. I will best serve that ideal by trusting it fully and
living up to the highest conception of it that I am capable of
applying in my life to-day; and I shall everseek to learn more

7

wisdom and acquire greater love for its application in my rela-
tions with my fellows. Finally, there is no conflict in this ap-
plication between the inner and the outer, between self and
neighbor, between the individual and society. One correlates
the other in the great Harmony, which includes all the facts of
life. The exact method of application I must decide for my-
self, according to my own abilities,and each othermust do like-
wise. But the life of the Spirit, becomingfirst individual in me,
becomes also social, and goes out in constructive cooperation
with humanity, in justice, sympathy,devotion, and love.

 

THE soul, by its very constitution, is near to God, and lives in
and from him. God is not afar off, but here with us, permeating
our very being, and communicating strength, wisdom, and peace,
according to our willingness to receive him.—H. W. Bellows.

IO-OIIOIOQ-0&1

OUR private sorrows will look smaller when we accustom
ourselves to care for the larger life of the world, for the good of
the community, for the public welfare, for the spread of truth
and righteousness among mankind.—Charles G. Ames.

CH0-OIO-CD0-CID

LET this at least be laid up in our hearts as certain, whatever
may remain doubtful—that duty to God is filial devotedness; that
duty to man is in the brotherly affection that desires to bless
him and to do him good.—Iohn Hamilton Thom,
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LIFE THOUGHTS.

BY A. A. HAINES.

/. An Old Cathedral Song.

It was dim in the great cathedral; the shadows were grow-

ing long, when the organist slowly mounted the stairs that

lead to the organ-loft.

On the old man's face a longing lay; a drear loneliness

looked out through tired eyes; and as his fingers roamed the

banks of keys he forgot, and into a dream his heart strayed.

On the air rose a low, sweet murmur of tall, old singing

pines; of water falling gently in mossy, shallow ways; a hum

and buzz and droning through seas of yellow grain; and in the

corn-rows the night wind whispered and the long stalks

swayed. A voice came lazily calling the cattle on the hill, and

little bells faintly tinkled as the herd wound down the hill.

The birds chirped round the organ; they twittered and

whirred 'neath the eaves, and the thrillings rang through the

arches as if they were the trees. They sang of haunts in forests

old where the light steals dim and gray; of swerving streams

they loved to skim, that laughed through meadows wide. They

trilled the joy of tree-tops tall, the bliss of azure heights, till

the echoes flung the rapture back out of the shadowy gloam.

Then a rare sweetness crept into the music and wedded the

invnns notes as thev snftlv sane nf the minstrels hidden ripen
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LIFE THOUGHTS.

BY A. A. HAINES.

1. An Old Cathedral Song.

It was dim in the great cathedral; the shadows were grow-
ing long, when the organist slowly mounted the stairs that
lead to the organ-loft.

On the old man's face a longing lay; a drear loneliness
looked out through tired eyes; and as his fingers roamed the
banks of keys he forgot, and into a dream his heart strayed.

On the air rose a low, sweet murmur of tall, old singing
pines; of water falling gently in mossy, shallow ways; a hum
and buzz and droning through seas of yellow grain; and in the
corn-rows the night wind whispered and the long stalks
swayed. A voice came lazilycalling the cattle on the hill, and
little bells faintly tinkled as the herd wound down the hill.

The birds chirped round the organ; they twittered and
whirred ’neath the caves, and the thrillingsrang through the
arches as if theywere the trees. They sang of haunts in forests
old where the light steals dim and gray; of swerving streams

they loved to skim, that laughed through meadows wide. They
trilled the joy of tree-tops tall, the bliss of azure heights, till
the echoes flung the rapture back out of the shadowy gloam.

Then a rare sweetness crept into the music and wedded the
invnns notes as fhev snftlv sanrr nf the minstreln hirlrlen risen
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night. Through the hush and the darkness came the sound of

a far-off roll, the dash of rushing water, a glimpse of sandy

shore—of rocks and torn, gray cliffs. The sound increased in

volume till it became a mighty roar that thundered through the

arches and shook in the great wide nave. It broke into chords

big and crashing that seemed to flash with light; and in

echoing aisles it muttered long as if telling that ancient secret,

shrouded within the storm.

But in lingering diminuendos the shock and rumble ceased

and a silence deep and hushful breathed through the heavy

gloom. Upon the brooding stillness came low crescendo

chords that whispered of the splendor that comes when the day

is born, and slow across the darkness a gray-white glory rolled.

It deepened and darkened and took on a glow of red, that crept

along big purple heaps and left broad ruby roads. The broken

bits of night it seized and wrapped in rosy veils; and in far-off

fields of blue it caught huge shadows full of gloom, and softly

spread about them a maze of glittering gold. On ragged, gray

edges it threw strong glints of white, and o'er the whole

horizon it moved until there was a sea of light.

Then up from the ocean of splendor a round radiance

slowly rose, and all the world seemed hailing that long-ex-

pected dawn—the trust, the love, the rapture of the celestial

morn.

The cathedral lay in the moonlight; in the organ-loft all

was still; but the music was in the old man's heart, and the

dreamer lived his song.

//. The Garden of the King.
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night. Through the hush and the darkness came the sound of
a far-off roll, the dash of rushing water, a glimpse of sandy
shore—of rocks and torn, gray cliffs. The sound increased in
volume till it became a mighty roar that thundered through the
arches and shook in the great wide nave. It broke into chords
big and crashing that seemed to flash with light; and in
echoing aisles it muttered long as if telling that ancient secret,
shrouded within the storm.

But in lingering diminuendos the shock and rumble ceased
and a silence deep and hushful breathed through the heavy
gloom. Upon the brooding stillness came low crescendo
chords thatwhispered of the splendor that comes when the day
is born, and slow across the darkness a gray-white glory rolled.
It deepened and darkenedand took on a glow of red, that crept
along big purple heaps and left broad ruby roads. The broken
bits of night it seized and wrapped in rosy veils; and in far-ofi
fields of blue it caught huge shadows full of gloom, and softly
spread about them a maze of glittering gold. On ragged, gray
edges it threw strong glints of white, and o'er the whole
horizon it moved until there was a sea of light.

Then up from the ocean of splendor a round radiance
slowly rose, and all the world seemed hailing that long-ex-
pected dawn—the trust, the love, the rapture of the celestial
morn.

The cathedral lay in the moonlight; in the organ-loft all
was still; but the music was in the old man’s heart, and the
dreamer lived his song.

11. The Garden of the King.
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The light shining there is wisdom—on towering heights it

falls; about them no cloud or mist by earthly name is rolled.

The paths of the garden are terraced, and flowered with count-

less joys; upward they stretch and upward—forever beyond

they lead. A glimpse is caught by the poet and is set like a

pearl in his song; sometimes the light from some lofty peak

falls into the lover's dream.

A calmness moves through the garden, whose source is im-

mortal peace; and the sounds there are noiseless knowings that

are rooted in soundless truth. Fadeless, undying are its

flowers—their fragrance is the woof of visions and holy

dreams; 'neath the hand that plucks them is a never-ceasing

bloom. The loveliest flower in the garden is of transcendent

hue; from a calyx of light its petals rise, dripping with golden

dew. It blends its sweetness with every flower and whispers

its wondrous charm; a touch of its beauty gives a glory to

every bud and bloom. Though everywhere its charm is felt,

the substance is unknown; its being no eye hath ever seen—

only the perfume is known.

This fragrance breathes through the earth sometimes; then

mortals fashion names. Some have called it Charity; others

say it is Love. Though it wears innumerable forms as it

moves through the restless world, its grace and sweetness in

every age have always been the same.

The roads that lead to the garden where walks the silent

King are many—many as there are hearts. But, alas! the road

is often missed through the din of erring thought. Though

the thought be true and steadfast, yet thought is not the path;

thinking is only the footfall of the pilgrim on the pass.
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364 MIND.

The light shining there is wisdom—on towering heights it
falls; about them no cloud or mist by earthly name is rolled.
The paths of the garden are terraced, and flowered with count-
less joys; upward they stretch and upward—forever beyond
they lead. A glimpse is caught by the poet and is set like a

pearl in his song; sometimes the light from some lofty peak
falls into the lover’s dream.

A calmness moves through the garden, whose source is im-
mortal peace; and the sounds there are noiseless knowings that
are rooted in soundless truth. Fadeless, undying are its
flowers—-their fragrance is the woof of visions and holy
dreams; ’neath the hand that plucks them is a never-ceasing
bloom. The loveliest flower in the garden is of transcendent
hue; from a calyx of light its petals rise, dripping with golden
dew. It blends its sweetness with every flower and whispers
its wondrous charm; a touch of its beauty gives a glory to

every bud and bloom. Though everywhere its charm is felt,
the substance is unknown; its being no eye hath ever seen-

only the perfume is known.
This fragrance breathes through the earth sometimes; then

mortals fashion names. Some have called it Charity; others
say it is Love. Though it wears innumerable forms as it
moves through the restless world, its grace and sweetness in
every age have always been the same.

The roads that lead to the garden where walks the silent
King are many—many as there are hearts. But, alas! the road
is often missed through the din of erring thought. Though
the thought be true and steadfast, yet thought is not the path;
thinking is only the footfall of the pilgrim on the pass.
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of the true pilgrim contains no pauper note; for he knows the

King has given, and the gifts lie in every soul. His eyes are

raised to mountain-heights toward which the path ascends;

the royal passport he is weaving—he is giving the King his

heart.

He tunes his will to the Will Supreme and listens for the

noiseless chord; slowly he follows the unseen Guide—the only

intelligence he knows. In eternal justice he believes, in begin-

ningless, endless Love; that these are the heartbeats of the uni-

verse, though oft it does not seem. With every soul he feels

at one, for each is the King's own child; in eternity each is

fixed and will some time reach a throne. In form alone he finds

no kin, for true kinship is of soul; but he hears within each

passing form a note of the Master's song.

He cons the world's gray book of life, and reads there o'er

and o'er that sorrow through the dark door of ignorance steals,

or glides through the bright gates of sin; that the wayward one

ever places himself within the sound-shadow of the voice of

truth. So he keeps upon the roadway striving to be calm and

true, not far from other travelers who are hidden by earthly

view: but he often hears their voices and knows their goal is

his; that they seek that wondrous garden, but all by different

roads. Every heart that is broad and loving, all that are strong

and true are journeying along some sure path that leads to the

King's highway.

The gates of the garden swing wide; they open night and

day to him who has woven his passport—who has made the

road his life. He enters the royal garden but he does not for-

get, for the memory of other travelers lives like a blossom

within his heart. He calls to his brother oilerims who are
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of the true pilgrimcontains no pauper note; for he knows the
King has given, and the gifts lie in every soul. His eyes are

raised to mountain-heights toward which the path ascends;
the royal passport he is weaving—he is giving the King his
heart.

He tunes his will to the Will Supreme and listens for the
noiseless chord; slowly he follows the unseen Guide-—the only
intelligence he knows. In eternal justice he believes, in begin-
ningless, endless Love; that these are the heartbeats of the uni-
verse, though oft it does not seem. With every soul he feels
at one, for each is the King's own child; in eternity each is
fixed and will some time reach a throne. In form alone he finds
no kin, for true kinship is of soul; but he hears within each
passing form a note of the Master’s song.

He cons the world’s gray book of life, and reads there o'er
and o'er thatsorrow through the dark door of ignorance steals,
or glides through thebright gates of sin; that the wayward one

ever places himself within the sound-shadow of the voice of
truth. So he keeps upon the roadway striving to be calm and
true, not far from other travelers who are hidden by earthly
view: but he often hears their voices and knows their goal is
his; that they seek that wondrous garden, but all by different
roads. Every heart that is broad and loving, all thatare strong
and true are journeying along some sure path that leads to the
King’s highway.

The gates of the garden swing wide; they open night and
day to him who has woven his passport—who has made the
road his life. He enters the royal garden but he does not for-
get, for the memory of other travelers lives like a blossom
within his heart. He calls to his brother oilgrims who are
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

By Isabella Ingalese.

CHAPTER XIX.

LITTLE MATA.

Suddenly an intense desire came over me to see my child,

and I went to the nursery. The nurse sat dozing in her chair

beside the swinging basket in which the little one was lying.

Turning back the silken cover, I looked at the human mite that

had caused me—as I believed—all this misery. It was sleep-

ing, and its beauty was something rare. Its little head was

perfectly shaped, and what seemed most strange to me was the

fact that it was thickly covered with rings of yellow hair of the

same shade as that of its dead mother. In all my professional

experience I had never seen anything like this. Its lashes were

long and dark, and in every feature it seemed indeed a minia-

ture Mata.

"But this is a female body," I mused; "how could Guru use

it for his own? And yet he promised that he would."

It was a mystery too deep for my poor dizzy brain to solve,

and I abandoned the task. With my finger I touched the baby's

cheek. She stirred and opened her eyes. In the dim light I

could not see their color, but I knew they were large and dark

and prayed that they would be like my lost darling's. Sud-

denly a wave of loving protection streamed from my bursting

heart toward this helpless little one, who was no larger than a

doll; and somehow when that new feeling was born the old re-
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

Br ISABELLA INGALESE.

CHAPTER XIX.

LITTLE MATA.

Suddenly an intense desire came over me to see my child,
and I went to the nursery. The nurse sat dozing in her chair
beside the swinging basket in which the little one was lying.
Turningback the silkencover, I looked at the human mite that
had caused me—-as I believed—all this misery. It was sleep-
ing, and its beauty was something rare. Its little head was

perfectly shaped, and what seemed most strange to me was the
fact that it was thicklycovered with rings of yellow hair of the
same shade as that of its dead mother. In all my professional
experience I had never seen anythinglike this. Its lashes were

long and dark, and in every feature it seemed indeed a minia-
ture Mata.

“But this is a female body,” I mused; “how could Guru use

it for his own? And yet he promised that he would.”
It was a mystery too deep for my poor dizzy brain to solve,

and I abandoned the task. Withmy finger I touched thebaby’s
cheek. She stirred and opened her eyes. In the dim light I
could not see their color, but I knew they were large and dark
and prayed that they would be like my lost darling’s. Sud-
denly a wave of loving protection streamed from my bursting
heart toward this helpless little one, who was no larger than a

doll; and somehow when thatnew feeling was born the old re-
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upon by the feet of the passers-by—but I will wind, wind,

wind it to the end. Oh, God! How can I, and why?"

* * * *

At last dawn was breaking, and, as I stood at the window

in the library and watched the fiery orb of day appear, it seemed

a monstrous, unwinking eye, gazing with unpitying indiffer-

ence upon the world's happiness and misery. And as if a voice

were whispering in my ear, these words came to my mind:

"He—as well as you—is governed by the great Law which

men call God. That Law is Consciousness Universal. It

rules all things, from the largest planet swinging in boundless

space to the tiny atom too small to be visible to your eyes. By

It nothing is ever forgotten; nothing is ever overlooked.

For—

"It thinks, and suns spring into shape;

It wills, and worlds disintegrate;

It loves, and souls are born.

And death is only Its wise way

Of changing budded lives to blossoms—

Of turning night to day."

The words seemed to calm the wild rebellion in my heart,

and I bowed my head in reverence and in recognition of this

truth.

At eight o'clock the doctor, who had remained all night

at the house, sent a servant with the request for an interview,

and I went down to the parlor to meet him. He offered to re-

lieve me of all responsibility of the funeral by securing the

services of an undertaker and also by directing the burial

ceremonies.

"Buried!" I exclaimed, with a shudder. "Oh, I cannot

have her buried!"

"But what will you do?" he asked.
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upon by the feet of the passers—by—but I will wind, wind,
wind it to the end. Oh, God! How can I, and why?”

II It III *

At last dawn was breaking, and, as I stood at the window
in the library and watched the fiery orb of day appear, it seemed
a monstrous, unwinking eye, gazing with unpitying indiffer-
ence upon the world's happiness and misery. And as if a voice
were whispering in my ear, these words came to my mind:

“He-—as well as you—is governed by the great Law which
men call God. That Law is Consciousness Universal. It
rules all things, from the largest planet swinging in boundless
space to the tiny atom too small to be visible to your eyes. By
It nothing is ever forgotten; nothing is ever overlooked.
For—

“It thinks, and suns spring -into shape;
It wills, and worlds disintegrate;
It loves, and souls are born.
And death is only Its wise way
Of changing budded lives to blossoms——
Of turning night to day.”

The words seemed to calm the wild rebellion in my heart,
and I bowed my head in reverence and in recognition of this
truth.

At eight o’clock the doctor, who had remained all night
at the house, sent a servant with the request for an interview,
and I went down to theparlor to meet him. He offered to re-

lieve me of all responsibilityof the funeral by securing the
services of an undertaker and also by directing the burial
ceremonies.

“Buried!” I exclaimed, with a shudder. “Oh, I cannot
have her buried!”

“But what will you do?” he asked.
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MIND.

grandfather's in the sacred apartments. I declared that the

body should be taken to Buffalo for cremation, and that the

funeral services at my house would be omitted.

"What will the people think?" my friend inquired, in sur-

prise. "Your wife was highly respected and deeply loved.

You occupy a prominent position in society. Have you no

regard for public opinion?"

"Not the least," I replied. "Public opinion in this case

is of no consequence to me. If you will respect my wishes in

the matter you may assist me. Otherwise some one else

will."

"Oh, of course your wishes shall be obeyed," said he; "but

it seems rather odd that you do not want the services of a min-

ister or a choir. I never heard of such a thing before. Music

is so consoling to one's feelings at such a time, you know."

I groaned. The thought of earthly music "consoling" me

after the vision I had seen and the music I had heard, and for

the sake of public opinion to be compelled to listen to the

screeching of human voices wailing dirges over the body of

her who was at that moment an angel of light! It would be

unendurable, and I did not believe public opinion deserved

such a sacrifice from me. But I said that notwithstanding the

oddity of it we would dispense with both minister and choir,

and he would kindly make all necessary arrangements without

disturbing me again till it was time to leave the city.

Bowing, he withdrew, and I went to the room where my

darling's form had been prepared for its last resting-place.

They had dressed her in a soft silken gown that was very

familiar to me, since she had worn it on the last day of her life.
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368 MIND.

grandfather’s in the sacred apartments. I declared that the
body should be taken to Buffalo for cremation, and that the
funeral services at my house would be omitted.

“What will the people think?” my friend inquired, in sur-

prise. “Your wife was highly respected and deeply loved.
You occupy a prominent position in society. Have you no

regard for public opinion?”
“Not the least,” I replied. “Public opinion in this case

is of no consequence to me. If you will respect my wishes in
the matter you may assist me. Otherwise some one else
will.”

“Oh, of course your wishes shall be obeyed,” said he; “but
it seems ratherodd thatyou do not want the services of a min-
ister or a choir. I never heard of such a thingbefore. Music
is so consoling to one’s feelings at such a time, you know.”

I groaned. The thought of earthly music “consoling” me

after the vision I had seen and the music I had heard, and for
the sake of public opinion to be compelled to listen to the
screeching of human voices wailing dirges over the body of
her who was at that moment an angel of light! It would be
unendurable, and I did not believe public opinion deserved
such a sacrifice from me. But I said that notwithstandingthe
oddity of it we would dispense with both minister and choir,
and he would kindly make all necessary arrangements without
disturbing me again till it was time to leave the city.

Bowing, he withdrew, and I went to the room where my
dar1ing’s form had been prepared for its last resting-place.
They had dressed her in a soft silken gown that was very
familiarto me, since she had worn it on the last day of her life.
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seven years, and I could not remember ever seeing a frown

nor the shadow of one on her face.

"What has her work been?" I asked aloud; and the answer

came back clear and distinct:

"To teach you purity of thought, purity of life, and un-

bounded charity for your fellow-beings."

"Yes," I replied; "I am a better man than I should have

been without her."

After his surprise at my strange request had subsided, my

friend managed very well indeed. He purposely misled the

newspapers as to the hour that we would leave the city for

Buffalo, and so there were no curious people at the station to

witness our departure. No delay or accident occurred in the

journey, and after the cremation I returned home with the feel-

ing that a door in my heart had been closed and locked forever.

A few days afterward the ashes were sent to me. I pro-

cured a solid silver urn for them and placed them beside those

of old Guru—in the sacred apartments where we had spent so

many happy hours together.

CHAPTER XX.

CLAIRVOYANCE.

As the months and years rolled by I lived a routine life.

While watching the growth of my child, I did, with the regu-

larity of the sun, my daily duties.

Little Mata's disposition was not at all like her mother's,
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seven years, and I could not remember ever seeing a frown
nor theshadow of one on her face.

“What has her work been?” I asked aloud; and theanswer

came back clear and distinct:
“To teach you purity of thought, purity of life, and un-

bounded charity for your fellow-beings.”
“Yes,” I replied; “I am a better man than I should have

been without her.”
After his surprise at my strange request had subsided, my

friend managed very well indeed. He purposely misled the

newspapers as to the hour that we would leave the city for
Buffalo, and so there were no curious people at the station to
witness our departure. No delay or accident occurred in the
journey,and after the cremation I returned home with the feel-
ing thata door in my heart had been clmed and locked forever.

A few days afterward the ashes were sent to me. I pro-
cured a solid silver urn for them and placed them beside those
of old Guru—in the sacred apartments where we had spent so

many happy hours together.

CHAPTER XX.

CLAIRVOYANCE.

As the months and years rolled by I lived a routine life.
While watching the growth of my child, I did, with the regu-
larity of the sun, my daily duties.

Little Mata’s disposition was not at all like her mother’s,
l\"'1‘If\1IIVt'I :0‘! 0110951: ivvnuvn ntua tango uuvnn a\4sn:‘-:cvQ
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look of disgust, most comical to see upon so small a face, would

indicate her feelings. I was the only person in the house whom

she would obey; and, though seeming to entertain the greatest

respect for me and for my opinions, she would never allow

me to kiss her lips. Neither would she kiss me. On very rare

occasions, as a reward for some special favor bestowed upon

her by me, I was permitted to kiss her forehead or cheek. The

others were never allowed even that small privilege.

As soon as she could walk, the child declined to sit upon

my knee; she selected an ottoman for her seat, and insisted

upon having it carried wherever she desired to be. When I

was in the library reading or writing she would come in and

signify her desire to be lifted into a large revolving chair, and

would sit for half an hour with her little hands clasped together

and with a grave, thoughtful look upon her sweet baby face.

At such times I used to look at her and try to fit the promise of

the Guru to the circumstances. It was impossible, I believed,

and decided that a mistake had been made somewhere—that

the promise in this case would not be fulfilled.

When Mata reached the age of three years I secured the

services of a middle-aged widow to act as nurse, governess,

and housekeeper. She was recommended as a refined, edu-

cated, Christian woman, who had suffered reverses of fortune

at the death of her husband and had been left at the age of

fifty dependent upon her own exertions for a living. The

little one, however, was not pleased by the coaxing smiles and

sweet "small talk" of the new nurse, and from the first mo-

ment of her appearance assumed an independence of manner

toward her that was most surprising to us all. She never

would obey her unless she chose, and seemed strongly averse

to having her near.

Matters went on in this way till Mata had passed her

seventh birthday, and then I observed a marked change in her.
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look of disgust, most comical to see upon so small a face, would
indicate her feelings. I was theonly person in thehouse whom
she would obey; and, though seeming to entertain the greatest
respect for me and for my opinions, she would never allow
me to kiss her lips. Neither would she kiss me. On very rare

occasions, as a reward for some special favor bestowed upon
her by me, I was permitted to kiss her forehead or cheek. The
others were never allowed even that small privilege.

As soon as she could walk, the child declined to sit upon
my knee; she selected an ottoman for her seat, and insisted
upon having it carried wherever she desired to be. When I
was in the library reading or writing she would come in and
signify her desire to be lifted into a large revolving chair, and
would sit for half an hour withher little hands clasped together
and with a grave, thoughtful look upon her sweet baby face.
At such times I used to look at her and try to fit the promise of
the Guru to the circumstances. It was impossible, I believed,
and decided that a mistake had been made somewhere—that
the promise in this case would not be fulfilled.

When Mata reached the age of three years I secured the
services of a middle-aged widow to act as nurse, governess,
and housekeeper. She was recommended as a refined, edu-
cated, Christian woman, who had suffered reverses of fortune
at the death of her husband and had been left at the age of
fifty dependent upon her own exertions for a living. The
little one, however, was not pleased by the coaxing smiles and
sweet “small talk” of the new nurse, and from the first mo-

ment of her appearance assumed an independence of manner

toward her that was most surprising to us all. She never

would obey her unless she chose, and seemed strongly averse

to having her near.

Matters went on in this way till Mata had passed her
seventh 'rt)l1d§I,3andthen I observed a marked change in her.
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nurse curled up in a great chair, seemingly lost in meditation.

Her favorite time for these meditative moods was at sunset,

and if she was not discovered and brought down would re-

main in her hiding place till the moon and stars appeared.

One evening the nurse came to me and reported the alarming

fact that the child was missing again, saying:

"I presume she is on the roof moon-gazing as usual. I

don't know what on earth to do with her, she is so queer—

not a bit like other children—and she frightens me half to

death sometimes. You will excuse me for saying it, but I

believe she is possessed by some evil spirit."

"Why do you think so?" I asked, in astonishment.

"Oh, she does and says such strange things," replied the

woman. "I've tried to make her go to church and Sunday-

school with me, but she won't do it; then I tried to frighten

her by declaring she would go to the bad place, but she looked

me squarely in the eyes and asked: 'What place can be worse

than this? I think this is as bad a place as I can ever get into.'

Now, what do you think of that?" the woman asked, ex-

citedly.

I bit my lip to repress a smile, and thought the child cer-

tainly did possess great penetration of mind to have made such

a discovery at so early an age. I quite indorsed her opinion,

but, knowing the good woman so well, believed it unwise to

express similar views.

"Yes, that was an odd remark for a child to make, I must

admit," I said, encouragingly; "what else has she done?"

"This afternoon I told her she must learn a page in her

catechism and repeat it to me when I returned from down-

town. I shut her into the nursery and left her for two hours.

When I came back the book was lying on the floor in the cor-
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nurse curled up in a great chair, seemingly lost in meditation.
Her favorite time for these meditative moods was at sunset,
and if she was not discovered and brought down would re-

main in her hiding place till the moon and stars appeared.
One evening the nurse came to me and reported the alarming
fact that the child was missing again, saying:

“I presume she is on the roof moon-gazing as usual. I
don’t know what on earth to do with her, she is so queer-
not a bit like other children—and she frightens me half to
death sometimes. You will excuse me for saying it, but I
believe she is possessed by some evil spirit.”

“Why do you think so?” I asked, in astonishment.
“Oh, she does and says such strange things,” replied the

woman. “I’ve tried to make her go to church and Sunday-
school with me, but she won’t do it; then I tried to frighten
her by declaring she would go to the bad place, but she looked
me squarely in the eyes and asked: ‘What place can be worse

than this? I thinkthis is as bad a place as I can ever get into.’
Now, what do you think of that?” the woman asked, ex-

citedly.
I bit my lip to repress a smile, and thought the child cer-

tainly did possess great penetration of mind to have made such
a discovery at so early an age. I quite indorsed her opinion,
but, knowing the good woman so well, believed it unwise to

express similarviews.
“Yes, that was an odd remark for a child to make, I must

admit,” I said, encouragingly; “what else has she done?”
“This afternoon I told her she must learn a page in her

catechism and repeat it to me when I returned from down-
town. I shut her into the nursery and left her for two hours.
When I came back the book was lying on the floor in the cor-
_..... .....€".I.t.).. .4, ts..---:_..._:..... :.. 4.1.- ._-_.a.... 1171.-.. r -..11...: 1.-..
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scientists have not yet decided that question.' Yes, sir; those

were her exact words. The idea of a child only eight years

old speaking like that! Why, I actually dropped the book—I

did indeed, sir! Then I took hold of her shoulder to give

her a good shaking when she drew back and remarked:

'Hands off, if you please!' Now, what do you think of that?

It's no laughing matter!" she exclaimed, as she saw me smile.

"I picked up the book," continued the woman, "and asked

the next question, 'How long since the world was made?' and

without the shadow of a smile she replied: 'That is another

scientific problem which I believe is not satisfactorily solved,

and quite beyond either your ability or mine to answer. If

you will allow me to make a suggestion, madam, I would say

it is better for us to study something we can understand.' I

could not speak, but sat staring at her in helpless wonderment.

Such language! Such an expression! Such dignity! Why,

she behaved like a philosopher, and I am positively afraid of

her!

"Last night she was on the roof again and when I found

her she was staring stupidly before her; she was not looking

at anything in particular, and did not seem to know that I was

near till I spoke. Then she roused herself and asked: 'Well,

what do you want now?' I told her that it was not nice nor

proper for little girls to be up on the roof of the house all

alone, and that she might fall off. She turned up her nose at

me and looked disgusted as she replied: 'Your remarks are

positively insipid, madam; I hope I know better than to walk

off the edge of that roof.' There, sir; now, what do you think

of that?"

Before I could reply, she continued: "She's up there again

to-night, and I dare not so after her. I wish vou would see
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scientists have not yet decided that question. Yes, sir; those
were her exact words. The idea of a child only eight years
old speaking like that! Why, I actually dropped the book—I
did indeed, sir! Then I took hold of her shoulder to give
her a good shaking when she drew back and renarked:
‘Hands off, if you please!’ Now, what do you thinkof that?
It’s no laughing matter!” she exclaimed, as she saw me smile

“I picked up the book,” continued the woman, “and asked
the next question, ‘How long since the world was made?’ and
without the shadow of a smile she replied: ‘That is another
scientific problem which I believe is not satisfactorilysolved,
and quite beyond either your abilityor mine to answer. If
you will allow me to make a suggestion, madam, I would say
it is better for us to study something we can understand.’ I

' could not speak, but sat staring at her in helpless wonderment.
Such language! Such an expression! Such dignity! Why,
she behaved like a philosopher, and I am positively afraid of
her!

“Last night she was on the roof again and when I found
her she was staring stupidly before her; she was not looking
at anythingin particular, and did not seem to know that I was

near till I spoke. Then she roused herself and asked: ‘Well,
what do you want now?’ I told her that it was not nice nor

proper for little girls to be up on the roof of the house all
alone, and that she might fall ofi. She turned up her nose at
me and looked disgusted as she replied: ‘Your remarks are

positively insipid, madam; I hope I know better than to walk
off the edge of that roof.’ There, sir; now, what do you think
of that?”

Before I could reply, she continued: “She’s up there

to-n'E‘l1& agdkl dare not go after her. I wish vou would see
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velopment of ideas she had presented. For several weeks I

had been very busy preparing a manuscript for publication

in a medical journal, and had not seen so much of the little

one as formerly. The nurse's report constrained me to inter-

view the rebellious little human mite who had aroused such

consternation in the good woman's heart, and I hurried to the

roof with that intention.

It was a beautiful evening. The air was warm and the

moon shone so brightly that reading would have been possible

by its light. The child was sitting quietly in a little chair and

did not seem aware of my presence till I laid my hand on her

shoulder. Then she looked up at me, and, without manifest-

ing the least embarrassment at being found disobedient to the

commands of her nurse, she asked: "What do you want of

me?"

I replied that we had missed her and I had come to look

for her. She made no reply, and then I asked what made her

come up there to play.

"I am not playing," she remarked; "I am thinking, and

the reason I come up here to think is because it is quiet and the

others do not disturb me."

She reminded me of her mother the first time I saw her,

and, sitting down upon the roof beside her chair, I said:

"Yes, that is true; one can think better when others are not

by. But of what were you thinking?"

"I don't mind telling you," she said, gravely, "because

you have sense; but I will not tell nurse because she is so sim-

ple. I was thinking that almost everything we see in this

world is a sham. And the only real things that last are the

sun, moon, and stars."
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velopment of ideas she had presented. For several weeks I
had been very busy preparing a manuscript for publication
in a medical journal, and had not seen so much of the little
one as formerly. The nurse's report constrained me to inter-
view the rebellious little human mite who had aroused such
consternation in the good woman’s heart, and I hurried to the
roof withthatintention.

It Was a beautiful evening. The air was warm and the
moon shone so brightly that reading would have been possible
by its light. The child was sitting quietly in a little chair and
did not seem aware of my presence till I laid my hand on her
shoulder. Then she looked up at me, and, without manifest-
ing the least embarrassmentat being found disobedient to the
commands of her nurse, she asked: “What do you want of
me?”

.

I replied that we had missed her and I had come to look
for her. She made no reply, and then I asked what made her
come up there to play.

,

“I am not playing,” she remarked; “I am thinking, and
the reason I come up here to think is because it is quiet and the
others do not disturb me.”

She reminded me of her mother the first time I saw her,
and, sitting down upon the roof beside her chair, I said:
“Yes, that is true; one can think better when others are not

by. But of what were you thinking?”
“I don’t mind telling you,” she said, gravely, “because

you have sense; but I will not tell nurse because she is so sim-
ple. I was thinking that almost everything we see in this
world is a sham. And the only real things that last are the
sun, moon, and stars.”

" CL) 31s: 9 . .
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I was obliged to admit that it was.

"Nurse tries to make me study that old catechism, and I

hate it. It is not true, and I don't think she believes it herself."

"How do you know it is not true?" I asked.

She looked at me with a mixed expression of amusement

and disgust on her face as she asked: "Did you ever read it?"

I hesitated. I never had, but thought perhaps it would not

be best to admit the fact to the child; but she waited for my

answer, and I had to say: "Well, no; I don't remember that

I ever did."

She seemed satisfied with my answer, and continued:

"Nurse says Adam was the first man. I don't believe it. She

says this world was made out of nothing in six days. I don't

believe that either. She says the first woman in the world

was Adam's wife, and her name was Eve; that she was made

out of one of Adam's ribs, and, because she ate some kind of

fruit she found on a tree in the garden where she lived, God,

who had taken all the trouble to make her and the fruit and

everything in the world, drove her and her husband out of the

garden; and that her doing so small a thing as that was the

cause of all the wickedness that is now in the world. I think

that is the most unreasonable falsehood of the whole lot. If

people are going to tell falsehoods why don't they tell reason-

able ones, so there will be some chance for belief? She gets

all those stories out of that old catechism which she expects

me to study. I won't do it, because it is a waste of time to

study something that is not true. Isn't it?" she asked, looking

up at me.

It was no longer a marvel to me that the nurse was scared
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I was obliged to admit that it was.

“Nurse tries to make me study that old catechism, and I
hate it. It is not true, and I don’t thinkshe believesit herself.”

“How do you know it is not true?” I asked.
She looked at me with a mixed expression of amusement

and disgust on her face as she asked: “Did you ever read it?”
I hesitated. I never had, but thought perhaps it would not

be best to admit the fact to the child; but she waited for my
answer, and I had to say: “Well, no; I don’t remember that
I ever did.” ‘

She seemed satisfied with my answer, and continued:
“Nurse says Adam was the first man. I don’t believe it. She
says this world was made out of nothing in six days. I don’t
believe that either. She says the first woman in the world
was Adam's wife, and her name was Eve; that she was made
out of one of Adam's ribs, and, because she ate some kind of
fruit she found on a tree in the garden where she lived, God,
who had taken all the trouble to make her and the fruit and
everything in the world, drove her and her husband out of the

garden; and that her doing so small a thing as that was the
cause of all the wickedness that is~now in the world. I think
that is the most unreasonable falsehood of the whole lot. If
people are going to tell falsehoods why don’t they tell reason-

able ones, so there will be some chance for belief? She gets
all those stories out of that old catechism which she expects
me to study. I won’t do it, because it is a waste of time to

study somethingthat is not true. Isn't it?” she asked, looking
up at me.

It was no longer a marvel to me that the nurse was scared

CL) 31¢
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"Certainly," I replied; "but how do you know they are

not true?"

Shaking her head, she said: "You might not understand

if I were to tell you; but something tells me so. Nurse tells

lies about other things, and why should she not tell lies about

that?"

"What else has nurse told you lies about?" I asked.

"Oh, she hides my things away in the bureau drawer or

puts them into her pocket and then tells me she doesn't know

where they are. I know better because I can see where she

puts them," the child gravely replied.

"Do you mean to say that you can see her when she puts

them away?" I asked.

"Not always; sometimes she takes them when I am gone.

But when I look for them, and see through her dress into the

pocket, I know what I see, don't I?" she demanded.

"Can you tell me what I have in this pocket?" I asked,

placing my hand over the left breast-pocket of my coat.

"There is a bundle of letters tied with a bit of blue ribbon,"

said she, "and a locket with a picture and a lock of yellow

hair in it. The picture is of a woman I have seen somewhere

before this; but I don't just remember where. The lock of

hair must have been cut from her head, because it is just like

hers."

Little Mata had told me the contents of my pocket and

had described the only picture that had ever been taken of her

mother. She had never seen the things, because I had always

carried them next my heart and had never shown them to any

one. I was astonished; but she did not seem to think it at

all wonderful to know what was under my coat, and con-

tinued:

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

Mam the Magician. 375

“Certainly,” I replied; “but how do you know they are

not true?”
Shaking her head, she said: “You might not understand

if I were to tell you; but something tells me so. Nurse tells
lies about other things, and why should she not tell lies about
that?”

“What else has nurse told you lies about?” I asked.
“Oh, she hides my things away in the bureau drawer or

puts them into her pocket and then tells me she doesn’t know
where they are. I know better because I can see where she
puts them,” the child gravely replied.

“Do you mean to say that you can see her when she puts
them away?” I asked.

“Not always; sometimes she takes them when I am gone.
But when I look for them, and see through her dress into the
pocket, I know what I see, don’t I?” she demanded.

“Can you tell me what I have in this pocket?” I asked,
placingmy hand over the left breast-pocket of my coat.

“There is a bundle of letters tied with a bit of blue ribbon,”
said she, “and a locket with a picture and a lock of yellow
hair in it. The picture is of a woman I have seen somewhere
before this; but I don’t just remember where. The lock of
hair must have been cut from her head, because it is just like
hers.”

Little Mata had told me the contents of my pocket and
had described the only picture that had ever been taken of her
mother. She had never seen the things, because I had always
carried them next my heart and had never shown them to any
one. I was astonished; but she did not seem to think it at
all wonderful to know what was under my coat, and con-

tinued
U 8]‘:
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I was almost thrown into a panic by the child's words. She

did not notice my excitement, however, and continued:

"You need not be afraid to let me go into those rooms. I

shall not harm anything; but sometimes I want to lie on that

couch—with the twisted serpents under my head. I want to

put my hands on the table that is made of the pretty colored

stones. Why won't you let me go in?" she asked, wistfully.

"My child, I did not know that you had desired it so much,"

said I. "It is late now, however, and you had better go to

bed. Some other time we will go in together."

Rising from her chair, she remarked: "Very well; since

you have promised me, I can wait." She preceded me down

the stairs, and bade me good-night at the nursery door.

I saw no more of my daughter that evening. I went to

my room, but not to sleep. The manner in which the child

had expressed a knowledge of the articles of furniture in the

sacred apartments, and had seen and described things hidden

from the observation of ordinary mortals, puzzled me. I had

heard of clairvoyancy, as practised by people calling them-

selves "spirit mediums," but had laughed at their absurd claims.

Could it be possible that my own child was clairvoyant?

No; there was something wrong with her mind! I would have

a council of doctors and get their opinion. All night I tossed

and worried. The thought that little Mata—all that I had

left—was going mad at so early an age was horrible. At last

I had a plan. I would humor her, would have her with me at

meal-time, and would give more attention to her hereafter,

and thus try to learn from what source these vagaries pro-

ceeded.

CHAPTER XXI.
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I was almost throwninto a panic by thechild’s words. She
did not notice my excitement, however, and continued:

“You need not be afraid to let me go into those rooms. I
shall not harm anything;but sometimes I want to lie on that
couch—with the twisted serpents under my head. I want to

put my hands on the table that is made of the pretty colored
stones. Why won’t you let me go in?” she asked, wistfully.

“My child, I did not know thatyou had desired it so much,"
said I. “It is late now, however, and you had better _go to
bed. Some other time we will go in together.”

Rising from her chair, she remarked: “Very well; since
you have promised me, I can wait.” She preceded me down
the stairs, and bade me good-night at the nursery door.

I saw no more of my daughter that evening. I went to

my room, but not to sleep. The manner in which the child
had expressed a knowledge of the articles of furniture in the
sacred apartments, and had seen and described things hidden
from the observation of ordinary mortals, puzzled me. I had
heard of clairvoyancy, as practised by people calling them-
selves “spirit mediums,” but had laughed at theirabsurd claims.
Could it be possible that my own child was clairvoyant?
No; there was somethingwrong with her mind! I would have
a council of doctors and get their opinion. All night I tossed
and worried. The thought that little Mata—all that I had
1eft—was going mad at so early an age was horrible. At last
I had a plan. I would humor her, would have her with me at

meal—time, and would give more attention to her hereafter,
and thus try to learn from what source these vagaries pro-
ceeded.

.,_
CHAPTER XXI.
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after Mata should have more liberty; that she was no longer

to be considered a baby, but must be washed and dressed and

be allowed to take her meals with me instead of in the nur-

sery. The woman was surprised, but remarked that she was

glad to have me take her in hand, and hoped my discipline

would prove beneficial in removing some of her peculiar-

ities.

The following morning, while I was waiting for break-

fast to be served, Mata appeared with her hair brushed, curled,

and tied with a new ribbon and walked to the chair opposite

mine. She took her seat as composedly as if this were not the

first time she had taken breakfast with me, touched the bell,

and when the servant appeared ordered the meal served at

once. The dignity of the little maiden was so perfectly natural

that in spite of my apprehensions regarding her mental bal-

ance I was greatly amused. I decided to allow her to preside

at table, since she seemed to think she had been invited

for that purpose. The maid who waited upon us was amazed

when my daughter, with a grave look, poured the coffee, asked

me how much sugar and cream I would like, supplied the

amount I asked for, and then gave it to the gaping girl with

the request that she should place it beside my plate. The

whole procedure was so funny that I had to smile; and the

servant, after the first shock of surprise was over, wore a

broad grin to the end of the meal.

Mata did not seem to observe my amusement, but asked the

maid what she was laughing at. The girl replied that she

was pleased to see so tiny a lady do the honors so nicely. The

child remarked: "I could have done them long ago had I

been permitted."

For several months I watched the child closely, and, al-

though she was constantly doing strange things, there did not

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

Mata the Magician. 377

after Mata should have more liberty; that she was no longer
to be considered a baby, but must be washed and dressed and
be allowed to take her meals with me instead of in the nur-

sery. The woman was surprised, but remarked that she was

glad to have me take her in hand, and hoped my discipline
would prove beneficial in removing some of her peculiar-
ities.

The following morning, while I was waiting for break-
fast to be served, Mata appeared with her hair brushed, curled,
and tied with a new ribbon and walked to the chair opposite
mine. She took her seat as composedly as if this were not the
first time she had taken breakfast with me, touched the bell,
and when the servant appeared ordered the meal served at
once. The dignity of the little maiden was so perfectly natural
that in spite of my apprehensions regarding her mental bal-
ance I was greatly amused. I decided to allow her to preside
at table, since she seemed to think she had been invited
for that purpose. The maid who waited upon us was amazed
when my daughter, with a grave look, poured the coffee, asked
me how much sugar and cream I would like, supplied the
amount I asked for, and then gave it to the gaping girl with
the request that she should place it beside my plate. The
whole procedure was so funny that I had to smile; and the
servant, after the first shock of surprise was over, wore a

broad grin to the end of the meal.
Mata did not seem to observe my amusement, but asked the

maid what she was laughing at. The girl replied that she
was pleased to see so tiny a lady do the honors so nicely. The
child remarked: “I could have done them long ago had I
been permitted.”

.

‘

For several months I watched the child closely, and, al-

thoufirlsheconstantly doing strange things, there did not
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to study music. A good instructor was found, and soon I

observed that she was making rapid progress. After a year

of study her teacher informed me that she could play the most

difficult classical compositions with an ability exceeding many

of greater age and experience. He said:

"There is something quite remarkable about Miss Mata;

her practise seems more of a review than a first course. I do

not understand her at all. She will insist upon taking some-

thing that I fear is entirely too difficult; but when she plays it

for me she will sit with her eyes half closed and perform the

composition—it almost seems, from memory—and then will

emphatically declare she never saw it before. What do you

think about it?"

"Oh, she learns everything quickly," I replied, carelessly,

"and then remembers well. It is a pleasure to me to know she

is getting on."

"Another thing that seems peculiar," said the teacher, "is

this: She will place the music before her and open it, and

then without turning a page will execute the whole piece. She

actually seems to see through the paper and read the music

on the other side. I have neglected purposely to turn it, some-

times, just to see what she would do; if by accident she struck

the wrong note she would make the correction as readily as

if the page from which she was playing was before her. She

certainly does possess great talent, and I have tried to induce

her to perform at my monthly musicales, but she has always

declined. Young girls are usually delighted and encouraged

by being placed before an audience; but your daughter does

not seem to care for public approval. She studies because she

herself enjoys it."

"I am just as well satisfied as I should be if she were as-

piring to public honors, and am thankful to know she is so
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to study music. A good instructor was found, and soon I
observed that she was making rapid progress. After a year
of study her teacher informed me that she could play the most
difficult classical compositions with an abilityexceeding many
of greater age and experience. He said:

“There is something quite remarkable about Miss Mata;
her practise seems more of a review than a first course. I do
not understand her at all. She will insist upon taking some-

thing that I fear is entirely too diflicult; but when she plays it
for me she will sit with her eyes half closed and perform the
composition—it almost seems, from memory—and then will
emphatically declare she never saw it before. What do you
thinkabout it?”

“Oh, she learns everything quickly,” I replied, carelessly,
“and then remembers well. It is a pleasure to me to know she
is getting on.”

“Another thing that seems peculiar,” said the teacher, “is
this: She will place the music before her and open it, and
then without turning a page will execute the whole piece. She
actually seems to see through the paper and read the music
on the other side. I have neglected purposely to turn it, some-

times, just to see what she would do; if by accident she struck
the wrong note she would make the correction as readily as

if the page from which she was playing was before her. She
certainly does possess great talent, and I have tried to induce
her to perform at my monthly musicales, but she has always
declined. Young girls are usually delighted and encouraged
by being placed before an audience; but your daughter does
not seem to care for public approval. She studies because she
herself enjoys it.”

“I am just as well satisfied as I should be if she were as-

piring <I>Lpul§1<‘:: honors, and am thankful to know she is so
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off to the very best possible advantage on all occasions!" said

the teacher, excitedly.

"What does all that showing off amount to?" I asked.

"Amount to? Amount to?" he repeated. "Why, it

amounts to a great deal."

"Well, what?"

"She will be famous! Famous, some day, sir!"

"Well, what then?"

"What then?" the man repeated, in surprise. "Why, isn't

it a great thing to be famous and have the admiration of the

whole world?"

"Does it make a woman good and pure to have the foolish

flattery of the world? Look at the great stars who have gained

the approval of the public. How many of them have exchanged

their virtue for the glittering bauble of fame? How many

can you find to-day in this great world who have passed

through the ordeal of winning notoriety and have retained the

purity of their souls and bodies?" I asked.

"Oh, of course," admitted the professor, "I know many

who have stepped aside; but perhaps your daughter wouldn't

do it."

"Maybe she wouldn't, and then again maybe she would.

I have observed, however, that when a woman starts out after

glory she soon reaches the place where she is confronted by

temptation: a place where she must choose which she will ac-

cept—the highroad to earthly position, which leads apparently

to the mountain-tops of worldly honor, or the other one that

leads to the meadows and gardens of humility and virtue. She

stands and looks. Beyond are jewels, elegant gowns, grand

residences, castles, and sometimes coronets. All these thing's
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off to the very best possible advantage on all occasions!” said
the teacher, excitedly.

“What does all that showing off amount to?” I asked.
“Amount to? Amount to?” he repeated. “Why, it

amounts to a great deal.”
“Well, what?”
“She will be famous! Famous, some day, sir!”
“Well, what then?”
“What then?” the man repeated, in surprise. “Why, isn't

it a great thing to be famous and have the admiration of the
whole world?"

“Does it make a woman good and pure to have the foolish
flattery of theworld? Look at the great stars who have gained
theapproval of thepublic. How many of them have exchanged
their virtue for the glittering bauble of fame? How many
can you find to-day in this great world who have passed
through the ordeal of winning notoriety and have retained the
purity of their souls and bodies?” I asked.

“Oh, of course,” admitted the professor, “I know many
who have stepped aside; but perhaps your daughter wouldn’t
do it."

“Maybe she wouldn’t, and then again maybe she would.
I have observed, however, that when a woman starts out after
glory she soon reaches the place where she is confronted by
temptation: a place where she must choose which she will ac-

cept—the highroad to earthly position, which leads apparently
to the mountain-tops of worldly honor, or the other one that
leads to the meadows and gardens of humility and virtue. She
stands and looks. Beyond are jewels, elegant gowns, grand
residences. castles. and sometimes coronets. All these things

Co git:
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reach all that through me. I can give them to you. You may

be famous and have wealth. Your position in the world may

be the greatest—but first you must pay my price.' The woman

says: 'Yes, and what is your price?' The tempter says:

'Love—you must love me. You must give me that one jewel

that is shining so brightly on your bosom.' The woman looks

at the jewel and says: 'That, sir, is my virtue. I cannot give

that away.' 'Very well,' replies the tempter; 'you must choose

to-day whether you will keep that one little gem and deny

yourself all those I will give you in its place, or refuse these

I have to offer and wear that one.'

"She stops to consider, and raises her eyes to look at the

pathway she longs to tread. There are women who have

passed before her and they are robed in elegant garments;

some are attended by devoted escorts and are wearing coro-

nets. She points to them and asks: 'How did those women

gain their positions?' The tempter answers: 'They all passed

through this entrance—and paid the price.' 'Does the world

know?' asks the aspirant. The tempter smiles blandly and

softly replies: 'Not always. Never, if the woman is shrewd.

It is the result of her own carelessness if she is exposed. You,

my dear, are too wise to betray yourself; you will receive all

these beautiful things, and among so many other jewels this

little one will never be missed. Will you come?'

"Still the aspirant hesitates. Turning her eyes, she looks

at the other path leading to the right and away from the castles

and worldly riches. It is a plain, level, ordinary sort of road;

there is an occasional shade tree with a rustic seat beneath it,

and sometimes a traveler, modestly attired and with the single

jewel shining upon her bosom, but with an expression of peace
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reach all that through me. I can give them to you. You may
be famous and have wealth. Your position in the world may
be thegreatest—but first you must pay my price.’ The woman

says: ‘Yes, and what is your price?’ The tempter says:
‘Love—you must love me. You must give me that one jewel
that is shining so brightly on your bosom.’ The woman looks
at the jewel and says: ‘That, sir, is my virtue. I cannot give
thataway.’ ‘Very well,’ replies the tempter; ‘you must choose
to-day whether you will keep that one little gem and deny
yourself all those I will give you in its place, or refuse these
I have to offer and wear that one.’

“She stops to consider, and raises her eyes to look at the
pathway she longs to tread. There are women who have
passed before her and they are robed in elegant garments;
some are attended by devoted escorts and are wearing coro-

nets. She points to them and asks: ‘How did those women

gain their positions?’ The tempter answers: ‘They all passed
through this entrance——and paid the price.’ ‘Does the world
know?’ asks the aspirant. The tempter smiles blandly and
softly replies: ‘Not always. Never, if the woman is shrewd.
It is the result of her own carelessness if she is exposed. You,
my dear, are too wise to betray yourself,‘ you will receive all
these beautiful things, and among so many other jewels this
little one will never be missed. Will you come?’

“Still the aspirant hesitates. Turning her eyes, she looks
at the other path leading to the right and away from the castles
and worldly riches. It is a plain, level, ordinary sort of road;
there is an occasional shade tree with a rustic seat beneath it,
and sometimes a traveler, modestly attired and with the single
jewel shining Ltppn her bosom, but with an expression of peace
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concealed from view on the other side of the mountain. The

precipice is named 'dishonor,' and at the bottom are arranged

jagged rocks called 'abandonment,' and she who makes the

plunge and falls upon the rocks below is dashed to pieces.

Sometimes you may see a weary one returning with bleeding

feet and broken heart. At the gateway she falls upon her

knees and begs to be allowed to pass the tempter and enter the

peaceful path. But his hard, cruel face grows still harder, and

he says: 'Give back the worldly wealth, the fame, the jewels

that I gave to you.' 'Gladly, sir, gladly!' she says, 'if you will

return my one jewel to me.' The fiend laughs in devilish glee

as he replies: 'That is impossible. Your jewel is gone. I

could not give it if I would, and I would not if I could.' 'May

I pass without it?' the weary one asks. 'Yes, you may pass.

But you are stripped of everything. Even your name is

gone.'

"The weary one bows her head, folds her hands across her

breast, and passes through the entrance-way. She follows

slowly along the new pathway, but it is known that her jewel

is gone, and she feels that with it went almost the right to live.

Those who pass her by sometimes draw aside lest they become

contaminated by her touch. She is forsaken, forlorn, and prays

for death to release her from the shame. Professor, what do

you think of the picture? I prefer that my daughter shall do

without the fame."

The man looked bored, and replied: "You are morbid,

Doctor; your liver must be deranged. I hope you will be better

when I see you again. Good morning!" And he bowed him-

self out of the house.

"Ts it tnie?" T asked mvself. "that no one else can see the
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concealed from view on the other side of the mountain. The
precipice is named ‘dishonor,’ and at the bottom are arranged
jagged rocks called ‘abandonment,’ and she who makes the
plunge and falls upon the rocks below is dashed to pieces.
Sometimes you may see a weary one returning with bleeding
feet and broken heart. At the gateway she falls upon her
knees and begs to be allowed to pass the tempter and enter the
peaceful path. But his hard, cruel face grows still harder, and
he says: ‘Give back the worldly wealth, the fame, the jewels
that I gave to you.’ ‘Gladly,sir, gladly!’ she says, ‘if you will
return my one jewel to me.’ The fiend laughs in devilish glee
as he replies: ‘That is impossible. Your jewel is gone. I
could not give it if I would, and I would not if I could.’ ‘May
I pass without it?’ the weary one asks. ‘Yes, you may pass.
But you are stripped of everything. Even your name is
gone.’

“The weary one bows her head, folds her hands across her
breast, and passes through the entrance-way. She follows
slowly along the new pathway, but it is known that her jewel
is gone, and she feels that with it went almost the right to live.
Those who pass her by sometimes draw aside lest they become
contaminated by her touch. She is forsaken, forlorn, and prays
for death to release her from the shame. Professor, what do
you thinkof the picture? I prefer that my daughter shall do
without the fame.”

The man looked bored, and replied: “You are morbid,
Doctor; your liver must be deranged. I hope you will be better
when I see you again. Good morning!” And he bowed him-
self out of the house.

“Is it true ?” I asked mvself. “that no one else can see the
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

SUMMER SCHOOLS OF PHILOSOPHY.

HE "summer school" is becoming a permanent feature of the

I New Thought movement. And it is a most encouraging

one. It affords an opportunity to present the new-old teachings

to minds not accessible at other times under equally favorable

conditions, and provides the teachers and writers and other pub-

lic advocates of the cause a chance to compare notes in conference

concerning methods of spreading the light of the new gospel.

Moreover, rational minds are beginning to perceive that there is

no genuine recreation in frivolity or intellectual idleness, and that

leisure hours spent in acquiring knowledge of right living are

the most profitable kind of rest.

The most conspicuous and successful of these idealistic under-

takings is that founded by Sarah J. Farmer at Greenacre-on-the-

Piscataqua, situated in the town of Eliot, Me., four miles from

Portsmouth, N. H., and about two hours' ride from Boston. This

gathering is now in the midst of its eighth annual session. Lead-

ers and teachers representing all branches of Advanced Thought

are in attendance, and able speakers, in free daily discourses,

present every phase of the New Metaphysics in lecture-halls

and in the open air. Special efforts are made to emphasize its

spiritual aspects and to interest the members of Christian churches

in the principles of a rational an^. scientific religion. The devel-

opment of Psychical Research receives critical and intelligent

attention, an endeavor heinir made tn svstpmaHyp rrWVinrU talin-
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

SUMMER SCHOOLS OF PHILOSOPHY.

_[-IE “summer school” is becoming a permanent feature of the
New Thought movement. And it is a most encouraging

one. It affords an opportunity to present the new-old teachings
to minds not accessible at other times under equally favorable
conditions, and provides the teachers and writers and other pub-
lic advocates of the cause a chance to compare notes in conference

concerning methods of spreading the light of the new gospel.
Moreover, rational minds are beginning to perceive that there is

no genuine recreation in frivolity or intellectual idleness, and that
leisure hours spent in acquiring knowledge of right living are ‘

the most profitable kind of rest.

The most conspicuous and successful of these idealistic under-
takings is that founded by Sarah J. Farmer at Greenacre-on—the—
Piscataqua, situated in the town of Eliot, Me., four miles from
Portsmouth, N. H., and about two hours’ ride from Boston. This

gathering is now in the midst of its eighth annual session. Lead-
ers and teachers representing all branches of Advanced Thought
are in attendance, and able speakers, in free daily discourses,
present every phase of the New Metaphysics in lecture—halls
and in the open air. Special efforts are made to emphasize its

spiritual aspects and to interest the members of Christian churches
in the principles of a rational anr’. scientific religion. The devel-
opment of Psychical Research receives critical and intelligent
a.ttentionQ?3.n)e.1gfevor beincr made to svstemativp method: tabu-
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has as its aim an addition to the sum of human knowledge or

happiness.

A conference devoted to "Universal Peace among Nations,"

at which Prof. Jean Charlemagne Bracq, of Vassar College, pre-

sided, was held early in June. It was addressed by the Rev.

Edward Everett Hale, Dr. Henry A. Reynolds, and Hezekiah

Butterworth, of Boston; the Hon. Frank B. Sanborn, Dr. Fill-

more Moore, Prof. Nathaniel Schmidt, and several learned teach-

ers from India and Japan. "The Reconciliation of Races" was

discussed by Rabbi Joseph Krauskopf, D.D., Lieut.-Col. H. B.

Pratt, the Hon. Frank L. Dingley, and others. "Homes under

God's Sky for Everybody," to receive attention the second week

of August, will furnish an opportunity for the discussion of eco-

nomic reform—the Hon. W. W. Stetson, the Rev. E. P. Powell,

Prof. J. E. Werren, and Prof. John Craig being among the

speakers.

There are two Schools of Music at Greenacre, under compe-

tent directorship, illustrated lectures being given and concerts,

recitals, and musical features at other discourses being provided

by teachers and pupils.

The fifth annual session of the Conference School of Com-

parative Religion is now in session at Greenacre. The director

and lecturer on the history and philosophy of religion is Dr. Lewis

G. Janes, M.A. Other speakers are Jean du Buy, Ph.D.,

David S. Muzzey, A.B., B.D., James T. Bixby, Ph.D., I. J.

Peritz, Ph.D., the Rev. Adolph Roeder, and teachers from Ceylon,

Syria, and elsewhere. At this school no propaganda of any special

religious system is permitted, its purpose being wholly unsec-
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has as its aim an addition to the sum of human knowledge or

happiness.
A conference devoted to “Universal Peace among Nations,”

at which Prof. Jean Charlemagne Bracq, of Vassar College, pre-
sided, was held early in June. It was addressed by the Rev.
Edward Everett Hale, Dr. Henry A. Reynolds, and Hezekiah
Butterworth, of Boston; the Hon. Frank B. Sanborn, Dr. Fill-
more Moore, Prof. Nathaniel Schmidt, and several learned teach-
ers from India and Japan. “The Reconciliation of Races” was

discussed by Rabbi Joseph Krauskopf, D.D., Lieut.-Col. H. B.

Pratt, the Hon. Frank L. Dingley, and others. “Homes under
God’s Sky for Everybody,” to receive attention the second week
of August, will furnish an opportunity for the discussion of eco-

nomic reform—the Hon. W. W. Stetson, the Rev. E. P. Powell,
Prof. J. E. Werren, and Prof. John Craig being among the
speakers.

There are two Schools of Music at Greenacre, under compe-
tent directorship, illustrated lectures being given and concerts,
recitals, and musical features at other discourses being provided
by teachers and pupils.

The fifth annual session of the Conference School of Com-

parative Religion is now in session at Greenacre. The director
and lecturer on the history and philosophyof religion is Dr. Lewis
G. Janes, M.A. Other speakers are Jean du Buy, Ph.D.,
David S. Muzzey, A.B., B.D., James T. Bixby, Ph.D., I. J.
Peritz, Ph.D., the Rev. AdolphRoeder, and teachers from Ceylon,
Syria, and elsewhere. At this school no propaganda of any special
religious system is permitted, its purpose being wholly unsec-
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MIND.

Greenacre represents a gathering of workers in the field of

social and spiritual advancement, of scientific research, of ethical

and economic progress—in a word, of the "higher education"

along all lines of soul culture and mental development. Mind

is always glad to chronicle undertakings of this kind within the

New Thought movement at large, for they tend toward unity of

effort and teaching and promote understanding of the funda-

mental principles of being.

J. E. M.

NATURE'S POTENCIES.

The potencies in Nature are various and manifold, ready to

serve us at our slightest call. They are ever seeking to help

us in the accomplishment of all that we set out to do.

We resist; hence the discord, the failure to express physically

and spiritually our desire. There is no spiritual attribute with-

out its material counterpart. Love has its material essences,

which, when united in due proportion, constitute the greatest

of all healing agencies. We put forth energy to accomplish a

certain task; we draw for sustenance potencies that, properly com-

bined, enable us to carry out our desires.

Where are these potencies—this all-sustaining substance—

to be found? Within ourselves as well as in all Nature, and it

behooves us to become acquainted with Nature's method and her

resources in order to avail ourselves of that which she holds

for us.

In beginning investigation of this subject, we are only touch-

ing the outermost hem of a garment whose every fold is woven

with richest threads of infinite variety, with all of which we may

clothe ourselves through knozvledge of their use. It is an open

book to all. After acquainting ourselves with the method of
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384 MIND.

Greenacre represents a gathering of workers in the field of
social and spiritual advancement, of scientific research, of ethical
and economic progress—in a word, of the “higher education”
along all lines of soul culture and mental development. MIND
is always glad to chronicle undertakings of this kind within the
New Thought movement at large, for they tend toward unity of
effort and teaching and promote understanding of the funda-

mental principles of being.
J. E. M.

 

NATURE’S POTENCIES.

.

The potencies in Nature are various and manifold, ready to

serve us at our slightest call. They are ever seeking to help
us in the accomplishmentof all that we set out to do.

We resist; hence the discord, the failure to express physically
and spiritually our desire. There is no spiritual attribute with-
out its material counterpart. Love has its material essences,
which, when united in due proportion, constitute the greatest
of all healing agencies. We put forth energy to accomplish a

certain task; we draw for sustenance potencies that, properly com-

bined, enable us to carry out our desires.
Where are these potencies—this all-sustaining substance-—

to be found? Within ourselves as well as in all Nature, and it
behooves us to become acquainted with Nature’s method and her
resources in order to avail ourselves of that which she holds
for us.

In beginning investigation of this subject, we are only touch-
, ing the outermost hem of a garment whose every fold is woven

with richest threads of infinite variety, with all of which we may
clothe ourselves through knowledge of their use. It is an open
book to all. After acquainting ourselves with the method of
"-~L~.t—)'8lc "- - --
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right way, and if we have not learned the ways of Nature, which

are the ways of God (or good) for us, we must open this book

of Nature and study its pages. We must learn to extract from

the ether potencies helpful in our upbuilding—in the replenish-

ment of cells with vital substance. In this, as in the case of

material food, we must select and use what we want for the

supply of special needs. It may be had for the asking, but we

must learn to ask and then use what we have appropriated, putting

all to wisest purpose. We must use the potencies drawn for

expression in desired directions, or our last state is worse than

the first: we have sinned against the Holy Spirit—Divine Inspira-

tion—and there is no forgiveness until we obey, i.e., make use of

the knowledge that comes to us. We must work as well as

think, and wait for results. Action is the key-note of success in

all life's undertakings; not action all the time, but at the right

time and in the best manner we know. Living always with a

purpose, not merely drifting, the time for action and the time

for rest come to our consciousness with certain knowledge, and

there need be no fear as to the right division of our time. But

purpose must be established subconsciously to insure a properly

balanced life.

Mathilde Hoehn Tyner.

"FOR THE VERY WORKS' SAKE.'

For the very works' sake, O Lord.

We believed and turned unto Thee.

Then into the field at thy word,

With the harvesters forth went we,

For the very works' sake.

The harvest is plenteous, and few

Are the laborers. O Christ, with us stay!
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right way, and if we have not learned the ways of Nature, which
are the ways of God (or good) for us, we must open this book
of Nature and study its pages. We must learn to extract from
the ether potencies helpful in our upbuilding—in the replenish-
ment of cells with vital substance. In this, as in the case of
material food, we must select and use what we want for the
supply of special needs. It may be had for the asking, but we

must learn to ask and then use what we have appropriated, putting
all to wisest purpose. We must use the potencies drawn for
expression in desired directions, or our last state is worse than
the first: we have sinned against the Holy Spirit—Divine Inspira-
tion—and there is no forgiveness until we obey, i.e., make use of
the knowledge that comes to us. We must work as well as

think, and wait for results. Action is the key-note of success in
all life's undertakings; not action all the time, but at the right
time and in the best manner we know. Living always with a

purpose, not merely drifting, the time for action and the time
for rest come to our consciousness with certain knowledge, and
there need be no fear as to the right division of our time. But
purpose must be established subconsciously to insure a properly
balanced life.

IVIATHILDE H01-:HN TYNER.

 0-0-0-

“FOR THE VERY WORKS’ SAKE.”

For the very works’ sake, O Lord.
VVe believed and turned unto Thee.

Then into the field at thy word,
V\='ith the harvesters forth went we,

For the very works‘ sake.

The harvest is plenteous, and few

C0 @116 the laborers. O Christ, with us stay!
I
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

Florence Peltier Perry and the Rev. Helen Van-Anderson.

FOR THE PARENTS.

N AT L' R K T EA C HIN G.

Summer, with its ever-varying beauties, its song-filled morn-

ings and twilight whisperings, its long sunny days and refreshing

nights, seems Nature's school-time. Every minute is crowded

with the subtle suggestion of a larger, fuller life. The beauty

and order everywhere cannot fail to teach, even though there be

no books to study and no prosy recitation-drills.

To the parents who recognize the advantage, not to say the

necessity, of such influences for their children, we would say:

Make all haste to get the children out of the crowded, stifling city,

with its conventional and necessary restrictions, into the open,

God-blessed country. Don't dress them like French dolls and

take them to a fashionable hotel, where their sense of beauty will

either be perverted or destroyed, but let them live close to Na-

ture in all her moods. Let them grow as the wild things grow,

with all the wide expanse of sky above them and fields, woods,

hills, and streams around them. Let them lie on the ground and

watch the ants, gaze into the tree-tops and study the building of

hirnV nests, tret itn in the morninc to see the miracle of sunrise.
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conductedby

Ftoazxcn Puma Pnnv AND rm: Rn. Hams VAN-Antnnson.

FOR THE PARENTS.

N .\'r L‘ R 1-; 'l‘1-:.-xu-1.1 N0.

Summer, with its ever-varying beauties, its song—filled mom-

ings and twilight whisperings, its long sunny Qlays and refreshing
nights, seems l\'ature's school-time. Every minute is crowded
with the subtle suggestion of a larger, fuller life. The beauty
and order everywhere cannot fail to teach, even though there be
no books to study and no prosy recitation—drills.

To the parents who recognize the advantage, not to say the
necessity, of such influences for their children, we would say:
Make all haste to get the children out of the crowded, stiflingcity,
with its conventional and necessary restrictions, into the open,
God-blessed country. Don’t dress them like French dolls and
take them to a fashionable hotel, where their sense of beauty will
either be perverted or destroyed, but let them live close to Na-
ture in all her moods. Let them grow as the wild things grow,
with all the wide expanse of sky above them and fields, woods,
hills, and streams around them. Let them lie on the ground and
watch the ants, gaze into the tree—tops and study the building of
hirrls’ nests. get no in the morning to see the miracle of sunrise.
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in school. Perhaps there is no comparison. The parent or teacher

needs only to call attention and interpret. The child will catch

the lesson. Even small children can learn about the birds, bees,

flowers, etc., and will eagerly attain classified knowledge. Any

interesting little incident or fact, attractively told, will awaken

an interest and leave a memory. This is all that is necessary. In

pointing out the different characteristics and habits of birds, for

example, you can so clothe the information that the child will

have it as a fact to be remembered all the rest of his life. Here

is a bit about the bluebird, as an illustration:

"He flew and flew till he flew so high

He brushed the blue right off the sky.

Then folded his wing—

And you and I

Call him the bluebird, the herald of spring."

Here are four items about the bluebird that are especially

characteristic of it: First, his habit of high soaring; second, his

color; third, his name; fourth, his coming first in the spring. To

hear this little verse, to watch eagerly for bluebirds, to distinguish

them from other birds, and the lesson is learned—not as a hard

task, but a delightful recreation.

How many of us recall in time of need the old rhyme of child-

hood days, to freshen our memory about the months and their

allotment of days?—

"Thirty days hath September, April, June, and November," etc.

This Nature teaching is on the same principle. An interest

as absorbing as it is delightful helps impress a fact when it is told

as Nature tells it, with all the accompaniment of music and scenic

effect.

To have a child alert and eager to know all about the beautiful

world and its denizens is to insure him against the baneful self-

consciousness that too often stultifies and perverts the natural

loves and desires of his heart. It is as natural for a child to love

beauty as to breathe. Instinctively he desires to possess and em-
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in school. Perhaps there is no comparison. The parent or teacher
needs only to call attention and interpret. The child will catch
the lesson. Even small children can learn about the birds, bees,
flowers, etc., and will eagerly attain classified knowledge. Any
interesting little incident or fact, attractively told, will awaken
an interest and leave a memory. This is all that is necessary. In
pointing out the different characteristics and habits of birds, for
example, you can so clothe the information that the child will
have it as a fact to be remembered all the rest of his life. Here
is a bit about the bluebird, as an illustration:

“He flew and flew till he flew so high
He brushed the blue right off the sky,

Then folded his wing-
And you and I

Call him the bluebird, the herald of spring.”
Here are four items about the bluebird that are especially

characteristic of it: First, his habit of high soaring; second, his
color; third, his name; fourth, his coming first in the spring. To
hear this little verse, to watch eagerly for bluebirds, to distinguish
them from other birds, and the lesson is leamed—not as a hard
task, but a delightful recreation.

How many of us recall in time of need the old rhyme of child-
hood days, to freshen our memory about the months and their
allotment of days ?—

“Thirty days hath September, April, June, and November," etc.

This Nature teaching is on the same principle. An interest
as absorbing as it is delightful helps impress a fact when it is told
as Nature tells it, with all the accompaniment of music and scenic
effect.

To have a child alert and eager to know all about the beautiful
world and its denizens is to insure him against the baneful self-
consciousness that too often stultifies and perverts the natural
loves and desires of his heart. It is as natural for a child to love
beauty as to breathe. Instinctively he desires to possess and em-
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Several years ago a lady was staying for a few days at a fash-

ionable summer hotel in the mountains. Among the guests were

a mother and daughter—both extremely beautiful, both the center

of attraction wherever they were. The mother was a young

woman who apparently had no thought beyond dress, jewels, and

luxury. The child was about five years old, a queen in miniature,

born to command and demand.

The lady who relates the incident was one afternoon sitting

in the parlor, which appeared entirely deserted, no one being pres-

ent but herself. Suddenly the child and her nurse entered, the

former exquisitely dressed and beautiful as a picture. She looked

about the deserted parlor and her face fell with disappointment.

Finally she walked up to the lady and, pulling her by the sleeve,

said in a pleading voice: "Look at me I" The lady turned from

her book and looked at the child, saying some pleasant words as

she did so. The child said nothing, waited a few minutes, turned

and looked again about the rooms, and then, in a despairing voice

and with the most tragic gesture, she exclaimed: "My God! Is

there no one to see Moma dressed?"

Pathetic? Ah! where shall we find adequate words? Here

was a child whose love of the beautiful was veritably as a prison

wall, centered in self, the vision of the eyes feasting only on what

could adorn the person, the love of admiration fostered until life

was a tragedy without it—what expansion of soul, what openness

to ideals, what glimpses of the heaven of unselfish love could

come to that poor little spiritual dwarf?

Yes; she was "out in the country"—but she did not know it.

There were birds and bees, and squirrels, flowers, trees, clouds,

and all the wonderful enchantments the country possesses; but

Moma knew only about her beautiful dresses and what people

said about them. Her heaven was admiration, her hell the lack

of it. Her capacity for joy was starved, because it was confined

to herself. Its boundaries could be measured by the length and

breadth of her person.
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388 MIND."

Several years ago a lady was staying for a few days at a fash-
ionable summer hotel in the mountains. Among the guests were

a mother and daughter—both extremely beautiful,both the center
of attraction wherever they were. The mother was a young
woman who apparently had no thought beyond dress, jewels, and
luxury. The child was about five years old, a queen in miniature,
born to command and demand. ’

The lady who relates the incident was one afternoon sitting
in the parlor, which appeared entirely deserted, no one beingpres-
ent but herself. Suddenly the child and her nurse entered, the
former exquisitely dressed and beautifulas a picture. She looked
about the deserted parlor and her face fell with disappointment.
Finally she walked up to the lady and, pulling her by the sleeve,
said in a pleading voice: “Look at mel” The lady turned from
her book and looked at the child, saying some pleasant words as

she did so. The child said nothing, waited a few minutes, turned
and looked again about the rooms, and then, in a despairing voice
and with the most tragic gesture, she exclaimed: “My God! Is
there no one to see Moma dressed?”

A Pathetic? Ah! where shall we find adequate words? Here
was a child whose love of the beautifulwas veritably as a prison
wall, centered in self, the vision of the eyes feasting only on what
could adorn the person, the love of admiration fostered until life
was a tragedy without it—what expansion of soul, what openness
to ideals, what glimpses of the heaven of unselfish love could
come to that poor little spiritual dwarf?

Yes; she was “out in the country”—but she did not know it.
There were birds and bees, and squirrels, flowers, trees, clouds.
and all the wonderful enchantments the country possesses; but
Moma knew only about her beautiful dresses and what people
said about them. Her heaven was admiration, her hell the lack
of it. Her capacity for joy was starved, because it was confined
to herself. Its boundaries could be measured by the length and
breadth gf her pirson.I'\_. -8 .3 L--- .1 1 1 1-
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And his frequent prayer was: "Please, God, make Jack such a

happy boy, and make every one love him and make him love

everybody." Thus the beauty of holiness was unfolding like a

blossom in his loving little heart.

Think of the future of this little girl and this little boy! When

they are grown, how much can they give to the world; and what

will be the nature of their gifts, provided they each mature the

seed that was sown in their childhood?

* * *

Even city children can be instructed in facts of natural his-

tory; and this, we are happy to say, is now being inaugurated

systematically in certain progressive schools. Such questions as,

How many legs has a fly? How does a sheep lie down? etc., in

one instance, awakened such an interest in a boy who had never

seen a sheep that he walked three days about the suburbs of a

certain large city, trying to find a sheep and to see it lie down.

This thirst for knowledge, and willingness to work for it when

it was shown as a tangible, definite possibility, prove the latent

intelligence and character that only need direction in order to

be developed.

* * *

Says Professor Seymour, of the Chicago State Normal

School:

"An enthusiast may say that science is the key to all knowledge. But . •

men of liberal education, men who in middle life and in age contrast edu-

cational values in their own experience and the experience of others, place

Nature-studies first. Whatever of exact seeing, of mental acumen, of

growth in language, of true reasoning, of pleasurable emotions, have come

to the children of the grades, it will be found on analysis to be the stimulus

of objects and their phenomena somewhere and somehow impressed."

* * *

Some thrifty people say children are wasting time by playing.

Let Rousseau make reply to these. "Is it nothing," he cries, "to
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And his frequent prayer was: “Please, God, make Jack such a

happy boy, and make every one love him and make him love
everybody.” Thus the beauty of holiness was unfolding like a

blossom in his loving little heart.
Think of the future of this little girl and this little boy! When

they are grown, how much can they give to the world; and what
will be the nature of their gifts, provided they each mature the
seed that was sown in their childhood?

It * 10!

Even city children can be instructed in facts of natural his-
tory; and this, we are happy to say, is now being inaugurated
systematically in certain progressive schools. Such questions as,
How many legs has a fly? How does a sheep lie down? etc., in
one instance, awakened such an interest in aiboy who had never

seen a sheep that he walked three days about the suburbs of a

certain large city, trying to find a sheep and to see it lie down.
This thirst for knowledge, and willingness to work for it when

it was shown as a tangible, definite possibility,prove the latent
intelligence and character that only need direction in order to
be developed.

It * III

Says Professor Seymour, of the Chicago State Normal
School:

“An enthusiast may say that science is the key to all knowledge. But
,

--
men of liberal education, men who in middle life and in age contrast edu-
cational values in their own experience and the experience of others, place
Nature-studies first. Whatever of exact seeing, of mental acumen, of
growth in language, of true reasoning, of pleasurable emotions, have come
to the children of the grades, it will be found on analysis to be the stimulus
of objects and their phenomena somewhere and somehow impressed." ‘

III III #

Some thriftypeople say children are wasting time by playing.
Let Rousseau make reply to these. “I5 it nothing." he Cries, “to

CL) 317: '



39°

MIND.

FOR THE CHILDREN.

"Happy little children, skies are bright above you.

Trees bend down to kiss you, breeze and blossom love you;

And we bless you, playing in the field-paths mazy,

Swinging with the harebell, dancing with the daisy!

"Happy fields of summer, touched with deeper beauty

As your tall grain ripens, tell the children duty

Is as sweet as pleasure;—tell them both are blended

In the best life-story, well begun and ended."

-—Lucy Larcom.

WELLS.

I can think of nothing quite so fascinating to hoys and girls,

when they go into the country for the summer, as to draw water

from the old well. The well-sweep is one of the sights that are

fast passing away, and well it may. It is much the same device

that the people of Egypt used thousands of years ago, and that

they still use in watering their fields.

The time and labor taken to draw up the amount of water re-

quired for use—by this ancient method—are too great; and so

the old well-sweep has lived its day, here in the United States,

and the farmer has replaced it with pumps or wind-mills that raise

the water far more quickly and easily. But here and there we do

yet see the long arm pole and its rusty chain dangling over the

wooden fence around the old, neglected well. What a mystery the

old well is to Lucy and John and the small children leaning over

the rail and peering into the darkness of its open throat! Down,

down the bucket goes till John wonders if there is any bottom to
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FOR THE CHILDREN.

"Happy little children, skies are bright above you.
Trees bend down to kiss you, breeze and blossom love you;
And we bless you, playing in the field-paths mazy,
Swinging with the harebell, dancing with the daisy!

“Happy fields of summer, touched with deeper beauty
As your tall grain ripens, tell the children duty
Is as sweet as pleasure ;—-tell them both are blended
In the best life—story, well begun and ended.”

—l.m'_i- Lurcom.

 

\VELLS.

I can think of nothing quite so fascinating to boys and girls,
when they go into the country for the summer, as to draw water

from the old well. The well-sweep is one of the sights that are

fast passing away, and well it may. It is much the same device
that the people of Egypt used thousands of years ago, and that
they still use in watering their fields.

The time and labor taken to draw up the amount of water re-

quired for use—by this ancient method—are too great; and so

the old well-sweep has lived its day, here in the United States,
and the farmer has replaced it with pumps or wind-mills that raise
the water far more quickly and easily. But here and there we do
yet see the long arm pole and its rusty chain dangling over the
wooden fence around the old, neglected well. What a mystery the
old well is to Lucy and John and the small children leaning over
the rail and peering into the darkness of its open throat! Down,
down the bucket goes till John wonders if there is any bottom to
.I II 11 I 11 .I I
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round the corner, skipping in high glee; for lie likes nothing so

well as to come to see his grandmother. And if he wants to go

to an entertainment for the school-children in "Washburn Hall,-'

and finds every one at home too busy to go with him, he knows

some one that will go—Grandmother. In fact, she's always ready

to do the little boy any sort of favor, and the best of it is that he,

too, is always ready to do her some kind turn.

Now, it seems to me that Grandmother's heart is just like that

old well—deep, deep, and full of sweet refreshment for her little

grandson. In fact, we are all wells—some running over with

love and kindness, and others, perhaps, dry or so filled with bit-

terness that no one turns to them.

Think how strange it would seem to draw up one bucket of

sweet water from the old well, and a little while after a bucket

of bitter water! But no; the old well is always true to itself. She

has always the sweet water to her very depths. And if our hearts

are good and true we shall think the thoughts that are kind; we

shall always say and do the things that are kind and good and

sweet. We can never say or think or do anything unkind, if we

do not keep bitterness in our hearts. "A fountain never sends

forth sweet water and bitter."

Mary J. Woodward-Weatherbee.

So earth and air, so land and sea

Give kindly gifts to you and me.

Should we not be merry,

Gentle, too, and mild?

Then the whole wide earth doth wait

On each little child.

Should we not, in quiet.

At our mother's knee,

Fraise our Heavenly Father,

Thank Him lovingly—
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round the corner, skipping in high glee; for he likes nothing so

well as to come to see his grandmother. And if he wants to go
to an entertainment for the school—<:hildren in “Washbum Hall,"
and finds every one at home too busy to go with him, he knows
some one thatwill go——Grandmother. In fact, she’s always ready
to do the little boy any sort of favor, and the best of it is that he,
too. is always ready to do her some kind turn.

Now, it seems to me that Grandmother’s heart is just like that
old wel1——deep, deep, and full of sweet refreshment for her little
grandson. In fact, we are all wells—some running over with
love and kindness, and others, perhaps, dry or so filled with bit-
terness that no one turns to them.

Think how strange it would seem to draw up one bucket of
sweet water from the old well, and a little while after a bucket
of bitter water! But no; the old well is always true to itself. She
has always the sweet water to her very depths. And if our hearts
are good and true we shall think the thoughts that are kind; we

shall always say and do the things that are kind and good and
sweet. We can never say or think or do anything unkind, if we

do not keep bitterness in our hearts. “A fountain never sends
forth sweet water and bitter.”

MARY J. WooDwARD—VVI5ATHERB12E.
 

So EARTH and air, so land and sea

Give kindly gifts to you and me.

Should we not be merry,
Gentle, too. and mild?
Then the whole wide earth doth wait
On each little child.
Should we not. in quiet,
At our mother’s knee.
Praise our Heavenly Father,

Iihank Him lovingly——
8 .c 4 - . .C0-



MIND.

THE AWAKENING.

Sweet love, the dawn is here,

And mother still is near

Her darling's pillow.

List! how the birdie sings

And flutters its glad wings

On yonder willow!

The light in baby's eyes—

Big with a great surprise

And silent wonder—

Now breaks in rippling mirth,

To music giving birth,

Rose lips asunder.

Then, chubby arms steal out,

And wildly beat about

Their downy cover;

And little hands in air

Are quickly prisoned there

By baby's lover.

And now. in mamma's arms,

Sheltered from all alarms,

And softly cooing,

Nestles her blue-eyed boy.

Her dearest pride and joy.

For kisses suing.
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THE A\'\~"AKE.\'Il\'G.

Sweet love, the dawn is here,
And mother still is near

Her darling's pillow.
List! how the birdie sings
And flutters its glad wings

On yonder willow!

The light in bab_\fi’s eyes-
Big with a great surprise

And silent wonder—
Now breaks in rippling mirth,
To music giving birth,

Rose lips asunder.

Then, chubby arms steal out,
And wildlybeat about

Their downy cover;
And little hands in air
Are quickly prisoned there

By baby's lover.

And nowgin mamma’s arms,
Sheltered from all alarms,

And softly cooing.
Nestles her blue—e_ved boy.
Her dearest pride and joy.

For kisses suing.
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THE FOOLISH GRASSHOPPER.

"When pleasure cometh before duty it bringeth—ah! what not in its

train ?"—Japanese Proverb.

Once upon a time a handsome young grasshopper lived with

his father and mother in a charming home. It was in the edge

of a raspberry thicket, and they looked out from their front win-

dows into a forest of tall grass, where, close to the ground, were

wild strawberries, and crawling up and down the grassblades

were little green-gold bugs. In the early morning, when the sun-

light turned everything dripping with dew into quivering silver

that shot out rainbow colors, the young grasshopper would go

wild with delight and turn somersaults that no little boy could

possibly equal.

Now, morning is the time to do one's work; and the insects

all have their work to do just the same as human beings. I don't

happen to know what the grasshopper's work is—do you? Per-

haps it's making molasses. What do you think? Anyway, this

young grasshopper had his tasks to do, and he used to beg leave

to put them off until afternoon.

"Oh, let me play this morning, Mother!" he would say.

And his mother would answer: "Haven't I told you, over and

over, my child, that you won't enjoy playing half so much when

you have on your mind the work that you must do? Work first

and play afterward; that's- the motto^jf,all good, thrifty grass-

hoppers. Remember to—

"'Work while you work.

And play while you play;

For that is the way

To be cheerful and gay.'"

But I'm sorry to say that the young grasshopper thought his

own way the better, and he paid so little attention to what his

mother said that she grew quite sad, and told his father how their

cnn tvac Hpfprmtriprl fn nnf r\ff Viic rltitiac anH nliv all tVip mnrninP\
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THE FOOLISH GRASSHOPPER.

“When pleasure cometh before duty it bringeth-ahl what not in its
train ?”—Japane:e Proverb.

Once upon a time a handsome young grasshopper lived with
his father and mother in a charming home. It was in the edge
of a raspberry thicket, and they looked out from their front win-
dows into a forest of tall grass, where, close to the ground, were

wild strawberries, and crawling up and down the grassblades
were little green-gold bugs. In the early morning, when the sun-

light turned everything dripping with dew into quivering silver
that shot out rainbow colors, the young grasshopper would go
wild with delight and turn somersaults that no little boy could
possibly equal.

Now, morning is the time to do one’s work; and the insects
all have their work to do just the same as human beings. I don't
happen to know what the grassl1opper’s work is—do you? Per-
haps it's making molasses. What do you think? Anyway, this
young grasshopper had his tasks to do, and he used to beg leave
to put them off until afternoon.

“Oh, let me play this morning, Mother!” he would say.
And his mother would answer: “Haven’t I told you, over and

over, my child, that you won't enjoy playing half so much when
you have on your mind the work that you must do? Work first
and play afterward; that’: the motto gaf.-all good, thrifty grass-
hoppers. Remember to-—

V

.

i _‘
“ ‘Work while you _worle,

And play while you play;
For that is the way.
To be cheerful and gay.’_”

'.But I’m sorry to say that the young grasshopper thought his
own way the better, and he paid so little attention to what his
mother said that she grew quite sad, and told his fatherhow their
enn ‘AC; rlnfnrjnintarl tn nut nH*' lnie rlnfipc and nlau all flap rnnrninfl.
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for they've worked so hard spinning. And they have a saying.

'It's the early spider that catches the foolish grasshopper.'"

Well, this sobered the young grasshopper a bit. for a day or

two. Then he said: "Pshaw! Pa and Ma are getting old, and

they don't understand how clever I am. Guess I can take care of

myself!"

So the next morning he stretched his long, thin, green legs,

and he yawned and dozed long after his mother called to him to

get up and come and help her. And when she was busy—boiling

down molasses, probably—he quietly crept out of the raspberry

thicket and went skipping in great leaps over the meadow.

"Hi!" shouted the naughty little grasshopper, "this is great!"

Then he made a tremendous bound, and—came right down in

a spider's web! And the spider darted out from his little room

in one corner and killed the grasshopper quicker than you could

say Scat!

I know this truly happened, for I was right near the spider-

web and saw the whole thing. F. P. P.

FEAR.

A little girl I know used always to be afraid that something

would happen—something unpleasant. If a visit were planned

she would at once begin to fret for fear it might rain; or. if she

were promised a thing, for fear it might not arrive in time or

would even be forgotten altogether. Her little forehead was

always in a pucker over something, and the funny part of it all

was that the dreaded thing never came to pass and her fears were

all for nothing.

One day her grandmama said: "Mildred. I've a story to tell

you, and I want you to see if you can read the meaning."

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

3 9 4 MIND.

for they’ve worked so hard spinning. And they have a saying.
‘It's the early spider that catches the foolish grasshopper.’ "

Well, this sobered the young grasshopper a bit, for a day or

two. Then he said: “Pshaw! Pa and Ma are getting old, and
they don't understand how clever I am. Guess I can take care of
myself !"

So the next morning he stretched his long, thin, green legs,
and he yawned and dozed long after his mother called to him to

get up and come and help her. And when she was busy—boiling
down molasses, probably—he quietly crept out of the raspberry
thicket and went skipping in great leaps over the meadow.

“Hi !" shouted the naughty little grasshopper, “this is great !"'
Then he made a tremendous bound, and—came right down in

a spider's web! And the spider darted out from his little room

in one corner and killed the grasshopper quicker than you could
say Scat!

I know this truly happened, for I was right near the spider-
web and saw the whole thing. F. P. P.

 

FEAR.

A little girl I know used always to be afraid that something
would happen—something unpleasant. If a visit were planned
she would at once begin to fret for fear it might rain; or, if she
were promised a thing, for fear it might not arrive in time or

would even be forgotten altogether. Her little forehead was

always in a pucker over something, and the funny part of it all
was that the dreaded thingnever came to pass and her fears were

all for nothing.
One day her grandmama said: “Mildred, I've a story to tell

you. and I want you to see if you can read the meaning."
C-0 “gilt
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"Why, Grandmama," Mildred answered, "what a funny idea!

You know that can't happen."

"Why not? You know the earth is quite round—like that

globe in the corner—and it seems to me that a little girl walking

about over a thing like that might easily slip and fall off."

"But, Grandmama," Mildred began quite earnestly, now thor-

oughly aroused, "you know, though the earth is round it is so big

that as far as our eyes can see it curves only the littlest bit—so

little that it might as well be flat; for it seems so. And then

there is that strong power—what is it called?"

"The force of gravity?" Grandmama suggested.

"Yes; that is the name of it," Mildred answered. "That is

what holds us to the earth, our teacher says, and keeps everything

in place."

"But aren't you afraid it might give out some day, or forget to

work? And, anyhow, you can't see or touch it. I wonder how

it is you can feel so sure about it."

"But it has always worked since the very beginning of

things," the little girl answered, very earnestly, "and there can't

be any world at all without it. What makes you ask me such

funny questions, Grandmama? You know it just as well as I do.

Why, that power belongs to the earth—it's a part of it and as real

and will last as long as the earth itself. Our teacher talked about

it a long time last Friday."

"Well," Grandmama said, "I didn't know what you thought

about it ; but I remember once hearing a story about a man who

would never stand up straight for fear of falling off the earth.

He used to go around on his hands and knees, peering anxiously

about to see if he were near the edge. Even children laughed at

him as they walked and ran freely about, but he would shake his

head and say: -You never can tell what may happen. It is best

tr> hp rant-inns' Anrl sn hp crrew old and wrinkled and bent.
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“\Vhy, Grandmama,” Mildred answered, “what a funny idea!
You know that can’t happen.”

“Why not? You know the earth is quite round—like that
globe in the corner and it seems to me that a little girl walking
about over a thing like that might easily slip and fall ofl.”

“But. Grandmama,” Mildred began quite earnestly,now thor-
oughly aroused, “you know, though the earth is round it is so big
that as far as our eyes can see it curves only the littlest bit—so
little that it might as well be flat; for it seems so. And then
there is that strong power—what is it called?”

“The force of gravity?” Grandmama suggested.
“Yes; that is the name of it,” Mildred answered. “That is

what holds us to the earth, our teacher says, and keeps everything
in place.”

“But aren’t you afraid it might give out some day, or forget to
work? And, anyhow, you can’t see or touch it. I wonder how
it is you can feel so sure about it.”

“But it has always worked since the very beginning of
things,” the little girl answered, very earnestly, “and there can’t
be any world at all without it. VS/hat makes you ask me such
funny questions, Grandmama? You know it just as well as I do.
VVhy, that power belongs to the earth—it’s a part of it and as real
and will last as long as the earth itself. Our teacher talked about
it a long time last Friday.”

“Well,” Grandmama said, “I didn’t know what you thought
about it; but I remember once hearing a story about a man who
would never stand up straight for fear of falling off the earth.
He used to go around on his hands and knees, peering anxiously
about to see if he were near the edge. Even children laughed at

him as they walked and ran freely about, but he would shake his
head and say: ‘You never can tell what may happen. It is best

' And :n he crew nld and wrinkled and bent.in he rzmtimic
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think that man was crazy there must be a good many crazy people

in the world right now. For hardly a day passes that we don't

hear, 'I'm afraid that is too good to be true,' or 'I'm afraid I am

getting to love this too much, and will lose it,' or 'I've planned

and hoped and worked for nothing so many years, I'm afraid I'm

fated to go without it all my life.' Always afraid that things will

go wrong rather than right, and that there is some terrible falling-

off place or deep pit of sorrow near by—and afraid to be happy

and give themselves whole-heartedly to work or play lest they

fall into grief unawares!"

Mildred's cheeks grew red as she remembered how many times

in the day she said "I'm afraid." But her grandmama went right

on without noticing her:

"Such people really remind me very much of the man in the

story. You see how foolish he is, because you know all about the

power of gravitation—and just so do these anxious, unhappy peo-

ple who are always worrying about something seem foolish and

indeed not quite sane to those who know about that finer, stronger,

more lasting force that holds us to the Heart of things—safe from

any danger of mishap or real harm. It's just like the power of

gravity that is forever drawing toward the center of the earth,

and is just as real and reliable—in fact, as scientifically proved—

as that other force your teacher told you about. And the people

who don't believe in it, and won't trust it, can live only cramped,

crawling lives in their minds and souls. Though they trust to

the earth's force of gravity and let their bodies stand upright they

are really just as crazy as that old man in the story; for their

thoughts are always creeping, and trembling, and afraid."

"But, Grandmama, dreadful things do happen sometimes,"

Mildred said.

"Of rnnrsp thpv rln and nn wnnHer. when neonle are alwavs
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thinkthat man was crazy there must be a good many crazy people
in the world right now. For hardly a day passes that we don’t
hear, ‘I’m afraid that is too good to be true,’ or ‘I’m afraid I am

getting to love this too much, and will lose it,’ or ‘I’ve planned
and hoped and worked for nothing so many years, I’m afraid I'm
fated to go without it all my life.’ Always afraid that things will
go wrong ratherthan right, and that there is some terrible falling-
off place or deep pit of sorrow near by—and afraid to be happy
and give themselves whole-heartedly to work or play lest they
fall into grief unawares !”

Mildred’s cheeks grew red as she rememberedhow many times
in the day she said “I’m afraid.” But her grandmama went right
on without noticing her:

‘

“Such people really remind me very much of the man in the
story. You see how foolish he is, becauseyou know all about the
power of gravitation——and just so do these anxious, unhappy peo-
ple who are always worrying about something seem foolish and
indeed not quite sane to those who know about that finer, stronger,
more lasting force thatholds us to the Heart of things—safe from
any danger of mishap or real harm. It’s just like the power of
gravity that is forever drawing toward the center of the earth,
and is just as real and reliable—in fact, as scientifically proved—
as that other force your teacher told you about. And the people
who don't believe in it, and won’t trust it, can live only cramped,
crawling lives in their minds and souls. Though they trust to
the earth's force of gravity and let their bodies stand upright they
are really just as crazy as that old man in the story; for their
thoughts are always creeping, and trembling, and afraid.”

“But, Grandmama, dreadful things do happen sometimes,"
Mildred said.

“Of (‘nurse thev (in. and nn wonder. when neonle are alwavs
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To these happier lives about me why not go?"

"By happy hearts," said the little Care, "I've promptly been rejected;

I've come to stay with you, of course, just because I was expected."'

"And the other lines she found a while ago?—

"'Fate served me meanly, but I looked at her and laughed

That none might know how bitter was the cup I quaffed.

Along came Joy and paused beside me where I sat,

And said, "I've come to see what you are laughing at."'

"And I would rather forget the story of the poor crazy man

who spent his life being afraid, and think instead of those verses

in your school paper of last week:

"'Like a cradle rocking, rocking,

Silent, peaceful, to and fro—

Like a mother's sweet smile falling

On the little face below—

Hangs the great earth swinging, turning,

Jarless, noiseless, safe and slow

Falls the light of God's face bending

Down and watching us below.

And, as feeble babes that suffer

Toss, and cry, and will not rest

Are the ones the loving mother

Holds the closest, loves the best,

So when we are weak and wretched,

By our fears cast down distressed,

Then it is that God's great patience-

Holds us closest, loves us best.

Oh, great heart of God, such loving

Cannot hindered be nor crossed—

Will not weary, will not even

In our death itself be lost.'"

Esther Harlan.

"What do you think of snakes for playthings? Children in Borneo

are very fond of a certain tree-snake, the Boiga, as a pet. They twine it

around them and tame it. It is a very pretty creature, blue in color with

gold-colored stripes."—"Little Folks in Feathers and Fur," by Olive

Thome Miller.

There are many harmless snakes in our own country, and
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To these happier lives about me why not go?"
“By happy hearts,” said the little Care, “I've promptly been rejected;
I've come to stay with you, of course, just because I was expected." ’

“And the other lines she found a whileago ?—
“ ‘Fate served me meanly, but I looked at her and laughed

That none might know how bitter was the cup I quaffed.
Along came Joy and paused beside me where I sat,
And said, “I’ve come to see what you are laughing at." ’

“And I would rather forget the story of the poor crazy man

who spent his life being afraid, and think instead of those verses

in your school paper of last week:
“ ‘Like a cradle rocking, rocking,

Silent, peaceful, to and fro-
Like a mother's sweet smile falling
On the little face below-
Hangs the great earth swinging, turning,
Jarless, noiseless, safe and slow
Falls the light of God's face bending
Down and watching us below.
And, as feeble babes that sufier
Toss, and cry, and will not rest
Are the ones the loving mother
Holds the closest, loves the best,
So when we are weak and wretched,
By our fears cast down distressed,
Then it is that God's great patience
Holds us closest, loves us best.

_

Oh, great heart of God, such loving
Cannot hindered be nor crossed-—
Will not weary, will not even
In our death itself be lost.’ ”

ESTHER HARLAN.
' 

“What do you think of snakes for playthings? Children in Borneo
are very fond of a certain tree-snake, the Boiga, as a pet. They twine it
around them and tame it. It is a very pretty creature, blue in color with
gold-colored stripes."-—-"Little Folks in Feathers and Fur," by Olive
Tlxorne Miller.

Tmzar: are many harmless snakes in our own country, and
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ROCK-A-BY SONG.

"Rock-a-by, baby, upon the tree-top,

When the wind blows the cradle will rock,

When the bough breaks the cradle will fall"—

Down comes my little one,

Down comes my pretty one,

Down comes my precious one, cradle and all.

Swing-a-by, baby, up in the blue skies,

When the sun shines he'll blink his bright eyes,

When the storm comes the cradle will fall—

Down comes my dove-like one,

My pretty dove-like one,

Down comes my darling one, cradle and all.

Rock-a-by, baby, out on the deep sea,

When the waves dash he'll laugh in high glee,

When up they roll the cradle will fall—

Down goes my pearl-like one,

My precious pearl-like one,

Down in the deep, deep sea, cradle and all.

Lullaby, baby, on mamma's warm arm,

Safe from all danger and free from all harm.

Here papa comes to take him away—

Up goes my baby sweet,

Up flies my birdling neat,

In papa's arms—ha! ha!—he will not stay'

Hush-a-by, baby, on mamma's warm breast,
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ROCK-A-BY SONG.

“Rock—a-by, baby, upon the tree—top,
VVhen the wind blows the cradle will rock,
VVhen the bough breaks the cradle will fall”-

Down comes my little one,
Down comes my pretty one,

Down comes my precious one, cradle and all.

Swing-a-by, baby, up in the blue skies,
When the sun shines he'll blink his bright eyes,
W'hen the storm comes the cradle will fall-

Down comes my dove-like one,
My pretty dove-like one,

Down comes my darling one, cradle and all.

Rock-a-by, baby, out on the deep sea,
\Vhen the waves dash he’1l laugh in high glee,
V\-’hen up they roll the cradle will fall-

Down goes my pearl-like one,
My precious pearl-like one,

Down in the deep, deep sea, cradle and all.

Lullaby, baby, on mamma’s warm arm,
Safe from all danger and free from all harm.
Here papa comes to take him away-

Up goes my baby sweet,
Up flies my birdling neat,

In papa’s arms—ha! ha !—he will not stay?

Hush-a-by, baby, on mamma's warm breast,
1‘
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REVIEWS OF NEW BOOKS.

TWENTIETH CENTURY CONDUCT. By Charles Wallace Silver.

528 pp. Cloth, $1.50. Published by the author, Lawrence, Mich.

All sincere well-wishers of the human race, regardless of belief

and occupation, should study this remarkable work. Its author

is a courageous, outspoken, and candid observer of life's condi-

tions—a traveler, a student, and practical reformer. The book

sets forth in plain language some of the results of modern ma-

terialism, commercial sharp practise, enforced poverty, theological

exclusiveness and arrogance, and the crimes committed in the

name of medical science. Recognizing the ultimate basis of these

and all other anti-progressive states in that form of mental

slavery called ignorance, this writer seeks to enlighten the com-

mon mind as to certain fundamental truths. He would abolish

the historic monopoly of natural opportunities that has produced

the congestion of cities, with the consequent immorality and

destitution, and for the competitive warfare of modern industry

would substitute cooperation of all the people rather than the

threatening evil of trusts. The book contains a forceful plea for

the adoption of Mental Science methods in the prevention and

treatment of disease, and is an excellent epitome of the rational

reform measures of our era.

THE PSYCHIC AND PSYCHISM. By A. C. Halphide. A.B., M.D.

228 pp. Cloth, gilt top. $1.00. The Authors' Publishing Company,

Chicago.

The well-known author of "Mind and Body" has supplied in

the present volume an actual want of the occult literature of the

day. The elements of psychism have long needed tabulation by an

informed and unprejudiced pen, and thanks are due to Dr.

Halphide for the collection of facts and principles herein pre-
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TWENTIETH CENTURY CONDUCT. By Charles Wallace Silver.
528 pp. Cloth, $t.5o. Published by the author,Lawrence, Mich.

All sincere well-wishers of thehuman race, regardless of belief
and occupation, should study this remarkable work. Its author
is a courageous, outspoken, and candid observer of life's condi-
tions—a traveler, a studen-t, and practical reformer. The book
sets forth in plain language some of the results of modern ma-

terialism, commercial sharp practise, enforced poverty, theological
exclusiveness and arrogance, and the crimes committed in the
name of medical science. Recognizing the ultimate basis of these
and all other anti-progressive states in that form of mental
slavery called ignorance, this writer seeks to enlighten the com-
mon mind as to certain fundamental truths. He would abolish
the historic monopoly of natural opportunities that has produced
the congestion of cities, with the consequent immorality and
destitution, and for the competitive warfare of modern industry
would substitute cooperation of all the people rather than the
threatening evil of trusts. The book contains a forceful plea for
the adoption of Mental Science methods in the prevention and
treatment of disease, and is an excellent epitome of the rational
reform measures of our era.

THE PSYCHIC AND PSYCHISM. By A. C. Halphide, A.B., MD.
228 pp. Cloth. gilt top, $1.00. The Authors’ Publishing Company,
Chicago.

The well-known author of “Mind and Body” has supplied in
the present volume an actual want of the occult literature of the
day. The elements of psychism have long needed tabulation by an

informed and unprejudiced pen, and thanks are due to Dr.
Halphide for the collection of facts and principles herein pre-
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inexplicable. Popular ignorance concerning the quality, limita-

tions, and dangers of mediumship has deprived psychical research

of much of its usefulness to the cause of spiritual advancement

during the last half century; and to those "sensitives" through

whose instrumentality the phenomena are produced, as well as to

investigators who depend upon them for data, many of the chap-

ters of this new book will come as a revelation. All persons

intelligently interested in advanced thought should have a copy.

J. E. M.

OTHER NEW PUBLICATIONS.

REALIZATION. By Loraine Follett. 62 pp. Paper, 50

cents. The Order of the White Rose, publishers, Syra-

cuse, N. Y.

SELECTIONS FROM GEORGE M'DONALD; Or, Helps

for Weary Souls. Compiled by J. Dewey. 93 pp. Cloth,

50 cents. Purdy Publishing Company, Chicago.

TWOS AND THREES. And Other Stories. By Anna

Olcott Commelin. 91 pp. Paper, 10 cents. Neely &

Company, publishers, New York.

MORNING ECHOES. Poems. Illustrated. By John Ed-

ward Morgan. Cloth, 104 pp. (Price, author's address,

and publisher's name omitted.)

DEATH AND THE FUTURE STATE. By S. H. Spencer.

Cloth, 134 pp. The Swedenborg Publishing Association,

Germantown, Pa.

TWELVE ESSAYS. (Mental Science.) By Frederic W.

Burry. 67 pp. Paper, 25 cents. Published by the author,

Toronto, Canada.

HEALTH AND HEALING: Their True Source. By

Florence Holt. Paper, 55 pp. Published by the author,

"The Haven," Herstham. Surrey, England.
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inexplicable. Popular ignorance concerning the quality, limita-
tions, and dangers of mediumship has deprived psychical research
of much of its usefulness to the cause of spiritual advancement
during the last half century; "and to those “sensitives” through
whose instrumentality the phenomena are produced, as well as to

investigators who depend upon them for data, many of the chap-
ters of this new book will come as a revelation. All persons
intelligently interested in advanced thought should have a copy.

J. E. M.
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Vol. VITI. SEPTEMBER, 1901. No. 6.

SPIRITUAL SIGNIFICANCE OF "THE FLYING

DUTCHMAN."

BY B. O. FLOWER.

Richard Wagner held that in the great legends of a people,

which are handed down from generation to generation and

modified from time to time by master minds in different ages,

are to be found lessons of supreme importance to the race.

He believed that the presenting of these wonder tales in a for-

cible manner would arouse the emotional nature and stimulate

the thought of the people to such a degree that the nation to

which they appealed might be renewed and rejuvenated

through the ethical uplift thus received. In many of these

legends he discerned the dominating note to be the redemptive

power of pure, unselfish love—love such as is nowhere in

human life found in greater beauty or fulness than in woman.

This splendid dream,—salvation through love,—which even

now floats before civilization as a pillar of fire, Wagner found

present in many of the greatest myths of the German peoples;

and even in his first two music dramas, after he had discarded

the old conventional opera ideal, as well as in his later master-

pieces, this thought is the key-note. Senta in "The Flying

Dutchman" and Elisabeth in "Tannhauser" are the personi-

fication of that love which redeems, glorifies, ennobles, and

saves. In "The Flvinc Dutchman'* the exeat composer broke
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SPIRITUAL SIGNIFICANCE OF “THE FLYING
DUTCHMAN.”

BY B. O. FLOVVER.

Richard Wagner held that in the great legends of a people,
which are handed down from generation to generation and
modified from time to time by master minds in different ages,
are to be found lessons of supreme importance to the race.

He believed that the presenting of these wonder tales in a for-
cible manner would arouse the emotional nature and stimulate
the thought of the people to such a degree that the nation to

which they appealed might be renewed and rejuvenated
through the ethical uplift thus received. In many of these
legends he discerned the dominating note to be the redemptive
power of pure, unselfish love-—love such as is nowhere in
human life found in greater beautyor fulness than in woman.

This splendid dream,—salvation through love,—which even

now floats before civilizationas a pillar of fire, Wagner found
present in many of the greatest myths of the German’ peoples;
and even in his first two music dramas, after he had discarded
the old conventional opera ideal, as well as in his later master-

pieces, this thought is the key-note. Senta in “The Flying
Dutchman” and Elizabeth in “Tannhéiuser” are the personi-
fication of that love which redcems, glorifies, ennobles, and
saves. (I_‘;;_)“Tg|k~Flvi112'Dutclnnan" the great coinnoser broke
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The legend of the Flying Dutchman, though probably

borrowed in part from the ancient mythology of the Norse-

men, belongs to the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, that

stirring period when western Europe was awakening from the

lethargy of the Middle Ages, and when the wondrous stories

of daring navigators, who had found a new world, were being

circulated throughout maritime lands. In its details the myth

varies somewhat, but the most popular legend describes a

daring captain, whose greed for gold no less than his love of

adventure led him to attempt to double the ape of Good Hope.

Storms, however, drove him back. He knew of the wealth of

the Indies; he had heard of other daring seafolk who had

sailed to the lands of gold and gems; and, furious at several

failures on his part, he swore a dreadful oath that he would

double the Cape if it took him all eiernity to accomplish the

feat. Satan, who in the popular imagination of that per od

was a reality and wellnigh as powerful as Deity, heard the

rash vow and condemned the reckless seaman to sail the ma:n

until the Judgment Day in a phantom craft whose blood-red

sails and black masts should everywhere be the herald of doom

to all the ill-fated vessels that came within its wake.

Such in brief is the legend that became a popular supersti-

tion in the morning years of modern times. But man is ever

rising. The savage in his nature, though very tenaci us,

slowly gives place to the divine ideals impearled in the roul of

every son of God; and as the centuries come and go these ideals

unfold, and man's conception of Deity and justice take on

nobler shapes. The angry Judge and the avenging J-hovah

give place to the All-Father, whose name is Love. Hence the

nineteenth-century poets gave to the weird legend the human
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The legend of the Flying Dutchman, though probably
borrowed in part from the ancient mythology of the Norse-
men, belongs to the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, that
stirring period when western Europe was awakening from the
lethargy of the Middle Ages, and when the wondrous stories
of daring navigators, who had found a new world, were being
circulated throughout maritime lands. In its details the myth
varies somewhat, but the most popular legend describes a

daring captain, whose greed for gold no less than his love of
adventure led him to attempt to double the ' ape of Good Hope.
Storms, however, drove him back. He knew of the wealth of
the Indies; he had heard of other daring seafolk who had
sailed to the lands of gold and gciiisz and, furious at several
failures on his part, he swore a dreadful oath that he would
double the Cape if it took him all eternity to acccn1p‘.i.~:h the
feat. Satan, who in the popular imagination of that per od
was a reality and wellnigh as powerful as Deity, heard the
rash vow and condemned the r::cl«:le—ss Seaman to sail the ma’n
until the Judgment Day in a phantom craft whose blood—red
sails and black inasts should e\'ery\\'here be the herald of (loom
to all the ill-fated \'es.<els that came within its wake.

Such in brief is the legend that l_:eeame a popular supersti-
tion in the morning years of modern times. But man is ever

rising. The savage in his nature, though very tenaci us,
slowly gives place to the divine ideals impearled in the soul of
every son of God; and as the centuries come and go these ideals
unfold, and man’s conception of Deity and justice take on

nobler shapes. The angry Judge and the avenging ]“l'.ovah
give place to the .i\ll-Father, whose name is Love. Hence the
nineteenth-century poets gave to the ueinl legend the human

I ‘II ‘I. . .. . .1
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land for one night, and if perchance during any of these brief

respites he should find a woman who loved him enough to

marry him, and who would be true to him until death, the

curse should be lifted and he and his wife should enjoy eternal

felicity in the home of love. If, however, she fails, both are to

be forever lost.

Richard Wagner had read Heine's version of the Flying

Dutchman during a winter of hardship and gloom in Riga,

Russia, and with the theme fresh in his mind he set sail from

Pilau for London and France on a Norwegian vessel that

did not appear to be built for the roughest weather. On the

voyage terrific storms were encountered, and more than once

the captain believed his craft to be doomed. On two occasions

they were compelled to run the boat into little inlet;.—feats

performed with great risk, as the ragged rocks on either side

were ready to tear the ship asunder if the waves swept it out

of the narrow channel.

While in the inlet during one of the enforced delays, Wag-

ner, who was ever on the alert for material that would increase

his knowledge or stimulate his imagination, plied the Nor-

wegian sailors with questions concerning the myth, and soon

found that to these simple-hearted mariners the ill-fated Dutch-

man was no legend, but a terrible reality. They knew nothing

of the redemption through love, as given in the ninejteenth-cen-

tury poem. On the contrary, they knew, or thought they

knew, that the sea was still infested by the doomed mariner,

and that at any moment his black mast and blood-red sails

might be seen heralding their certain doom. Had not Eric

beheld him ere his vessel had been ground to pieces on the

rnrWs? TTnrl not Hnns nnrl his rrvrrrnaninns seen him liefore
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land for one night, and if perchance during any of these brief
respites he should find a woman who loved him enough to

marry him, and who would be true to him until death, the
curse should be lifted and he and his wife should enjoy eternal
felicity in the home of love. If, however, she fails, both are to
be forever lost.

Richard Wagner had read Heine's version of the Flying
Dutchman during a winter of hardship and gloom in Riga,
Russia, and with the theme fresh in his mind he set sail from
Pilau for London and France on a Norwegian vessel that
did not appear to be built for the roughest weather. On the
voyage terrific storms were encountered, and more than once

the captain believed his craft to be doomed. On two occasions
they were compelled to run the boat into little inlet;:—feats
performed with great risk, as the ragged rocks on either side
were ready to tear the ship asunder if the waves swept it out
of the narrow channel.

VVl1ilein the inlet during one of the enf«_-.reed delays, \V::g-
ner, who was ever on the alert for material that would increase
his knowledge or stimulate his imagination, plied the Nor-

wegian sailors with questions concerning the myth, and soon

found that to these simple-hearted mariners the ill-fated Dutch-
man was no legend, but a terrible reality. They knew nothing
of the redemption through love, as given in the nineteenth-cen-
tury poem. On the contrary, they knew, or thought they
knew, that the sea was still infested by the doomed mariner.
and that at any moment his black mast and blood-red sails
might be seen heralding their certain doom. Had not Eric
beheld him ere his vessel had been ground to pieces on the
racks? T-Tml not T~T:.m< zmrl his rmnnrminns seen him before
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told him many more weird tales of the sea, which were rich in

suggestive hints and in which the Wandering Jew of the ocean

and his fatal phantom bark figured as heralds of death and

ruin.

With all these stories haunting his brain, and with his

imagination stirred as it had never been moved before, Richard

Wagner listened to the wild music of the storm-lashed sea. He

did not then know how the somber symphony was singing

itself into his soul. It was not until about two years lat r,

after one of the most bitter experiences that a sensitive nature

was ever called upon to undergo, and at a time when the com-

poser's heart was filled with infinite yearnings for his own

Fatherland, that Wagner retired to a little cottage in the

suburbs of the French metropolis and surrendered himself to

the vision, the song, and the sermon which filled his imagina-

tion, and which since the wild nights on the Baltic had been the

companions of waking and sleeping hours.

The theme had grown with the months as his mind had

brooded over the legend that sounds the depths and reaches

the heights of human emotion: on the one hand the nameless

horror and anguish born of despair; on the other the in-

effable ecstasy known only when love is seen in its supremest

manifestations. Here was the damnation motif matched and'

overpowered by the salvation motif: night with all its ap-

palling blackness lost in the glory of day. Here was man

doomed to be lashed by the fury of the deep from land to land,

and knowing full well that, wherever the black mast and bale-

ful red sails were borne, death, ruin, and destruction followed

in their wake. On the other hand was a woman, in all the

glory of opening maidenhood, rising to the divine heights

where loss of self is joy—when that loss means the salvation

r»f unntlipr On tlip nnp hanr l man Inct fVirnncrn nrpentnntiinim
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404 MIND.

told him many more weird tales of the sea, which were rich in
suggestive hints and in which the Vl/anderingJew of the ocean

and his fatal phantom bark figured as heralds of death and
ruin.

With all these stories haunting his brain, and with his
imaginationstirred as it had never been moved before, Richard
V\’:1gner listened to the wild music of the storm-lashed sea. He
did not then know how the somber symphony was singing
itself into his soul. It was not until about two years lat r,
after one of the most bitter experiences that a sensitive nature

was ever called upon to undergo, and at a time when the com-

poser’s heart was filled with infinite yearnings for his own

Fatherland, that Wagner retired to a little cottage in the
suburbs of the French metropolis and surrendered himself to
the vision, the song, and the sermon which filled his imagina-
tion, and which since the wild nights on the Baltic had been the
companions of waking and sleeping hours.

The theme had grown with the months as his mind had
brooded over the legend that sounds the depths and reaches
the heights of human emotion: on the one hand the nameless
horror and anguish born of despair; on the other the in-
efiable ecstasy known only when love is seen in its supremest
manifestations. Here was the damnation motif matched and'
overpowered by the salvation motif: night with all its ap-
palling blackness lost in the glory of day. Here was man

doomed to be lashed by the fury of the deep from land to land,
and knowing full well that, wherever the black mast and bale-
ful red sails were borne, death, ruin, and destruction followed
in their wake. On the other hand was a woman, in all the
glory of opening maidenhood, rising to the divine heights
where loss of self is _ioy—when that loss means the salvation
nf nnnt-E:-fin) thenne hand man lnet tl1rm1o'l1 nrpqnmnfnnma
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Wagner was a true mystic as well as a genius of the first

order; hence, to him the type was ever a reality. In man we

find reason dominating, despite the sneers of shallow sophists

who hold that there is no essential difference between the

masculine and feminine natures, and whose shibboleth is "No

sex in brain"; while in woman the intuition is most pro-

nounced. In man, intellect; in woman, heart and soul. One

ever must and will complement the other. The mystics of the

ages have not erred in their contention, though of course in-

tellect and heart are possessed by man and woman in vary-

ing degrees. The heart overshadows the intellect in woman as

a sex. The brain too often drives back the promptings of the

soul and heart in man.

The opera opens with the landing of the vessel of Deland,

a prosperous Norwegian shipowner, who has entered a small

cove or inlet a few miles from his home on account of a

threatening storm that seems to be rising on the sea. All is soon

quiet on the vessel. Even the watch appear to be overcome

with sleep, when noiselessly the dread boat of the Dutchman,

with its blood-red sails and black mast, enters the harbor and

weighs anchor. The seven years are up, and the doomed

wanderer leaps on shore. His pitiful fate is told in a poetic

song, after which Deland, coming on the deck of his vessel

and seeing the other ship, reproves his watchman for not

notifying him of its approach. The captain, going on shore,

discovers the wanderer of the sea. The two fall into conver-

sation. Deland informs his companion that he is near his own

home and is about to repair thither, at which the latter offers

him gold and gems to allow him a night's lodging. The offer

is gladly accepted, and the captain at once thinks of his beauti-

ful daughter. Senta. as a oossible bride for this rich spa rover.
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Wagner was a true mystic as well as a genius of the first
order; hence, to him the type was ever a reality. In man we

find reason dominating, despite the sneers of shallow sophists
who hold that there is no essential difference between the
masculine and feminine natures, and whose shibboleth is “No
sex in brain"; while in woman the intuition is most pro-
nounced. In man, intellect; in woman, heart and soul. One
ever must and will complement the other. The mystics of the
ages have not erred in their contention, though of course in-
tellect and heart are possessed by man and woman in vary-
ing degrees. The heart overshadows the intellect in woman as

a sex. The brain too often drives back the promptings of the
soul and heart in man.

The opera opens with the landing of the vessel of Deland,
a prosperous Norwegian shipowner, who has entered a small
cove or inlet a few miles from his home on account of a

threateningstorm that seems to be rising on the sea. All is soon

quiet on the vessel. Even the watch appear to be overcome

with sleep, when noiselessly the dread boat of the Dutchman,
with its blood-red sails and black mast, enters the harbor and
weighs anchor. The seven years are up, and the doomed
wanderer leaps on shore. His pitiful fate is told in a poetic
song, after which Delcmd, coming on the deck of his vessel
and seeing the other ship, reproves his watchman for not

notifying him of its approach. The captain, going on shore,
discovers the wanderer of the sea. The two fall into conver-

sation. Dcland informs his companion that he is near his own

home and is about to repair thither,at which the latter ofiers
him gold and gems to allow him a night’s lodging. The offer
is gladly accepted, and the captain at once thinksof his beauti-
ful daughter. Senta. as a possible bride for this rich sea mver.

Co git:
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Fascinated the captain's daughter that she at times becomes lost

in contemplation of the picture. Being taxed with her idleness

and laughed at for her infatuation by her companions, Senta

recites the story of the Flying Dutchman whose picture and

fate so profoundly moved her. The doom of the seaman who

is condemned throughout all time to wander before the storm,

companioned only by despair, leads Scnta to say that she

would gladly give herself to rescue him from his curse. Her

lover, a hardy Northern hunter, who has entered during her

narration, is appalled by this declaration—the more so as he

has had a vision in which he saw his affianced won by a strange

mariner who lured her to death.

The opera abounds in antitheses, and in the exquisite

Spinning-wheel Song which is the marked musical feature of

this act we have a striking contrast to the rather boisterous

and rollicking song of the sailors in the preceding scene. While

her companions and lover are remonstrating with Scnta,

Dcland is announced. He is accompanied by an unknown sea-

man, who by the captain is introduced to his daughter. Scnta

at once recognizes the guest as the Flying Dutchman, and does

not waver in her determination to give herself to rescue him

from his tragic fate. Accordingly, when the seaman proposes

she unhesitatingly accepts.

In the last act the lover is discovered earnestly seeking

to dissuade her from a hasty marriage to a perfect stranger.

He calls to her mind their happy days, and hints darkly at the

strange circumstances surrounding the unknown seaman.

Scnta, though in no way moved by her former lover's en-

treaties, hears him patiently. She is about to leave him for-

ever, and surely it is right and proper to listen to his farewell

words, even though they cannot move her from her purpose.

The wanderer of the deep, coming suddenly upon the two,
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406 MIND.

fascinated tl1e captain's daughter that she at times becomes lost
in contemplation of the picture. Being taxed with her idleness
and laughe(l at for her infatuation by her companions, Scum
recites the story of the Flying Dutchman whose picture and
fate so profoundly moved her. The doom of the seaman who
is condemned throughout all time to wander before the storm,
companioned only by despair, leads Santa to say that she.
would gladly give herself to rescue him from his curse. ller
lover, a hardy Northern hunter, who has entered during her
narration, is appalled by this declaration—the more so as he
has had a vision in which he saw his affianced won by a strange
mariner who lured her to death.

The opera abounds in antitheses, and in the exquisite
Spinning-wheel Song which is the marked musical feature of
this act we have a striking contrast to the rather boisterous
and rollickingsong of the sailors in the preceding scene. \-\-"hile
her companions and lover are remonstrating with Scum,
Dcltmd is announced. He is accompanied by an unknown sea-

man, who by the captain is introduced to his daughter. Scnta
at once recognizes the guest as the FlyingDutchman, and does
not waver in her determination to give herself to rescue him
from his tragic fate. .-'\ceordingly. when the seaman proposes
she unhesitatinglyaccepts.

In the last act the lover is discovered earnestly seeking
to dissuade her from a hasty marriage to a perfect stranger.
He calls to her mind their happy days, and hints darkly at the

strange circumstances surrounding the unknown seaman.

Santa, though in no way moved by her former lover's en-

treaties. hears him patiently. She is about to leave him for-
ever, and surely it is right and proper to listen to his farewell
words. even though they cannot move her from her purpose.
The w ndererloj the deep, coming suddenly upon the two.
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ever. The thought of this is insupportable to him. Better

wander till the Judgment Day than be the cause of her dam-

nation. He therefore charges her with repenting her choice

and tells her what her fate would be did she regret her mar-

riage after the ceremony had been performed; and while Scnta

passionately denies his charge, and pledges herself to be his un-

til death, he boldly declares who he is, and at this declaration

the gathered crowd starts back in terror. The wanderer has-

tens to his ship, while the friends of Scuta gather round to block

her pathway to the vessel. In vain she struggles to reach the

ship, which immediately weighs anchor, and amid the rising

fury of a sudden storm moves away toward the precipitous

headlands that protect the harbor. Scnta meantime has broken

from her friends, and, seeing the vessel slowly moving away,

rushes to the beetling cliffs, and, calling to her lover that she

will be faithful to him till death, flings herself into the raging

surf below. Instantly the phantom ship vanishes, the storm

subsides as by magic, and in the western sky, over the cliffs

whence the maiden threw herself, are seen the glorified spirits

of the sea wanderer and Scnta slowly ascending, wrapped in

the glory of eternal dawn.

It will be seen that this legend is rich in suggestive philo-

sophic truths that intimately relate to human life; while its

overmastering lesson, the redemptive power of pure, unselfish

love—the losing of one's life for another or others, without

thought of gain—is the supreme lesson of the ages: the great

central truth upon which the rise of man and of civilization

dejx-nds. In the war of light against darkness, of the higher

against the lower, of the divine against the animal, love ever

rising and becoming more impersonal, more selfless, more
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ever. The thought of this is insupportable to him. Better
wander till the Judgment Day than be the cause of her dam-
nation. He therefore charges her with repenting her choice
and tells her what her fate would be did she regret her mar-

riage after the ceremony had been performed; and while Scuta
passionatelydenies his charge, and pledges herself to be his un-

til death, he boldly declares who he is, and at this declaration
the gathered crowd starts back in terror. The wanderer has-
tens to his ship, while the friendsof Santa gather round to block
her pathway to the vessel. In vain she struggles to reach the
ship, which immediately weighs anchor, and amid the rising
fury of a sudden storm moves away toward the precipitous
headlands that protect the harbor. Scnta meantime has broken
from her friends, and, seeing the vessel slowly moving away,
rushes to the beetling cliffs, and, calling to her lover that she
will be faithful to him till death, flings herself into the raging
surf below. Instantly the phantom ship vanishes, the storm
subsides as by magic, and in the western sky, over the cliffs
whence the maiden threw herself, are seen the glorified spirits
of the sea wanderer and Sonia. slowly ascending, wrapped in
the glory of eternal dawn.

It will be seen that this legend is rich in suggestive philo-
sophic truths that intimately relate to human life; while its
overmastering lesson, the re(lemptive power of pure, unselfish
love—the losing of one's life for another or others, without
thought of gain——is the supreme lesson of the ages: the great
central truth upon which the rise of man and of civilization
depends. In the war of light against darkness, of the higher
against the lower, of the divine against the animal, love ever

.rising and hecoming more impersonal. more selfless, more
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GOLDEN SILENCE.

BY AXEL E. GIBSON.

"Speech is silver; silence is gold." Behind this Saxon

proverb, paradoxical as it may appear, lurks a most profound

truth. We talk too much, both in civil and official life. The

weakness in human nature that was embodied by Shakes-

peare in his Mcrcurio, who "liked to hear himself talk," still

holds sway over most men and women of our time.

Mediocre people, mistaking "sound" for "light," always

clamor for speech. Only nobler souls can discern the power

and usefulness of silence. Buddha, Pythagoras, Jesus, Luther,

and Wesley were not "orators." They lectured in "short-

hand," formulating their sentences after a cable code decipher-

able only through the "vision of the heart." "They who have

cars may hear;"—in other words, "those who have the key to

my cipher may read my message."

This cable code of the heart constitutes the standard gauge

for all strong and wise speech. The only speech serving prog-

ress is that which has for its purpose the interpretation of the

silent voice of the heart. The true speaker is he who sur-

renders his powers of expression to the play of that great, un-

fathomable, impersonal energy which from the bottom of his

inner nature seeks an outlet in endeavors of universal useful-

ness.

What gives vulgarity to the manners and looseness to the

morals of our time—as contrasted with those of *he ancients
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GOLDEN SILENCE

BY AXEL E. GIBSON.

“Speech is silver; silence is gold.” Behind this Saxon
proverb, paradoxical as it may appear, lurks a most profound
truth. VVe talk too much, both in civil and oflicial life. The
weakness in human nature that was embodied by Shakes-
peare in his Mercurio, who “liked to hear himself talk,” still
holds sway over most men and women of our time.

Mediocre people, mistaking “sound” for “light,” always
clamor for speech. Only nobler souls can discern the power
and usefulness of silence. Buddha, Pythagoras,Jesus, Luther.
and Wesley were not “orators.” They lectured in “short-
hand,” formulating their sentences after a cable code decipher-
able only through the “vision of the heart.” “They who have
cars may hear;”—in other words, “those who have the key to

my cipher may read my message.”
This cable code of the heart constitutes the standard gauge

for all strong and wise speech. The only speech serving prog-
ress is that which has for its purpose the interpretation of the
silent voice of the heart. The true speaker is he who sur-

renders his powers of expression to the play of that great, un-

fathomable, impersonal energy which from the bottom of his
inner nature seeks an outlet in endeavors of universal useful-
ness.

What gives vulgarity to the manners and looseness to the
morals of our time—-as contrasted with those of the ancients.
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Golden Silence.

of sensations and desires, and the motive, from expressing

"impulses of deeper birth,"—the universality of life,—voices

personal inclinations, ungauged or uninfluenced by anything

but selfish considerations. Modern speech, through its un-

bridled character and misdirected applications, has become,

generally speaking, a stifling overgrowth to the deeper and

nobler growth of life. Lack of moral self-government removes

the individual from his true center of gravity, changing the

course of his life from orbitual, systematic motion into the pur-

poseless eccentricities of an indeterminable hyperbole. Con-

centrating their available powers on the voluptuousness of

form and appearance, the majority of our public and private

"spellbinders" lose sight of the substance.

"Of this, however, be certain: Wouldst thou plant for

eternity? Tken plant in the deep, unfathomable faculties of

man."

So did the ancients; hence their calm, dignified, epitom-

ized speech and action. They perform their duties—social,

official, and domestic—with an unflinching eye to their cosmic

relations. Their poetry, philosophy, and art are so many offer-

ings to the majesty of the inner, silent, inspiring life. Their

expressions serve as means, not as ends. Their speech has a

spirit and a meaning. The nucleus of ancient greatness and

strength lies in their economy—hence concentrated forcefill-

ness—of speech.

The art of ancient Greece, as yet unequaled, is grand and

lofty because of its simplicity and calmness. It solicitously

avoids the complex and the obscure. The dazzling truthful-

ness to life, which to the works of Homer, ^Eschylus, Hesiod,

and others of the older Greek poets imparts a touch of peren-

nial frp<?hnpt;s is dnp tn thpir wnndprful knnwlprlcrp nf lifp in all
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Golden Silence. 409

of sensations and desires, and the motive, from expressing
“impulses of deeper birth,”—theuniversality of life,—voices
personal inclinations, ungauged or uninfluenced by anything
but selfish considerations. Modern speech, through its un-

bridled character and misdirected applications, has become,
generally speaking, a stifling overgrowth to the deeper and
nobler growthof life. Lack of moral self-government removes

the individual from his true center of gravity, changing the
course of his life from orbitual, systematic motion into the pur-
poseless eccentricities of an indeterminable hyperbole. Con-
centrating their available powers on the voluptuousness of
form and ap/>earance, the majority of our public and private
“spellbinders” lose sight of the substance.

“Of this, however, be certain: Wouldst thou plant for
eternity? Then plant in the deep, unfathomable faculties of
man.”

So did the ancients; hence their calm, dignified, epitom-
ized speech and action. They perform their duties——socia1,
oflicial, and domestic—with an unflinchingeye to their cosmic
relations. Their poetry, philosophy,and art are so many offer-
ings to the majesty of the inner, silent, inspiring life. Their
expressions serve as means, not as ends. Their speech has a

spirit and a meaning. The nucleus of ancient greatness and
strength lies in their economy—hence concentrated forceful-
ness-—of speech.

The art of ancient Greece. as yet unequaled, is grand and
lofty because of its simplicity and calmness. It solicitously
avoids the complex and the obscure. The dazzling truthful-
ness to life, which to the works of Homer, }Eschylus, Hesiod,
and others of the older Greek poets imparts a touch of peren-
ninl freshness is due tn their wrmrierful lennwlerlrrenf life in all
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hexameter serves as a unit-point for poetic measure—a unit-

point whence all subsequent modes and forms of poetic expres-

sion have sprung. Its matchless superiority to all other forms

of verse lies in its calm, silent power, derived from its close

relation as form to Life itself—the invisible Source of all

power.

The pictorial art of old Greece, like the art of poetry,

derives its prominence not so much from the expression of the

thing as from the thing expressed. Mere as in poetry recourse

is taken to the simple and fundamental. The dominating pur-

pose is to express character; hence, it is not so much in the

coloring as in the contour and lineament that the Greek artist

reveals his power.

In Greek architecture we find the same inner, quiet, self-

supporting life expressed. Its simplicity and freedom from

exterior effects are manifested in its exclusive employment of

the straight line. Unshackled by any element of superfluity or

waste, the employment of the straight line exalts the idea of

order—yielding a direct, immediate purpose, which by its truth-

fulness to character evinces an approach to the sublime image

of ethical purity.

In the Roman and Gothic arch this singleness of purpose

gives way to collateral issues, which with their complexity of

aim and scenic display of light and shadow express the spirit

of medieval romanticism.

As in poetry and architecture, so in music. The funda-

mental, innate power of the latter is embodied in rhythm.

Melody is the ornamental—rhythm the characteristic and basic.

Melody, with its ever changing, ever fluctuating, ever rising

and falling shades of sentiment, stands for "speech"; while

rhythm, with its deep, unruffled, unmixed tide of the inner,

invisible, and inaudible life, exnresses the "voire nf silence"
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410 JWIND.

hexameter serves as a unit-point for poetic measure—a unit-
point whence all subsequent modes and fonns of poetic expres-
sion have sprung. Its matchless superiority to all other forms
of verse lies in its calm, silent power, derived from its close
relation as form to Life itself——the invisible Source of all

power.
The pictorial art of old Greece, like the art of poetry.

derives its prominence not so much from the expression of the
thingas from the tliing expressed. Here as in poetry recourse

is taken to the simple and fundamental. The dominating pur-
pose is to express c/zaractcr; hence, it is not so much in the
coloring as in the contour and lineament that the Greek artist
reveals his power.

In Greek arcliitecture we find the same inner, quiet, self-
supporting life expressed. Its simplicity and freedom from
exterior effects are manifested in its exclusive employment of
the straight line. Unshackled by any element of superlluity or

waste. the employment of the straight line exalts the idea of
order—~yielding a direct. immediate purpose, which by its truth-
fulness to character evinces an approach to the sublime image
of ethical purity.

In the Roman and Gothic arch this singleness of purpose
gives way to collateral issues, which with their complexity of
aim and scenic display of light and shadow express the spirit
of medieval romanticism.

As in poetry and architecture, so in music. The funda-
mental, innate power of the latter is embodied in rhythm.
Melody is the «irnamental-——rhythmthe characteristicand basic.
Melody, with its ever changing, ever fluctuating, ever rising
and falling shades of sentiment, stands for “speech”; while
rhythm, with its deep, unruflled, unmixed tide of the inner,
i11»'isibl€an(lg]@t(liblelife. exnresses the “voice nf silm1re_"
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with her children stricken down by Apollo's arrows, carries

the pose of silent grief, with sealed lips, resigned eye, and sub-

mission pictured on her brow. And Niobe, wrapped in name-

less despair, betrays in her calm features only Stoic resignation

to the play of a relentless destiny.

The Spartans have become world renowned for their brevity

of speech. But Plutarch observes that in this brevity is con-

tained the very essence of penetration and epigrammatic wit.

Says Pindar:

"The spear and song in them do meet

And Justice walks about their street.

With the iron, stern and sharp.

Comes the playing on the harp."

Through speech, energy is dissipated, and the expenditure

thus caused can be justified and repaid only through the uni-

versal usefulness of its motive. Aimless speech is a terrible

drain on man's vital and spiritual powers. Every word

liberates a momentum of vital energy that reacts on the s]>eakei'

from the mind of the listener: and, as reaction introduces no

qualities other than those contained in the original action, so a

word of falsehood, passion, or hate will fling its malignant

force back into the soul whence it came, blurring and delaying,

if not preventing, the moral and spiritual evolution of the in-

dividual. The dissipation of precious energy through vain and

useless speech robs society of a mighty moral lever. Trans-

muted into movements of serviceable purpose, this energy

would in a short time change the ethical aspect of our planet.

We talk too much! Man's message is in his character, not

in niQ wr»rriQ Mnf in tVio nitanfifv lint in niialitv lips; rllP
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Golden .S'ilcucc. 41 I

with her children stricken down by Apo1lo’s arrows, carries
the pose of silent grief, with sealed lips, resigned eye, and sub-
mission pictured on her brow. And Niohe, wrapped in name-

less despair, betrays in her calm features only Stoic resignation
to the play of a relentless destiny.

The Spartans have becomeworld renowned for theirbrevity
of speech. But Plutarch observes that in this brevity is con-

tained the very essence of penetration and epigrammatic wit.
Says l’ind.'1r:

“The spear and song in them do meet

And Justice walks about their street.

With the iron. stern and sharp.
Comes the playing on the harp."

Through speech, energy is dissipated, and the expenditure
thus caused can be justified and repaid only through the uni-
versal usefulness of its motive. Aimless speech is a terrible
drain on man’s vital and spiritual powers. Every word
liberatesa momentum of vital energy that reacts on the speaker
from the mind of the listener: and, as reaction introduces no

qualities other than those contained in the original action, so a

word of falsehood, passion, or hate will fling its malignant
force back into the soul whence it came, blurring and delaying,
if not preventing, the moral an(l spiritual evolution of the in-
dividual. The dissipation of precious energy through vain and
useless speech robs society of a mighty moral lever. Trans-
muted into movements of serviceable purpose, this energy
would in a short time change the ethical aspect of our planet.

We talk too much! Man's message is in his character, not
in hi: \U(‘H‘(lQ Nnf in Hip rniznififv lint in flip riiinlihr lips the
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speech, with which he quieted the intensely excited multitude

in Milan after the victory of Magenta in 1855, consisted of

"three words and five gestures." Napoleon was never a grand

nor eloquent speaker, but he was a terribly effective one. Our

own General Grant was never heard to take part in a dispute.

We all have read of Tennyson's historic visit to Carlyle, last-

ing five hours, during which neither of them broke the silence.

Their lips were silent while their souls communed. Moltke is

known among his countrymen as "der grosse Schweiger."

Cromwell's revolution was successful because he engineered

more than he talked; the French revolution lost because the

leaders spent their energy in noisy and confused speech.

Goethe attributes the success of his "Faust" and "Tasso" to

the "literary silence" forced upon him through the duties and

cares of his twelve years' official service in Weimar. The

"Spartan self-mastery" with which he "held his Pegasus fast

bound in his stall" generated an accumulated inner force that

when liberated became convulsive and forceful, like the let-

loose torrent of a dammed-up mountain stream.

The cohesive force of all our secret orders has its explana-

tion in just this preservative power of silence. Life itself, the

most potent of all energies—with its marvels of workmanship,

its construction and destruction of giant forms throughout

Nature's domain—performs its world-fashioning labors wrap-

ped in imperturbable silence.

Though engulfed in the travails of speech, our present time

is not without hopeful signs of returning normal and evolu-

tionary development. We are beginning to realize the neces-

sity of concentrating our energies on set pursuits. This ten-

dency is traceable in the growth of "specialties" in all profes-
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speech, with which he quieted the intensely excited multitude
in Milan after the victory of Magenta in 1855, consisted of
“three words and five gestures.” Napoleon was never a grand
nor eloquent speaker, but he was a terribly effective one. Our
own General Grant was never heard to take part in a dispute.
We all have read of Tennyson’s historic visit to Carlyle, last-
ing five hours, during which neither of them broke the silence.
Their lips were silent while their souls communed. Moltke is
known among his countrymen as “der grosse Schweiger.”
Cromwell’s revolution was successful because he engineered
more than he talked; the French revolution lost because the
leaders spent their energy in noisy and confused speech.
Goethe attributes the success of his “Faust” and “Tasso” to
the “literary silence” forced upon him through the duties and
cares of his twelve years’ oflicial service in Weimar. The
“Spartan self-mastery” with which he “held his Pegasus fast
bound in his stall” generated an accumulated inner force that
when liberated became convulsive and forceful, like the let-
loose torrent of a dammed-up mountain stream.

The cohesive force of all our secret orders has its explana-
tion in just this preservative power of silence. Life itself, the
most potent of all energies—with its marvels of workmanship,
its construction and destruction of giant forms throughout
Nature's domain—performs its world-fashioning labors wrap-
ped in imperturbable silence.

Though engulfed in the travails of speech, our present time
is not without hopeful signs of returning normal and evolu-
tionary development. We are beginning to realize the neces-

sity of concentrating our energies on set pursuits. This ten-
dency is traceable in the growth of “specialties” in all profes-
..!..---l i_L-_._ "FL- ---_',-I!_. r ,.1° I '1 11 .1
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by shifting our attention from the variety of appearance to the

unity of essence, and, from the conflicting issues of uncon-

trolled surface speech, by striking out for the soul of things:

into the silent workshop of Nature's finer forces.

"Real action is in silent moments," says Emerson. "The

epochs of our life are not in the visible facts of our choice of a

calling, of our marriage, our acquisition of an office and the

like, but in a silent thought by the wayside as we walked; in a

thought which revises our entire manner of life and says, 'Thus

hast thou done, but it were better thus.'"

God's way is the way of justice and*truth and love to man, and

pity and righteousness, and that these should prevail. His way

is the way in which we find the simple qualities of human nature

and the common relations of men to men most honored, loved, and

supported, in which love of home, gentle society, peaceful life,

freedom of thought and of life, and just judgment are made easy

and safe—not for ourselves only, but for all those with whom we

have to do.—Stopford A. Brooke.

Are not all true men that live or that ever lived soldiers of the

same army, enlisted under Heaven's captaincy, to do battle against

the same enemy—the empire of Darkness and Wrong? Why

should we misknow one another, fight not against the enemy but

against ourselves, from mere difference of uniform?—Carlyle.

"He that humbleth himself shall be exalted;" nay, not "shall

be," but in that very moment is. The great conquest for every

soul is the conquest of itself. We never find our real life until we

give it, and give it freely, as Jesus said, and knew by experience

whereof he spoke.—Frederick L. Hosmer.

A/Tirw T1 f»l»1 1 ro1iorir\ti nnw ic r\Mrt>r in ftl*» A fnirn noprl it
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Golden Silence. 413

by shifting our attention from the variety of appearance to the
unity of essence, and, from the conflicting issues of uncon-

trolled surface speech, by striking out for the soul of things:
into the silent workshop of Nature’s finer forces.

“Real action is in silent moments,” says Emerson. “The
epochs of our life are not in the visible facts of our choice of a

calling, of our marriage, our acquisition of an oflice and the
like, but in a silent thought by the wayside as we walked; in a

thought which revises our entire manner of life and says, ‘Thus
hast thou done, but it were better thus.’ ”

 

GOD’s way is the way of justice and’truth and love to man, and
pity and righteousness, and that these should prevail. His way
is the way in which we find the simple qualities of human nature
and the common relations of men to men most honored, loved, and
supported, in which love of home, gentle society, peaceful life,
freedom of thought and of life, and just judgment are made easy
and safe—not for ourselves only, but for all those with whom we

have to do.—Stopford A. Brooke.
 

ARE not all true men that live or thatever lived soldiers of the
same army, enlisted under Heaven’s captaincy, to do battle against
the same enem_v—the empire of Darkness and Wrong? Why
should we misknow one another, fight not against the enemy but
against ourselves, from mere difference of uniform?—Carlyle.

 

“HE that humbleth himself shall be exalted ;” nay, not “shall
be,” but in that very moment is. The great conquest for every
soul is the conquest of itself. We never find our real life until we

give it, and give it freely, as Jesus said, and knew by experience
whereof he spoke.—Frederick L. Hosmer.
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THOUGHTS ON THE UNKNOWN.

BY E. VVOLI.ASTON MOODY.

Although it is the custom of the majority of mankind to

denounce all speculation respecting the Abstract as sheer waste

of time, I, nevertheless, think it must be conceded that bold

incursions into the great thought-world are to some minds a

most absorbing and exhilarating pastime. It is a pastime that

not only braces the intellect but also vividly stimulates one's

spirit of adventure. To urge the chariot of one's mind through

the "strait, rough, dense, or rare" of the Great Unknown, the

spiritual terra incognita, and so endeavor to widen the narrow

limits of man's knowledge thereof, is, I hold, no unworthy pur-

suit, albeit it may seem an idle one to the vulgar. Indeed, I

already seem to hear the thick, coarse grunt of the animal-man

—the man who cares not a jot for intellectual "emprise" : "Cui

bono? What is the good of it all? You will only lose yourself

in a Serbonian bog of wretched futilities, whence you will

emerge more muddled and confused than ever."

Thank Heaven, the philosophers of old have always turned

a deaf ear to this sort of man. Had they, indeed, ever conde-

scended to listen to him, the world would not now possess the

sublime flights of imagination that here and there adorn the

pages of philosophy. Let us, then, leave the animal-man to his

chops and bottled beer, and straightway proceed to embark in

our spiritual boat to explore the deep caverns of the Unknown,

and try to discover something definite and tangible in its

a we-inspi ring sol itudes.

With faith for our keel, courage for our main-sheet, trained
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THOUGHTS ON THE UNKNOWN.

BY E. WOLLASTON MOODY.

Although it is the custom of the majority of mankind to

denounce all speculation respecting the Abstractas sheer waste

of time, I, nevertheless, think it must be conceded that bold
incursions into the great thought-world are to some minds a

most absorbing and exhilaratingpastime. It is a pastime that
not only braces the intellect but also vividly stimulates one’s
spirit of adventure. To urge the chariot of one’s mind through
the “strait, rough, dense, or rare" of the Great Unknown, the
spiritual tcrra iucognita, and so endeavor to widen the narrow

limits of man’s knowledge thereof, is, I hold, no unworthy pur-
suit, albeit it may seem an idle one to the vulgar. Indeed, I

already seem to hear the thick,coarse grunt of the animal-man
——the man who cares not a jot for intellectual “emprise": “Cui
Imno? VVhat is the good of it all? You will only lose yourself
in a Serbonian bog of wretched futilities, whence you will

emerge more muddled and confused than ever."
Thank Heaven, the philosophersof old have always turned

a deaf ear to this sort of man. Had they, indeed, ever conde-
scended to listen to him, the world would not now possess the
sublime flights of imagination that here and there adorn the
pages of philosophy. Let us, then. leave the animal-man to his
chops and bottled beer, and straightway proceed to embark in
our spiritual boat to explore the deep caverns of the Unknown.
and try to discover something definite and tangible in its
awe—inspiring solitudes.

VV'tt«l1 faith]for our keel. courage for our main-sheet, trained
.0 86
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the air! Our souls are filled with mingled awe and delight,

while our spiritual gaze is forever fixed on the horizon glowing

and gleaming in the strange light beyond. Under so mystic a

spell we are in danger of forgetting our task, so we will hasten

to write down our thoughts hefure we become altogether lost

in our reveries.

'I he first thing that looms before our mental gaze is the

vision of an infinite and mysterious Trinity, which stands quite

apart from the Trinity of theology. It is the infinite, im-

materialistic trinity of Space, Eternity, and Darkness—the

womb of Deity and all things.

"A dark, illimitable ocean without bound,

Without dimension; where length, breadth, and height

And time and place are lost."

While we stand lost in awe, pondering the unspeakable

sublimity of this all-embracing triune empire, its awful heart-

chilling silences, its dread potentialities, a thought, a very com-

mon thought of childhood, arises in our mind. How can God

have no beginning? Probably most of us when children have

wrestled with this dark enigma till our little heads have fairly

reeled in dizziness. But we have ever found it too hard a nut

to crack, and have consequently dismissed it from our thoughts

without more ado. Since those early days, however, the study

of Pantheism may have brought many of us to see that the sub-

ject in question is by no means devoid of solution.

As everybody knows, Pantheism affirms that there is spirit,

or nous, in everything—alike in space, time, and matter, and

all its wondrous wealth of detail. This spirit, it also affirms,

is God. God, therefore, must be the Spirit of Space, Eternity,

and Darkness (of course, I speak here of darkness in the physi-

cal, not the moral, sense). Since, then, God is the Spirit of

Eternity, it is easy to see how Deity can have no beginning.
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the air! Our souls are filled with mingled awe and delight,
while our spiritual gaze is forever fixed on the horizon glowing
and gleaming in the strange light beyond. Under so mystic a

spell we are in danger of forgetting our task. so we will hasten
to write down our thoughts before we become altogether lost
in our reveries.

'l he first thing that looms before our mental gaze is the
vision of an infinite and mysterious Trinity,which stands quite
apart from the Trinity of theology. It is the infinite, im-
materialistic trinity of Space, Eternity. and Darkness—the
womb of Deity and all things.

“A dark, illimitable ocean without bound.
Without dimension; where length. l)re.adth. and height
And time and place are lost."

While we stand lost in awe, pondering the unspeakable
sublimity of this all—embracing triune empire, its awful heart-
chillingsilences, its dread potentialities, a thought, a very com-

mon thought of childhood,arises in our mind. How can God
have no beginning? Probably most of us when children have
wrestled with this dark enigma till our little heads have fairly
reeled in dizziness. But we liave ever found it too hard a nut

to crack, and have consequently dismissed it from our thoughts
without more ado. Since those early days, however, the study
of Pantheismmay have brought many of us to see that the sub-
ject in question is by no means devoid of solution.

As everybody knows, Pantheismaffirms that there is spirit,
or nous, in everything——alil<e in space, time, and matter, and
all its wondrous wealth of detail. This spirit, it also aflirms.
is God. God, therefore, must be the Spirit of Space, Eternity,
and Darkness (of course, I speak here of darkness in the physi-
cal, not the moral, sense). Since, then, God is the Spirit of
Rte nit)y,éi%t easy to see how Deity can have no beginning.

wk '
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the worlds were made is manifest; but what was the mode of

that life? This is a problem few thinkers, if any, have at-

tempted to deal with, partly no doubt owing to a decent sense

of constraining awe and partly to a sense of the absolute futility

of the attempt. The most reverent and rational conception,

however, of this ultra-remote stage of Divine existence is, so

far as 1 know, contained in some fine lines of an anonymous

German poet of the eighteenth century, which, freely trans-

lated, run thus:

"When the Deity awoke from the slumber of the Eternities,

Then was the beginning of all Creation;

Then began the never-ending march of the worlds and stars:

For blind, dumb Eternity became eye-flashing, articulate,

And the Deity—awakening in glory from his Divine sleep—

Called unto the abysmal Deep, and, lo! all life, all joy began I"

Let us now return to the consideration of the infinite, un-

original trinity of Space, Eternity, and Darkness referred to

above. It is most interesting to note that creation simply

consists of a concretion or limitation of these three immaterial

entities. In a word, this primordial trinity has its exact coun-

terpart in a secondary or subordinate trinity, of which these

are the elements: Matter, which is but the concretion or oc-

cupier of Space; Time, which is but the relative limitation of

Eternity; and Light, which is the antithesis of Darkness.

This secondary triad absolutely prescribes all the physical

conditions of man's earthly existence, and also forms the sum-

total of all the conditions of organic life throughout the whole

material universe. Matter not only constitutes man's corporeal

substance and food, but it is also his sole fulcrum; Time is the

necessary adjuster, regulator, and recorder of his actions;

T.ip-ht is the imnerishnhle lamn without vvhirh "tin man ran
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416 MIND.

the worlds were made is manifest; but what was the mode of
that life? This is a problem few thinkers, if any, have at-

tempted to deal with, partly no doubt owing to a decent sense

of constraining awe and partly to a sense of theabsolute futility
of the attempt. The most reverent and rational conception,
however, of this ultra-remote stage of Divine existence is, so

far as I know, contained in some fine lines of an anonymous
German poet of the eighteenth century, which, freely trans-

lated, run thus:

“When the Deity awoke from the slumberof the Eternities,
Then was the beginning of all Creation;
Then began the never-ending march of the worlds and stars:
For blind, dumb Eternity became eye-flashing, articulate,
And the Deity—awakening in glory from his Divine sleep-
Called unto the abysmal Deep, and, lo! all life, all joy began!"

Let us now return to the consideration of the infinite, un-

original trinity of Space, Eternity, and Darkness referred to
above. It is most interesting to note that creation simply
consists of a concretion or limitation of these three immaterial
entities. In a word, this primordial trinity has its exact coun-

terpart in a secondary or subordinate trinity, of which these
are the elements: Matter, which is but the concretion or oc-

cupier of Space; Time, which is but the relative limitation of
Eternity; and Light, which is the antithesis of Darkness.
This secondary triad absolutely prescribes all the physical
conditions of man's earthly existence, and also forms the sum-

total of all the conditions of organic life throughout the whole
material universe. Matter not only constitutes man's corporeal
substance and food, but it is also his sole fulcrum; Time is the
necessary adjuster, regulator, and recorder of his actions;
Light is the imnerishahle lamn without which “no man mm
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of the origin'of Matter and Light (as for Time, its existence

is but conditional and dependent on the two former elements),

and endeavor, however feebly, to steer a straight course across

the troubled waters. True, we are but holding "our farthing

rush-light to the sun;" but the gods are merciful and indulgent,

and at the worst will but smile—so let us venture on.

As all the world knows, the definition of the word Light

admits of two fundamentally distinct meanings. In the one

sense it is natural light, which is implied in Genesis i., 3; in the

other it is spiritual light, which is indicated in St. John 1., 5, 9.

The former condition may be regarded as the physical reflec-

tion of the latter, and it is with the origin of this condition of

light that we here propose to deal (strictly, though, in a philo-

sophic sense), leaving the exposition of the doctrine of spiritual

light to those who feel qualified to interpret it.

For many years there has been waged a fierce and acri-

monious discussion between Science and Religion respecting

the apparent contradiction of physical light existing before the

stars were created; but it is easy to see on a little reflection that

the Power that could create self-luminous matter (for of such

are the stars) could also with equal facility evolve or emit light

quite independent of material cooperation. In fact the truth

seems to be that, as cold can change water into ice, so can the

Divine Will crystallize thought into the visible and the

material. According, then, to this hypothesis, the origin of

physical light may be assumed to be somewhat as follows:

The Creator, being desirous of expressing some objective

and visible manifestation of His all-glorious spiritual essence,

conceived the thought of Light as being the most majestic sym-

bol of Divine purity and splendor. Straightway, then, that

first of decrees went forth: "Let there be Light—and there was

T.ip+lt" The inpfFaWp Divinp fl-inno-lit wae ctrnirrVitwnv
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of the origin‘ of Matter and Light (as for Time, its existence
is but conditional and dependent on the two former elements).
and endeavor, however feebly, to steer a straight course across

the troubled waters. True, we are but holding “our farthing
rush-light to the sun ;” but the gods are merciful and indulgent,
and at the worst will but smile——so let us venture on.

As all the world knows, the definition of the word Light
admits of two fundamentally distinct meanings. In the one

sense it is natural light, which is implied in Genesis i., 3; in the
other it is spiritual light, which is indicated in St. John 1., 5, 9.
The former condition may be regarded as the physical refiec-
tion of the latter, and it is with the origin of this condition of
light that we here propose to deal (strictly, though, in a philo-
sophic sense), leaving the exposition of the doctrine of spiritual
light to those who'feel qualified to interpret it.

For many years there has been waged a fierce and acri-
monious discussion between Science and Religion respecting
the apparent contradiction of physical light existing before the
stars were created; but it is easy to see on a little reflection that
the Power that could create self-luminous matter (for of such
are the stars) could also with equal facilityevolve or emit light
quite independent of material cooperation. In fact the truth
seems to be that, as cold can change water into ice, so can the
Divine VVill crystallize thought into the visible and the
material. According, then, to this hypothesis, the origin of
physical light may be assumed to be somewhat as follows:

The Creator, being desirous of expressing some objective
and visible manifestation of His all-glorious spiritual essence,
conceived the thought of Light as being the most majestic sym-
bol of Divine purity and splendor. Straightway, then, that
first of decrees went forth: “Let there be Light—and there was

l.i9'l'(_?I'L) we inefinhlp Divine thniioht um: cfrsaio-lnfwzav
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laying bare the dark ribs of Eternity. Joy was born; the Al

mighty Himself rejoiced—for the creation of Light was the

dawn of Life. The sublime drama of Creation had begun.

This, then, being our conception of the origin of natural or

physical light, it will, I imagine, cause no surprise if we pro-

ceed to base our theory of the genesis of matter on similar

lines.

Some of our leading scientists have for long held the

opinion that the seventy chemical elements known to man are

but so many forms or modifications of one common element,

which for the sake of convenience they have designated "pro-

tyle." Has it, though, ever occurred to Science that possibly

"protyle" is not after all the ultimate principle, but that it too is

still further reducible? In other words, supposing we boldly ex-

tended our analytical researches, what strange monistic essence

should we ultimately exhibit? Sometimes the thought occurs

to me that the persistent rarefication of "protyle" would event-

ually—were it the will of Heaven—reveal to our terror-

struck senses pure Spirit: that Spirit which—

". . . from the first

Wast present, and with mighty wings outspread,

Dove-like, sat'st brooding on the vast abyss,

And madest it pregnant."

We should discover, as perhaps we had often suspected, that

the one, sole, immaculate element is Deity. We should dis-

cover that Matter and Spirit are one and the same, though

we might seal the discovery with our death, since "no man can

see God and live."

In truth, "the conclusion of the whole matter" seems to be

that one of the most striking attributes of the mystic might

of Heaven—the might that is so immeasurably superior to the

mere mechanical force of man—is that Divine Alchemy: the
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laying bare the dark ribs of Eternity. Joy was born; the .-'\l

mighty Himself rejoiced——for the creation of Light was the
dawn of Life. The sublime drama of Creation had begun.
This, then, being our conception of the origin of natural or

physical light, it will, I imagine, cause no surprise if we pro-
ceed to base our theory of the genesis of matter on similar
lines.

Some of our leading scientists have for long held the
opinion that the seventy chemical elements known to man are

but so many forms or modifications of one common element.
which for the sake of convenience they have designatet “pro-
tyle." Has it, though, ever occurred to Science that possibly
"protyle" is not after all the ultimate principle, but that it too is
still further reducible? In other words, supposing we boldly ex-

tended our analytical researches, what strange monistic essence

should we ultimately exhibit? Sometimes the thought occurs

to me that the persistent rarefication of “protyle” would event-

ually—were it the will of Heaven—reveal to our terror-

struck senses pure Spirit: that Spirit which—
(I from the first

VVast present, and with mighty wings outspread.
Dove-like, sat'st brooding on the vast abyss,
And madest it pregnant."

We should discover. as perhaps we had often suspected. that
the one. sole. immaculate element is Deity. We should dis-
cover that Matter and Spirit are one and the same. though
we might seal the (liScn\'Cl‘_\' with our death. since “no man can

see God and live."
In truth, “the conclusion of the whole matter" seems to be

that one of the most striking attributes of the mystic might
of lIeaven——the might that is so immeasurably superior to the
mere 1 Sanicflle force of man-—is that Divine Alchemy: the
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simply crystallized Divine Thought? Tt seems highly prob-

able. But in these extreme latitudes the spiritual atmosphere is

far too rare for mortals long to breathe. An impenetrable

mist is rising from the unknown Sea, baffling our gaze and

chilling our senses. Let us, therefore, hasten to turn our prow

toward the old familiar shores of Mother Earth, where, should

we at any time require a sacred emblem of the Infinite, we shall

do well to recall the following lines of Hartley Coleridge:

"Dost ever seek in thoughtful mood

An image of unbounded space?

'Tis thine if thou hast learnt to brood

On that wide heaven—a dear one's face."

Throw off the harness of your daily lives, get from beneath the

hammer that beats the life from out your souls. Go to the smiles

of our great Mother Earth, and up from them look for the smile

of our great Father,—God,—and the dull thud of your sluggish

pulse will bound with new life; and you will see, not flower and

sky, not beauty and summer, but the great Immanent Spirit of

them all,—him in whom you, as they, live, move, and have your

being.—/. /•'. IV. Ware.

Let us do the most we can to make the home a place where the

children shall grow helpful, natural, happier, toward the noblest

manhood and womanhood. Let us remember that it is the little

things that make up the atmosphere. The kind word to the child,

the little fault-finding, the little nagging—it is just these little tiny

things that make the comfort or discomfort of the home.—Minot

J. Savage.

"When God gives us Love, he gives it forever. Superficial

sympathies, based on accident, on proximity, or common interests

of the hour, are fugitive. But the love which sees what is best in
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simply crystallized Divine Thought? It seems highly prob-
able. But in these extreme latitudes the spiritual atmosphere is
far _too rare for mortals long to breathe. An impenetrable
mist is rising from the unknown Sea, baffling our gaze and
chillingour senses. Let us, therefore, hasten to turn our prow
toward the old familiarshores of Mother Earth, where, should
we at any time require a sacred emblem of the Infinite, we shall
do well to recall the following lines of Hartley Coleridge:

“Dost ever seek in thoughtful mood
An image of unbounded space?

’Tis thine if thou hast learnt to brood
On that wide heaven—-a dear ones face."

 

T IIROW off the harness of your daily lives, get from beneaththe
hammer that beats the life from out your souls. Go to the smiles
of our great Mother Earth, and up from them look for the smile
of our great Father,—God,—and the dull thud of your sluggish
pulse will bound with new life; and you will see, not flower and
sky, not beauty and summer. but the great Immanent Spirit of
them all,———him in whom you, as they, live. move, and have your
being.—-!. I". IV. Ware.

00-'O°'O-O-O-O90"?

LET us do the most we can to make the home a place where the
children shall grow helpful, natural, happier, towardthe noblest
manhood and womanhood. Let us remember that it is the little
things that make up the atmosphere. The kind word to the child,
the little fault-finding,the little uagg'ing—it is just these little tiny
things that make the comfort or discomfort of the home.—Min.ot
1. Savage.

-O“.'|O-O-O-I.-O-F

“VVHEN God gives us Love, he gives it forever. Superficial
sympathies, based on accident, on proximity, or common interests
of the hour,lare fugitive. But the love which sees what is best in
-an <._.I.q}....8 QM. .1...‘ :. ...........i.:--... ...1.:..1. ..,........ -....,... -11110:‘: Fm-



THE SECRET OF POWER.

BY CHARLES RRODIE PATTERSON.

If we accept the law of the survival of the fittest as con-

clusive, we must consider Nature as being in one sense thor-

oughly heartless; that is, that natural law decrees the destruc-

tion of all that is weak and the preservation of all that is strong.

Yet for countless ages there has been a constructive work going

on, having for its aim the perfecting of a habitation for living

creatures, beginning with the tiniest conceivable—each habita-

tion becoming ever more complex and complete,' hence, what

we see in the phenomena of growth is not the destruction of

life at all. It is the destruction of imperfect form, in order that

the inner living entity may begin anew the construction of

a more ideal body. This process continues until each form

is complete and perfect, when a new type is evolved, because

there is mind action in even the very lowest forms of life.

When nourishment is required there is intelligence enough to

draw, or to cause the entity to reach out after, the needed

sustenance; and if Nature has not provided the means of loco-

motion, the latent powers of the creature are then forced into

activity.

Let us consider Man, the highest of earth's species, on his

three planes of development. First, we will take two individ-

uals living on the purely animal (or physical) plane of being.

Both contain within themselves the intelligence of all that has

eone before, from the protoplasm ud to the human: all the in-
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THE SECRET OF POWER.

BY CHIARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

If we accept the law of the survival of the fittest as con-

clusive, we must consider Nature as being in one sense thor-
oughly heartless; that is, that natural law decrees the destruc-
tion of all that is weak and the preservation of all that is strong.
Yet for countless ages there has been a constructive work going
on, having for its aim the perfecting of a habitation for living
creatures, beginning with the tiniest conceivable~—-each habita-
tion becoming ever more complex and complete; hence, what
we see in the phenomena of growth is not the destruction of
life at all. It is the destruction of imperfect form, in order that
the inner living entity may begin anew the construction of
a more ideal body. This process continues until each form
is complete and perfect, when a new type is evolved, because
there is mind action in even the very lowest forms of life.
When nourishment is required there is intelligence enough to

draw, or to cause the entity to reach out after, the needed
sustenance; and if Nature has not provided the means of loco-
motion, the latent powers of the creature are then forced into
activity.

Let us consider Man, the highest of earth’s species, on his
three planes of development. First, we will take two individ-
uals living on the purely animal (or physical) plane of being.
Both contain within themselves the intelligence of all that has
gone before. from the Drotoplasm up to the human: all the in-
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favorable conditions imaginable; yet now and then we find that

the latter will succeed in life where the former will make a

failure of every undertaking.

We cannot look to the purely spiritual side of life from

the animal plane, and account for success or failure from that

point of view; but we must go right to the physical—to man's

sense nature—to find the determining point. Take two indi-

viduals, then, in whom the sense nature is equally developed,

and who possess a perfect development of the animal functions.

We find in one case a degree of moderation—that is, a certain

amount of temperance in the use of material things—that is

missing in the other. Again, we find that one has a degree of

perseverance that is not possessed by the other.

The purely animal quality known as instinct is not a much

higher attribute when manifested by man; but when man ac-

cepts the guidance of his instinct he is led into the right course

of action. When a man tries to do a thing, and persists in the

effort even after repeated failures, his success is inevitable. It

may at first seem very difficult, yet his instinct forbids dis-

couragement. On this plane of existence we find men who are

most successful—who develop and express genuine power be-

cause they follow its true lines.

It is only through the right use of each of our talents that

new things come into existence. Because a thing seems diffi-

cult we are not justified in passing it by in favor of something

that seems easier. Certain difficult things come to all of us,

because we are equal to the occasion—otherwise they would

not come. When a very hard problem is presented to us, let

us realize that we have the power to solve it; otherwise we shall

make a failure of life. We should nersevere—trv to form a
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The Secret of Power. 421

favorable conditions imaginable;yet now and then we find that
the latter will succeed in life where the former will make a

failureof every undertaking.
We cannot look to the purely spiritual side of life from

the animal plane, and account for success or failure from that
point of view; but we must go right to the physical—to man's
sense nature—to find the determining point. Take two indi-
viduals, then, in whom the sense nature is equally developed,
and who possess a perfect development of the animal functions.
VVe find in one case a degree of moderation—that is, a certain
amount of temperance in the use of material things——that is
missing in the"other. Again, we find that one has a degree of
perseverance that is not possessed by the other.

The purely animal quality known as instinct is not a much
higher attribute when manifested by man; but when man ac-

cepts the guidance of his instinct he is led into the right course

of action. When a man tries to do a thing, and persists in the
effort even after repeated failures, his success is inevitable. It
may at first seem very difficult, yet his instinct forbids dis-
couragement. On this plane of existence we find men who are

most successfu1—who develop and express genuine power be-
cause they follow its true lines.

It is only through the right use of each of our talents that
new things come into existence. Because a thing seems difli—
cult we are not justified in passing it by in favor of something
that seems easier. Certain difficult things come to all of us,
because we are equal to the occasion—otherwise they would
not come. When a very hard problem is presented to us, let
us realize thatwe have the power to solve it; otherwise we shall
make a failure of life. We Sl10l1l(l nersevere.—-trv to fnrm :1
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MIND.

more than the one who is lacking in either of these qualities.

Little by little, the man who uses moderation in all he under-

takes—who perseveres and keeps firmly in mind the thing he

wishes to accomplish—is certain to succeed. Moreover, be-

cause of the concentration of his force, he is becoming strong

mentally and physically, for mental strength is manifested in

and through the physical. The other sort of man becomes

weaker each day instead of stronger, and finally Nature aban-

dons the attempt to utilize his powers in her economy. We

say that a tree is cut down because it encumljers the ground.

This means that the life that has come into existence has not

used its intelligence to its fullest capacity; that it must go out

of its physical form and later begin the work of construction

anew. Some people are spiritually lazy, others are mentally

lazy, and some are physically lazy. We cannot feel strong

nor equal to the duties to which we are assigned if we are

victims of laziness—a condition that always results from fail-

ure to use power in the right way.

Let us examine the result of the right use of power on all

three planes. We can trace the operation of the evolutionary

principle in all forms of life, from the lowest creatures known

to science up almost to the manifestations of divinity; hence,

we should be able to discern the reasons why evolution should

take place. We are born with certain appetites and desires—-

also with instincts and a degree of intelligence that knows how

to use those qualities in the right way. Some people say that the

sense nature of man is not good, and that it must be overcome

or rq>ressed; others insist that the intellectual side of man's

being is of no consequence—that the spiritual side alone is

important. Yet the fact remains that ez'cry phase of man's

life—from the lowest sense plane to the highest spiritual plane
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more than the one who is lacking in either of these qualities.
Little by little, the man who uses moderation in all he under-
tal<es—who perseveres and keeps firmly in mind the thing he
wishes to accomplish-—is certain to succeed. Moreover, be-
cause of the concentration of his force, he is becoming strong
mentally an(l physically, for mental strength is manifested in
and through the pl’I_\'SiC:ll. The other sort of man becomes
weaker each day inst -ad of stronger, and finally Nature aban-
dons the attempt to utilize his powers in her economy. VVe

say that a tree is cut down because it encumbers the ground.
This means that the life that has come into existence has not
used its intelligence to its fullest capacity; that it must go out
of its physical form and later begin the work of construction
anew. Some people are spiritually lazy. others are mentally
lazy, and some are physically lazy. \Ve cannot feel strong
nor equal to the duties to which we are assigned if we are

victims of laziness—-a condition that always results from fail-
ure to use power in the right way.

Let us examine the result of the right use of power on all
three planes. \\t’(- can trace the operation of the evolutionary
principle in all forms of life, from the lowest creatures known
to science up almost to the manifestations of divinity; hence.
we should be able to discern the reasons why evolution should
take place. \\’e are born with certain appetites and desires——
also with instincts and a degree of intelligence that knows how
to use those qualities in the right way. Some people say that the
sense nature of man is not good. and that it must be overcome

or repressed; others insist that the intellectual side of man's
leing is of no ca>nse<{nence—-that the spiritual side alone is
important. Yet the fact remains that ¢"7't‘r_v phase of man's
life——from the lowest sense plane to the highest spiritual plane
_.—iQ fl INF "‘I1.C ‘\t'-\:I1(Y' ‘\I1f- :fD ‘\nI1n‘:nnr|nn :1‘ I-‘nr\nu\r‘nI1f
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through this effort, comes the development of intellect, by

which man has power to think and reason. The physical

should always be subordinate to the intellectual; for to the

degree that man is intemperate in the indulgence of his pas-

sions his mental force is reduced. To dissipate energy on one

plane is to deprive the others of strength.

Man knows that as he perseveres he succeeds. lie knows

also that, as he thinks clearly, concisely, and logically, he ac-

complishes his undertakings. Now, the mentally strong man

will bring his force to bear on one thing at a time, not on many

things at once. Thus will he become truly constructive.

Besides the virtues of concentration, moderation, and per-

severance, there are certain moral and ethical questions that

affect the problem of life, and only as man considers them in

their true relations can he hope to generate the highest power.

He knows that, aside from all thought of spiritual develop-

ment, his mind is at peace only when he feels and acts justly

toward others. Me is endowed with a sense of justice, and

only as he expresses it is his mind strengthened; for if he cul-

tivates the habit of injustice inharmony enters his mind, and

thus weakens his mental capabilities.

Coming now to the spiritual side of life, in order to get at

the completeness of power, we first observe man's love nature,

of which we have had glimmerings from his very lowest estate.

Again, little by little, as he deals justly with others, he develops

the element of faith; and finally, as he begins to take a brighter

view of things, hope comes into his life. So we discern in man

three soul qualities.

Our knowledge of earth life is not eternal knowledge. It

pertains to temporal things. Through its right application,

however, we are enabled to develnn the knowlerlo-p that is Intent
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through this effort. comes the development of intellect, by
which man has power to think and reason. The physical
should always be subordinate to the intellectual; for to the
degree that man is intemperate in the indulgence of his pas-
sions his mental force is reduced. To dissipate energy on one

plane is to deprive the others of strength.
Man l<n<*.\-vs that as he perseveres he succeeds. lle knows

also that, as he thinks clearly, concisely, and logically, he ac-

complishes his undertakings. Now, the mentally strong man

will bring his force to bear on one thingat a time, not on many
things at once. Thus will he become truly constructive.

Eesides the virtues of concentration, moderation, and per-
severance, there are certain moral and ethical questions that
affect the problem of life, and only as man considers them in
their true relations can he hope to generate the highest power.
He knows that. aside from all thought of spiritual develop-
ment, his mind is at peace only when he feels and acts justly
toward others. He is endowed with a -sense of ju.~:‘.ice. and

only as he expresses it is his mind Sil‘(illg'[llt‘ll(f(l;lot‘ if he cul-
tivates the habit of injustice inharmony enters his mind, and
thus weakens his mental capabilities.

Coming now to the spiritual side of life, in order to get at

the completeness of power, we first observe man's /u’Z’t’ nature.
of which we have had glimmerings from his very lowest estate.

Again, little by little. as he deals justly with others, he develops
the element of fait/1;.an(l finally,as he begins to take a brighter
view of things, /Io/>t:'comes into his life. So we discern in man

three soul qualities.
Our knowledge of earth life is not eternal knowledge. It

pertains to temporal things. Through its right application,
l‘.U\\’€\’€I'. we are enabled to dew-lam the know-leclm> that is Intent
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feet the force will act perfectly through it. We do not live so

much as we are lived in and through. God lives in us and we

live in God. There is no possibility of getting away from

universal power, and the intelligence that has been given to

each child of God can be employed to get and keep all the power

that he needs or can possibly use.

We need power on the spiritual plane; we need it on the

intellectual plane; we need it on the physical plane. But when

we enter the spiritual realm our old life-methods are entirely

supplanted by the new. It is the spirit within us that contains

the transforming power; the outer is but the instrument of the

inner entity. Let us cease the useless effort to relate ourselves

to the outer world—to people who we think can aid us, or to

things that we feel have benefited us—and let us seek that

which shall bring the real abundance of life. Everything of

value is within the realm of spirit, and we can get therefrom

whatever we wish; but we must seek it in the true way. We

must get mental and physical health in the right way—through

the recognition and development of our soul qualities. The man

who fully realizes that he is living and moving in God can

never express disease, because he has passed from under the

"law of sin and death," which law we ourselves have made,

and has now come under the law of the spirit of life, which

gives freedom from all negative conditions.

We often consider ourselves great sufferers, and mentally

dwell upon the change called death. It makes no difference

what we think about life; life is eternal, and absolutely pure

and healthful. It is filled with strength and goodness. "The

eyes of the Lord are too pure to behold iniquity." But we must

rise above the so-called law of sin and death and become a law

unto our true selves. The law of God is written in the life of

man, and we have the power to make ourselves what we will
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feet the force will act perfectly through it. We do not live so

much as we are lived in and through. God lives in us and we

live in God. There is no possibility of getting away from
universal power, and the intelligence that has been given to

each child of God can be employed to get and keep all the power
thathe needs or can possibly use.

We need power on the spiritual plane; we need it on the
intellectual plane; we need it on the physical plane. But when
we enter the spiritual realm our old life-methods are entirely
supplanted by the new. It is the spirit within us that contains
the transforming power; the outer is but the instrument of the
inner entity. Let us cease the useless effort to relate ourselves
to the outer world--to people who we think can aid us, or to

things that we feel have benefited us—and let us seek that
which shall bring the real abundance of life. Everything of
value is within the realm of spirit, and we can get therefrom
whatever we wish; but we must seek it in the true way. We
must get mental and physical health in the right way—through
the recognition and development of our soul qualities. The man

who fully realizes that he is living and moving in God can

never express disease. because he has passed from under the
“law of sin and death,” which law we ourselves have made,
and has now come under the law of the spirit of life, which
gives freedom from all negative conditions.

We often consider ourselves great sufferers, and mentally
dwell upon the change called death. It makes no difference
what we think about life; life is eternal, and absolutely pure
and healthful. It is filled with strength and goodness. “The
eyes of the I.ord are too pure to behold iniquity.” But we must
rise above the so-called law of sin and death and become a law
unto our true selves. The law of God is written in the life of
man, fifloweglpgve the power to make ourselves what we will
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the center, evolving that which was latent in the soul at its

inception.

Everything becomes new when viewed from the center

of life. This is not to form a mental concept of a personal

God; it is simply to realize that God is within, and to look from

the God-like part of one's being outward. There can be no true

or lasting expression of life till we recognize the highest within

us. We may acquire all possible knowledge- of the outer life

and yet be deficient in wisdom, for wisdom and knowledge are

not the same; but when they are combined the individual puts

the knowledge he has to practical use. It is only through the

right use of our knowledge that we become strong. When we

utilize our possessions in the right way, greater possessions are

acquired; thus do we learn the true secret of power. Many

people think that if they half starve themselves, or if they

live on certain kinds of food, or if they do or abstain from

doing certain other things, they will bring about conditions

that will tend to develop spirituality. But if one is right within

he will do everything right without; that is to say, a man that

is pure in heart will be clean and whole in body. Mental

activity produces physical activity.

Possibly two-thirds of the work of the world is done in the

wrong way, because we think about it in the wrong way. One

may sit down and say, "Now, I am going to rest," and yet find

no rest. One may lie down and have all sorts of thoughts

running through his mind that will make him thoroughly tired

in both mind and body. When we learn to do things in the

right way we will not be tired because of their doing.

The secret of power lies in going to the very heart of things

—to the soul—and working from within outward, thus de-

veloninrr lnve and faith and Imnp and in tlmt wav hprnmine'
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the center, evolving that which was latent in the soul at its
inception.

Everything becomes new when viewed from the center
of life. This is not to form a mental concept of a personal
God; it is simply to realize thatGod is within,and to look from
the God-like part of one’s being outward. There can be no true

or lasting expression of life till we recognize the highest within
us. VVe may acquire all possible knowledge of the outer life
and yet be deficient in wisdom, for wisdom and knowledge are

not the same; but when they are combined the individual puts
the knowledge he has to practical use. It is only through the
right use of our knowledge that we become strong. When we

utilizeour possessions in the right way, greater possessions are

acquired; thus do we learn the true secret of power. Many
people think that if they half starve themselves, or if they
live on certain kinds of food, or if they do or abstain from
doing certain other things, they will bring about conditions
thatwill tend to develop spirituality. But if one is right within
he will do everything right without; that is to say, a man that
is pure in heart will be clean and whole in body. Mental
activity produces physical activity.

Possibly two-thirds of the work of the world is done in the
wrong way, because we thinkabout it in the wrong way. One
may sit down and say, “Now, I am going to rest,” and yet find
no rest. One may lie down and have all sorts of thoughts
running through his mind that will make him thoroughly tired
in both mind and body. When we learn to do things in the
right way we will not be tired because of their doing.

The secret of power lies in going to the very heart of things
——to the soul—and working from within outward, thus de-

velolansr lovf ‘and faith and hnne. and in that wnv he-nnmin2'
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to you—because it is right that it should. The thought of

"doing penance" is a perversion of the truth. But it may be

necessary to separate one's self from others occasionally.

Jesus did this at times; he went into the wilderness or out on

the sea, but he returned again to his work.

The one who accomplishes the most in life will be the one

who is unceasingly doing good to others; the one who becomes

strong without taking thought of self—simply working be-

cause he loves to work, doing good because he loves to do good,

always working from the highest impulse (which invariably

comes from within) rather than from any impression from

without. There is nothing strange or mysterious about this.

The secret of power is open to all. Any one who chooses may

become perfectly strong and well. Failure is due to our having

established certain habits in the past that we find hard to re-

linquish. The old habits having brought us so little, why

should we continue to hold them when the new course offers

so much? Why should we not claim for ourselves that which

legitimately belongs to us? It is by persevering—knowing

that we can do, knowing that we can be—that we shall attain

our desires. This is the secret of power—to go right to the

heart of things and work outward to the circumference of life.

The earth is not the prison-house of a race condemned to be

circumscribed during the first stage of its immortal career by the

fearful curse of God; but it is the beautiful and appropriate scene

of human endeavor and trial, of human aspiration and success,

on which we are fully persuaded that the tendcrest blessing of
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to you—because it is right that it should. The thought of

“doing penance" is a perversion of the truth. But it may be

necessary to separate one’s self from others occasionally.
jesus did this at times: he went into the wilderness or out on

the sea, but he returned again to his work.
The one who accomplishes the most in life will be the one

who is unceasinglydoing good to others; the one who becomes
strong without taking thought of self—simply working be-
cause he loves to work, doing good because he loves to do good,
always working from the highest impulse (which invariably
comes from within) rather than from any impression from
\\’ltll(‘.'11l. There is nothing strange or mysterious about this.
The secret of power is open to all. Any one who chooses may
become perfectly strong and well. Failure is due to our having
established certain habits in the past that we find hard to re-

linquish. The old habits having brought us so little, why
.should we continue to hold them when the new course offers
so much? Wliy should we not claim for ourselves that which
legitimately belongs to us? It is by persevcring———knowing
that we can do, knowing that we can bc—that we shall attain
our desires. This is the secret of power—to go right to the
heart of things and work outward to the circumference of life.

 @

THI-I earth is not the prison-house of a race condemned to be
circuinscribed during the first stage of its immortal career by the
fearful curse of (iod ; but it is the l.>ca.utiful and appropriate scene

of human endeavor and trial. of human aspiration and success.

on which we are fully persuaded that the tenderest blessing of
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THE TRUTH.

BY F. EDWIN ELWELL.

Over the brink of yon hill

I see the setting sun

Drop out of sight.

As honest labor's done.

The wind goes howling by.

And the clear orbed moon

Is flecked with rushing cloud;

Snow glistens on the doon.

Alone in Nature's wildest mood

Is better far than cities' crowd,

Where all is maddened rush

And money's strong and loud;

Where callow youths dress fine,

With brainless heads aside

And walk that is not man's,

But a foolish, useless stride.

Man's made to live as man,

In simnle. honest wavs.
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THE TRUTH.

BY F. EDWIN 15Lw1«:I.1..

Over the brink of yon hill
I see the setting sun

Drop out of sight,
As honest lal)or's (lone.

The wind goes howling by,
And the clear orhed moon

Is fleckecl with rushing Clmul:
Snow glistcns on the doon.

Alone in Nature's wildest I‘l‘]()r‘.1l
ls hotter far than citics' crowd,
\\’here all is m:ul<lcne<l rush
And money’s strong and loud;

Where callow youths dress fine,
W'itl1 brainless heads aside

’ z\n(l walk that is not man's,
hit a foolish, useless stride.

M.'m’s made to live as man,

In simnle. honest wnvs.



THE CHURCH OF THE FUTURE.

BY ADELLE WILLIAMS WRIGHT.

To those who have given any attention to the subject it

must be evident that a strong wave of spiritual thought is

sweeping over the world at the present time, carrying us with

irresistible force onward to higher and better things. A new era

has dawned, which we may very properly term "The Age of

Spiritual Truth." Its influence is permeating every department

of life and is felt both in the churches and outside of them. Not

only in the liberal churches, but even in the most conservative,

there is a stronger disposition than ever before to get at the

truth; and this is evinced by the many controversies and strug-

gles that arise over matters of belief and in regard to discard-

ing old dogmas. It is also felt strongly in the political field,

and in no way perhaps is this spiritual evolution more distinctly

manifest than in the rapidly spreading principles of Socialistic

philosophy.

But aside from all systems of worship and all parties, there

is evident a growing disposition to inquire into those things

which pertain directly or indirectly to the soul's welfare. It is

as if an unseen hand had been at work scattering seeds of

spiritual thought, which are everywhere springing into active

life and lifting us onto higher planes.

As the last era has been marked by splendid achievements

in things that are the outgrowth of mental advancement, so the
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THE CHURCH OF THE FUTURE.

BY ADELLE WILLIAMS WRIGHT.

To those who have given any attention to the subject it
must be evident that a strong wave of spiritual thought is
sweeping over the world at the present time, carrying us with
irresistible force onward to higher and better things. A new era

has dawned, which we may very properly term “The Age of
Spiritual Truth.” Its influence is permeating every department
of life and is felt both in the churches and outside of them. Not
only in the liberal churches, but even in the most conservative,
there is a stronger disposition than ever before to get at the
truth; and this is evinced by the many controversies and strug-
gles that arise over matters of belief and in regard to discard-
ing old dogmas. It is also felt strongly in the political field,
and in no way perhaps is this spiritual evolution more distinctly
manifest than in the rapidly spreading principles of Socialistic
philosophy.

But aside from all systems of worship and all parties, there
is evident a growing disposition to inquire into those things
which pertain directly or indirectly to the soul’s welfare. It is
as if an unseen hand had been at work scattering seeds of
spiritual thought, which are everywhere springing into active
life and lifting us onto higher planes.

As the last era has been marked by splendid achievements
in things thatare the outgrowth of mental advancement, so the
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more careful and competent instruction along these higher

lines. This is certainly in accordance with the universal law

of progress, for, however important we may consider the de-

velopment of the mind, we must all feel that of the soul to be

infinitely more imperative.

Religion, being only another name for that portion of Truth

which pertains more particularly to this higher development, is,

like all truth, absolute and unchanging. '1 he various doc-

trines promulgated in her name are only man's interpretation

of religion. It is incorrect to speak of the Christian faith,

the Buddhist, the Mohammedan, etc., as so many different

religions. The same great truth underlies them all, and this

truth is Religion. It is given to man in that form in which he

is best fitted to receive it, and in the manner that will appeal

most forcibly to him. Religion may be likened to a mighty tree

that no storm can uproot, while a vigorous stirring of the soil

about its roots only serves to aid its more rapid growth. It

implies, above everything else, harmony with the divine at-

tributes of the Universal Mind, and the better we understand

it the more completely shall we be able to live "in tune with

the Infinite" and the more nearly shall we approach the perfect

life.

In spite of all their errors and superstitions, in spite of all

the accumulated rubbish of forms and creeds with which they

are burdened, there can be no doubt that the churches have

really done more for the development of spiritual thought than

any other agency—not because of any doctrines they have

sought to establish, but because they have all striven to cul-

tivate the religious instinct, which is the highest instinct that

man possesses.

But, powerful as the denominational churches of the past

have been, the time mnsf pvpnhinllv rnme when thrnncrli a
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more careful and competent instruction along these higher
lines. This is certainly in accordance with the universal law
of progress, for, however important we may consider the de-
velopment of themind, we must all feel that of the soul to be
infinitelymore imperative.

Religion, beingonly another name for thatportion of Truth
which pertains more particularly to this higher development, is,
like all truth, absolute and unchanging. 'lhe various doc-
trines promulgated in her name are only man’s interpretation
of religion. It is incorrect to speak of the Christian faith,
the Buddhist, the Mohammedan, etc., as so many different
religions. The same great truth underlies them all, and this
truth is Religion. It is given to man in that form in which he
is best fitted to receive it, and in the manner that will appeal
most forcibly to him. Religion may be likened to a mighty tree
that no storm can uproot, while a vigorous stirring of the soil
about its roots only serves to aid its more rapid growth. It
implies, above everything else, harmony with the divine at-
tributes of the Universal Mind, and the better we understand
it the more completely shall we be able to live “in tune with
the Infinite” and the more nearly shall we approach the perfect
life.

In spite of all their errors and superstitions, in spite of all
the accumulated rubbish of forms and creeds with which they
are burdened, there can be no doubt that the churches have
really done more for the development of spiritual thought than
any other agency-—-not because of any doctrines they have
sought to establish, but because they have all striven to cul-
tivate the religious instinct, which is the highest instinct that
man possesses.

But, powerful as the denominational churches of the past
have ligém tgiktime must evenhmllv come when thrmnnrh :1
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of this change can be felt in the greater tolerance and broader

charity extended by all denominations toward one another. It

is probable that the first important result, foreshadowing the

final union of all churches, will be the uniting of the so-

called liberal churches upon such grounds as are common to all,

allowing minor distinctions to remain in the background as

matters of individual belief.

There seems to be no good reason why, for example, Uni-

tarians, Universalists, Christian Scientists, and advanced

Spiritualists (as contradistinguished from Spiritists) should

remain separate and distinct organizations; and their union is

only a matter of time. They hold practically the same opinions

concerning the existence of evil, the progressive condition of

the future life, man's relation to God, and many other questions

of a purely spiritual nature; while upon those that pertain to

social and economic problems the most advanced thinkers in

every denomination are in harmony.

The different shades of opinion held concerning the

"miraculous" origin of Christ are not of sufficiently vital im-

portance to stand in the way of progressive and united effort

for the good of humanity. All liberal churches accept Jesus as

a great teacher, while in the truest and broadest sense they

consider every child brought into the world as of divine origin.

The church of the future shall be founded upon Truth, not only

as taught by Christ but also as revealed through many others,

and most of all to every soul according to its special needs.

We shall learn to recognize Truth from whatever source it

comes, and to know that God speaks to man just as truly and as

forcibly through other lips to-day as He did through those of

the Nazarene. More than this, the tmth that comes to us to-

(LlV must, according fn Hint Imv wViirV i Vine pvpr cppmprl tn
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of this change can be felt in the greater tolerance and broader
charity extended by all denominations toward one another. It
is probable that the first important result, foreshadowing the
final union of all churches, will be the uniting of the so-

called Iibcralchurches upon such grounds as are common to all.
allowing minor distinctions to remain in the background as

matters of individual belief.
There seems to be no good reason why, for example, Uni-

tarians, Universalists, Christian Scientists, and advanced
Spiritualists (as contradistinguished from Spiritists) should
remain separate and distinct organizations; and their union is
only a matter of time. They hold practicallythe same opinions
concerning the existence of evil, the progressive condition of
the future life, man’s relation to God, and many other questions
of a purely spiritual nature: while upon those that pertain to

social and economic problems the most advanced thinkers in

every denomination are in harmony.
The diFferent shades of opinion held concerning the

“miraculous" origin of Christ are not of sufficiently vital im-
portance to stand in the way of progressive and united effort
for the good of humanity. All liberal churches accept Jesus as

a great teacher, while in the truest and broadest sense they
consider every child brought into the world as of divine origin.
The church of the future shall be founded upon Truth,not only
as taught by Christ but also as revealed through many others.
and most of all to every soul according to its special needs.
We shall learn to recognize Truth from whatever source it
comes, and to know thatGod speaks to man just as truly and as

forcibly through other lips to—day as He did through those of
the Nazarene. More than this, the truth that comes to us to-
(i.'lV must. ac orrlin_o' tn that law wliirh ha: pvpr crapvmpri tn
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the man Jesus who was sent to be a light unto the world, but the

Spirit of Truth that spoke through him. It has been speaking

constantly through the mouths of other mediums ever since,

and never more plainly than to-day. Some time, somewhere, it

shall indeed guide every soul "into all truth."

Let us, then, welcome all efforts, from whatever source,

that have for their object the betterment of human conditions

and human life. There is no such thing as a great work or a

small work, so far as individuals are concerned. The humblest

toiler in the vineyard has just as important a service to perform

as one whom the world calls great.

The liberal churches are doing much in the way of educa-

ting the people to a better understanding of man's oneness with

God. It is no longer considered blasphemous to speculate con-

cerning the Divine attributes, and the more we study these the

more clearly do we recognize the Fatherhood of God—through

perceiving which we are led to an acknowledgment of the

Brotherhood of Man. The practical as well as theoretical ac-

ceptance of this great truth, though it may be a long time in

coming, will certainly be required before the establishment of

the Universal Church, for it is upon the principles of altruistic

philosophy that this Church shall rest. To such a Church will

come all who are enrolled under the banner of Christian Social-

ism, for to these the universal brotherhood is more than creeds

and dogmas; and gradually all sectarian churches will grow

into harmony with these principles and be gathered into one

fold. All great social problems will be solved, or cease to an-

noy, when all shall recognize the brotherhood of all.

When established upon these broad principles it is not to be

supposed that the energies of such a Church will be devoted to

the promulgation of any particular theoretical doctrines, but

rather shall it strive to cultivate that germ of religious instinct
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the man Jesus who was sent to be a light unto the world, but the
Spirit of Truth that spoke through him. It has been speaking
constantly through the mouths of other mediums ever since.
and never more plainly than to—day. Some time, somewhere. it
shall indeed guide every soul “into all truth.”

Let us, then, welcome all efforts, from whatever source,
that have for their object the betterment of human conditions
and human life. There is no such thing as a great work or a

small work, so far as individuals are concerned. The humblest
toiler in the vineyard has just as important a service to perform
as one whom the world calls great.

The liberal churches are doing much in the way of educa-
ting the people to a better understanding of man’s oneness with
God. It is no longer considered blaspliemous to speculate con-

cerning the Divine attributes, and the more we study these the
more clearly do we recognize the Fatherhood of God—through
perceiving which we are led to an acknowledgment of the
Brotherhood of Man. The practical as well as theoretical ac-

ceptance of this great truth, though it may he a long time in
coming, will certainly be required before the establislnnent of
the Universal Church, for it is upon the principles of altruistic
philosophy that this Church shall rest. To such a Church will
come all who are enrolled under the banner of Christian Social-
ism, for to these the universal ln°otlierlioo(l is more than creeds
and dogmas; and gradually all sectarian churches will grow
into harmony with these principles and he gathered into one

fold. All great social problems will be solved. or cease to an-

noy, when all shall recognize the brotherhood of all.
When established upon these broad principles it is not to be

supposed that the energies of such a Church will be devoted to
the promulgation of any particular theoretical doctrines, but
rather‘shall it strive to cultivate that germ of religious instinct
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thus far they have been instrumental for good. Their fault

has been that they have also sought to govern and direct the

current of thought into narrow channels, to fetter and trammel

the intellect, to stifle the spirit of inquiry, and to set bounds to

the field of investigation. It is man's prerogative to think for

himself, and no man, however gifted, has a divine commission

to control another's opinions.

Among the most notable features that shall distinguish the

future Church will be the absence of ceremonial forms and a

higher understanding of the meaning of true worship. There

will be no more instructing of the Deity, and no more explana-

tions in regard to human needs and human conditions; no

importunities even for spiritual blessings, and no abject pros-

trations of mind or body. Tn the place of all these we shall

have the expression of lofty aspirations, the striving toward

higher ideals, the spirit of joy and thanksgiving; while above

all shall be manifest a firm and abiding faith that what is best

for us will come to pass.

In truth it is quite possible to find, among the advanced

churches of to-day, very many of the characteristics of the ideal

Church already present. These features become more notice-

able every year; every day the spiritual light of the world grows

brighter, and it requires no great prophetic vision to discern

the dawning of that glorious morn when not the hills and val-

leys of old Judea alone shall resound with the song of victory,

but from mountain-top to mountain-top, in every land and

in every clime, shall reecho the strains of that first Christmas

anthem—"Peace on earth; good will to men." For this, the

old, old story, whose meaning has never yet been fully grasped,

qIiaII ctlll lip flip ctr»ctipI f\f flip TsTpur TVcr»<M-icoiirvt-i
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thus far they have been instrumental for good. Their fault
has been that they have also sought to govern and direct the
current of thought into narrow channels, to fetter and trammel
the intellect, to stifle the spirit of inquiry, and to set bounds to
the field of investigation. It is man’s prerogative to think for
himself, and no man, however gifted, has a divine commission
to control another’s opinions.

Among the most notable features that shall distinguish the
future Church will be the absence of ceremonial forms and a

higher understanding of the meaning of true worship. There
will be no more instructing of the Deity, and no more explana-
tions in regard_to human needs and human conditions; no

importunities even for spiritual blessings, and no abject pros~
trations of mind or body. In the place of all these we shall
have the expression of lofty aspirations, the striving toward
higher ideals, the spirit of joy and thanksgiving;while above
all shall be manifest a firm and abiding faith that what is best
for us will come to pass.

In truth it is quite possible to find, among the advanced
churches of to-day, very many of the characteristicsof the ideal
Church already present. These features become more notice-
able every year; every day the spiritual light of theworld grows
brighter, and it requires no great prophetic vision to discern
the dawning of that glorious morn when not the hills and val-
leys of old Judea alone shall resound with the song of victory,
but from mountain—top to mountain—top, in every land and
in every clime, shall reécho t_he strains of that first Christmas
anthem—“Peaceon earth; good will to men.” For this, the
old, old story, whose meaning has never yet been fully grasped,
Chan Grill hp H19 (Yncnnl nil: H14: ‘Kinny n;ChDfiCO+;fifi
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MEMORY AND IMPRESSIONS.

BY ALWYN M. THURBER.

Let him who hath a good memory be assured that his gift

is a priceless one. The thinker who hath the will to keep his

memory undimmed and active is an adept. The pupil in school,

the messenger with ears and eyes alert, the accountant, the

orator—all who fill places of trust and seek knowledge and are

looked up to as responsible factors in the various thought cir-

cles are adepts to the degree that they are masters from within,

masters of their trend and quality of thought, masters and

keepers only of such memories as are worthy and beneficial

to themselves; and of such people volumes of praise could be

written. They are the ones who make history, who sway the

masses, and who plant seeds of reform in fertile places.

But very closely allied to our faculty for remembering de-

tails and scenes is our proneness to impression. A single

word may leave an impression with us that cannot be effaced

by years. We may not have understood the word correctly;

yet, though we learn our mistake later, the first impression will

hover about us for months after. Memory is the storehouse,

and our impressions are the minutiae ofourexperiences stamped

upon our minds in various shadings and colorings, according

to our thought associations or habits of thinking. A good

memory helps to preserve and quicken all our other gifts. The

inventor, though he may observe only casually a complicated

mechanism, sometimes catches at sight a dozen principles or
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MEMORY AND IMPRESSIONS.

BY ALWYN M. THURBER.

Let him who hath a good memory be assured that his gift
is a priceless one. The thinkerwho hath the will to keep his

memory undimmed and active is an adept. The pupil in school,
the messenger with ears and eyes alert, the accountant, the
orator—all who fill places of trust and seek knowledge and are

looked up to as responsible factors in the various thought cir-
cles are adepts to the degree that they are masters from within.
masters of their trend and quality of thought, masters and
keepers only of such memories as are worthy and beneficial
to themselves; and of such people volumes of praise could be
written. They are the ones who make history, who sway the
masses, and who plant seeds of reform in fertile places.

But very closely allied to our faculty for rememberingde-
tails and scenes is our proneness to impression. A single
word may leave an impression with us that cannot be effaced
by years. We may not have understood the word correctly;
yet, though we learn our mistake later, the first impression will
hover about us for months after. Memory is the storehouse,
and our impressions are the minutiae ofourexperiences stamped
upon our minds in various shadings and colorings, according
to our thought associations or habits of thinking. A good
memory helps to preserve and quicken all our other gifts. The
inventor, though he may observe only casually a complicated
mechanism, sometimes catches at sight a dozen principles or
details (Tl: mnfinn and in Hi: fnhn-A cfnriu in olsln 6-n :01-urn-r\\1¢I
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dence of memory. "Tt is my impression," says one, "that the

incident you name has taken place." So subtle—and we might

say meddlesome—is the thought-laden ether about us that the

impression we have may be very far from correct. We absorb

unconsciously and give out to others accordingly. The adept

or master mind must needs understand this, and by habitual

demonstration be able to know at all times whereof he speaks.

We can look back and enumerate many an odd impression

of our early days. They came most frequently to us in school,

when the mental states were most active. I remember reading

for the first time Campbell's famous poem, beginning:

"On Linden, when the sun was low,

All bloodless lay the untrodden snow."

Being a lad of deep sympathies and keen imagination, the

impression upon my memory was the reverse of the idea in-

tended to be conveyed. The terms "bloodless" and "untrod-

den" were beyond me, while "blood" is one of the first words

of moment that enter a child's understanding. So, accepting

my first impression, I saw with the quickness of a flashlight a

field of snow covered with gore, and, to carry the dread of

warfare to a rational sequence, I clothed the scene with a

glamour of leaden twilight instead of sunlight—all because

the text was just a trifle beyond my understanding. I never

recall the poem with an entire absence of that early and erro-

neous impression.

About that age I was living with a family of farmers, and

in those days cheese-making was a common household duty.

At intervals my foster-mother would ascend to the upper room

where the cakes of cheese were kept and rub some oily sub-

stance over them. With a child's inquisitiveness I asked what

the Stuff was. In those (lavs manv a shnrr-rnr was resorrerl tn
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dence of memory. “It is my impression,” says one, “that the
incident you name has taken place.” So subtle—and we might
say meddlesome—is the thought-laden ether about us that the
impression we have may be very far from correct. We absorb
unconsciously and give out to others accordingly. The adept
or master mind must needs understand this, and by habitual
demonstration be able to know at all times whereof he speaks.

We can look back and enumerate many an odd impression
of our early days. They came most frequently to us in school,
when the mental states were most active. I remember reading
for the first time Campbell’s famous poem, beginning:

“On Linden, when the sun was low,
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow.”

Being a lad of deep sympathies and keen imagination, the
impression upon my memory was the reverse of the idea in-
tended to be conveyed. The terms “bloodless” and “untrod-
den” were beyond me, while “blood” is one of the first words
of moment that enter a child’s understanding. So, accepting
my first impression, I saw with the quickness of a flashlight a

field of snow covered with gore, and, to carry the dread of
warfare to a rational sequence,_ I clothed the scene with a

glamour of leaden twilight instead of sunlight—all because
the text was just a trifle beyond my understanding. I never

recall the poem with an entire absence of that early and erro-

neous impression.
About that age I was living with a familyof farmers, and

in those days cheese-making was a common household duty.
At intervals my foster-mother would ascend to the upper room

where the cakes of cheese were kept and rub some oily sub—
stance over them. With a child's inquisitiveness I asked what
the stuff was. In those davs manv :1 shnrf-cut was resorted to
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and ever after I clung to the poison theory with a boyish zeal

befitting a more important cause.

In a room we have frequented for months may hang a pic-

ture of no particular value. But let that picture be removed,

and we miss it vaguely, though we cannot tell exactly what is

absent. Your friend has had his mustache removed. Though

you may have met him daily, you must study hard to recall just

how he had been wearing his beard. This is the memory of

vision, which is thoughtless and wordless—habits of associa-

tion that are constantly impressing us with the details of our

surroundings. A typewriter may be an expert operator and

yet lie unable to locate all the keys of his machine on a .blank

diagram. This is the memory of motion and vision combined,

and is almost automatic in its nature.

The child gets an impression that God is a person because

its parents appeal to Him for personal favors. Undertake to

deny the youthful thinker this privilege of opinion and you are

in danger of making an agnostic of him. We scarcely dream

what children do remember and what a strange construction

they will sometimes put upon what we tell them. The first

work of fiction I ever read I absorbed as literal truth. The fact

that all the events and counter-events in the story taught an

excellent lesson was much to my advantage. To-day it is

not altogether pleasant to admit, even to myself, that my first

novel was not literally true. I can even now disport myself

with those early impressions and get good out of them. Must

we be twice told to put the choicest of fiction before the child

of tender years?

We get some very marked impressions when reading the

books of different authors. A work composed when its

writer is depressed or in an indifferent mood, even though his

words arc skilled in logic, depresses us in ways we cannot
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and ever after I clung to the poison theory with a boyish zeal

befittinga more important cause.

In a room we have frequented for months may hang a pic-
ture of no particular value. But let that picture be removed,
and we miss it vaguely, though we cannot tell exactly what is
absent. Your friend has had his mustache removed. Though
you may have met him daily,you must study hard to recall just
how he had been wearing his beard. This is the memory of
vision, which is thoughtless and wordless—habits of associa-
tion that are constantly impressing us with the details of our

surroundings. A typewriter may be an expert operator and
yet be unable to locate all the keys of his machine on a,blank
diagram. This is the memory of motion and vision combined,
and is almost automaticin its nature.

The child gets an impression that God is a person because
its parents appeal to Him for personal favors. Undertake to

deny the youthful thinkerthis privilege of opinion and you are

in danger of making an agnostic of him. VVe scarcely dream
what children do remember and what a strange construction
they will sometimes put upon what we tell them. The first
work of fiction I ever read I absorbed as literal truth. The fact
that all the events and counter-events in the story taught an

excellent lesson was much to my advantage. To-day it is
not altogether pleasant to admit, even to myself, that my first
novel was not literally true. I can even now disport myself
with those early impressions and get good out of them. Must
we be twice told to put the choicest of fiction before the child
of tender years?

VVe get some very marked impressions when reading the
books of different authors. A work composed when its
writer is depressed or in an indifferent mood, even though his
words are skilled in logic, depresses us in ways we cannot
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appear in the words of the text, how do we sense it? We may

write a letter that has no heart or spirit in it: it goes wide of the

mark. Great historic truths have come down to us clothed in

the simplest words: they endure because they were born under

great stress of illumination. The impressions the world gets

from them are uplifting, and in that sense they are both creative

and divine.

Back of the theory of memory is a truth that some may

have overlooked. A word spoken falsely does not impress

the listener as does a true word. The secret intent of the

speaker that lies back of the untrue assertion puts a negative

sound into it, and so trained are certain shrewd business men

that from habit they unconsciously forget the false story and

remember the true one. They seem to make allowances for

about so much drift-talk from others, and they sift and sort

accordingly, because business hours do not admit of their

troubling themselves overmuch about the moral acumen of

those with whom they are dealing. A memory pent up in

anger, if nursed and kept to one's self in secret, will depress

the soul and turn the blood to bile. Is not the letting go of

personal differences vastly better than burdening our memories

with them?

In a moment of repose some strain of music ripples through

your consciousness. You have heard the air many months be-

fore. Where has that memory been all this time? Some pecu-

liar mood, which in some way resembles the mental state you

were in when you heard the music, may have revived the

memory. It is frequently true, however, that if you try to hum

the tune the air vanishes from your memory like a flitting

fnnrv TVif» QnnnH nf vmtr unir-o Ar\t»c nr\t V»i*-*vi^^i;.»*» .,..' t K *U«
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appear in the words of the text, how do we sense it? VVe may
write a letter thathas no heart or spirit in it: it goes wide of the
mark. Great historic truths have come down to us clothed in
the simplest words: they endure because they were born under
great stress of illumination. The impressions the world gets
from them are uplifting,and in thatsense theyare both creative
and divine.

Back of the theory of memory is a truth that some may
have overlooked. A word spoken falsely does not impress
the listener as does a true word. The secret intent of the
speaker that lies back of the untrue assertion puts a negative
sound into it, and so trained are certain shrewd business men

that from habit they unconsciously forget the false story and
remember the true one. They seem to make allowances for
about so much drift-talk from others, and they sift and sort

accordingly, because business hours do not admit of their
troubling themselves overmuch about the moral acumen of
those with whom they are dealing. A memory pent up in
anger, if nursed and kept to one’s self in secret, will depress
the soul and turn the blood to bile. Is not the letting go of
personal differences vastly better than burdening our memories
with them?

In a moment of repose some strain of music ripples through
your consciousness. You have heard the air many months be-
fore. Where has that memory been all this time? Some pecu-
liar mood, which in some way resembles the mental state you
were in when you heard the music, may have revived the
memory. It is frequently true, however, that if you try to hum
the tune the air vanishes from your memory like a flitting
fanrv, Tl1P cnnnrl ni vnnr vnirn rlnm: nnf l-can-nan.-I-us ".244. 41....
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structed by the composer. Were this so there would be no

melody in it, and no stamp of originality upon it; there would

be no inspiring echo accompanying it to touch the longing

hearts of a nation. It is nothing more nor less than a memory

wafted hither from the spheres. Some sensitive soul, in a

moment of intense inner love, has caught the strain and given

it out, imperfectly perhaps, to mankind as a direct message

from God.

The same is true of a poem that becomes a classic, or any

so-called discovery in science, or a maxim that wise men quote

for ages: not one of these, strictly speaking, is the product of

the human, earthly mind. They are but memories thrown off

into the universal thought-ether by races superior to ours that

may exist or have existed elsewhere in creation. Even then

they come not to us as gifts from other intellects, but as mes-

sages from a wise Deity—the eternal, living Source, whence

cometh all things glorious and comforting. It only remains

for us to receive these things in the spirit in which they are

given. Once we become conscious that in the simplest melody

that touches the peasant heart there is a truth—in the humblest

saying of a Saviour a glimmer of salvation—heaven is ours

here and now; and as we pass from the visible to the invisible

we leave memories behind that are divine in the degree that we

have received them from out the great reservoir of things

eternal.

A person asks you to name a certain author. Had you

been about to speak the name on your own account you could

have done so readily; but the request of your friend is so abrupt

that, try as you may, you cannot think of the name, though it is

quite familiar. Relax a little and cease trying, and the name

occurs to you when you least expect it.

But, like all other blessings, that of memory is subject to
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structed by the composer. Were this so there would be no

melody in it, and no stamp of originality upon it; there would
be no inspiring echo accompanying it to touch the longing
hearts of a nation. It is nothing more nor less than a memory
wafted hither from the spheres. Some sensitive soul, in a

moment of intense inner love, has caught the strain and given
it out, imperfectly perhaps, to mankind as a direct message
from God.

The same is true of a poem that becomes a classic, or any
so-called discovery in science, or a maxim that wise men quote
for ages: not one of these, strictly speaking, is the product of
the human, earthly mind. They are but memories thrown off
into the universal thought-etherby races superior to ours that
may exist or have existed elsewhere in creation. Even then
they come not to us as gifts from other intellects, but as mes-

sages from a wise Deity—the eternal, living Source, whence
cometh all things glorious and comforting. It only remains
for us to receive these things in the spirit in which they are

given. Once we become conscious that in the simplest melody
that touches the peasant heart there is a truth—in the humblest
saying of a Saviour a glimmer of salvation—heaven is ours

here and now; and as we pass from the visible to the invisible
we leave memories behind that are divine in the degree that we

have received them from out the great reservoir of things
eternal.

A person asks you to name a certain author. Had you
been about to speak the name on your own account you could
have done so readily;but the request of your friend is so abrupt
that, try as you may, you cannot thinkof the name, though it is
quite familiar. Relax a little and cease trying, and the name

occurs to you when you least expect it.

Bpthhikezgall other blessings, that of memory is subject to
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bering names has been lessened. We should never admit such

things for one moment. Our New Thought literature is filled

with such admonitions. Speak a word, however trivial, and it

impresses itself with fidelity upon the mind, and will even help

to change the color of the soul-aura for good or ill. Should

we be guilty of an admission of lack at any time?

One's memory is strengthened by faith. Many a time has a

valuable thought come flitting into my mind, and my early habit

was to seize a pencil and jot it down lest it escape my memory.

This is not my habit now. Somehow I feel assured that the

thought will recur to me whenever I may need it. If I

thoroughly believe this, at the most opportune moment the

idea is ready on my pen-point, clothed perhaps in a better garb

than when it first occurred to me. Where has the idea been

during my neglect of it? Under the mother-wing of Faith—

the goddess of Truth and preserver of nations. If one has

faith in abundance, every faculty, gift, and desire can be

fortified and kept in trim for immediate action.

We are told that wc possess a conscious and a subconscious

memory. Then in mental nature we must be dual. Suppose

you are busy counting a pile of paper slips. While doing so

your mind wanders to other things. Coming suddenly back

to yourself you find the counting going on just the same, with-

out error or interruption. Who or what has been doing the

counting while you in your conscious mind were absent? Sup-

pose some very happy idea had occurred to you during that

brief interval—an idea in mechanism, say, that proves profit-

able to the world. Ever afterward, when recalling the moment

the thought dawned upon you, the fact that you were just then

busy counting paper slips would be an inseparable part of the

recollection. Wc might enumerate many other phases of mind

phenomena—from the troublesome loss of memory whereby
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bering names has been lessened. We should never admit such
things for one moment. Our New Thought literature is filled
with such admonitions. Speak a word, however trivial, and it
impresses itself with fidelity upon the mind, and will even help
to change the color of the soul-aura for good or ill. Should
we be guilty of an admission of lack at any time?

One’s memory is strengthenedby faith. Many a time has a

valuable thoughtcome flitting into my mind, and my early habit
was to seize a pencil and jot it down lest it escape my memory.
This is not my habit now. Somehow I feel assured that the
thought will recur to me whenever I may need it. If I
thoroughly believe this, at the most opportune moment the
idea is ready on my pen-point, clothed perhaps in a better garb
than when it first occurred to me. \Vhere has the idea been
during my neglect of it? Under the mother-wing of Faith—
the goddess of Truth and preserver of nations. If one has
faith in abundance, every faculty, gift, and desire can be
fortified and kept in trim for immediate action.

We are told that we possess a conscious and a subconscious
memory. Then in mental nature we must be dual. Suppose
you are busy counting a pile of paper slips. VVhiledoing so

your mind wanders to other things. Coming suddenly back
to yourself you find the counting going on just the same, with-
out error or interruption. Who or what has been doing the
counting whileyou in your conscious mind were absent? Sup-
pose some very happy idea had occurred to you during that
brief interval—an idea in mechanism, say, that proves profit-
able to the world. Ever afterward, when recalling the moment
the thought dawned upon you, the fact that you were just then
busy counting paper slips would be an inseparable part of the
recollection. Vt/e might enumerate many other phases of mind
phenomena—from the troublesome loss of memory whereby
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all of which are as mysterious as the ways of a beneficent

Providence.

Now, a word or two about the preservation and the impair-

ment of memory. Were I to choose from a hundred ways of

impairment, my first mention would be the habitual reading

of newspaper paragraphs. Many people have acquired a dis-

taste for a half-column article in the public prints. The short

items, seductively arranged to catch the eye, are read hastily

and a dozen or more subjects crowded into the mind in as

many minutes. When the paper is thrown aside with the more

important articles unread, more encouraged than ever has be-

come our habit of momentary sense-gratification, or love of

going swiftly from one thing to another. Next to this habit

is the promiscuous reading of signs and the catch-phrases of

advertisers. We read and re-read the familiar letterings upon

the bill-boards, the placards in the street-cars, and the glaring

headlines in the newspapers. It becomes in time a positive

relief to go out into the woods and gaze upon natural things

whose beauties and verities do not need to be arrayed before us

in painted or printed words.

We hear a great deal about concentration—the habit of

doing one thing well, thinking one thing at a time, performing

one piece of work to the positive exclusion of all others. Have

we really ever tried to learn the alphabet of this mighty theme?

So gratifying is all sense-life to the young—so much love of

novelty enters into the life of the child blest with rosy cheeks

and a buoyant spirit—that racing from one thing to another is

as natural as breathing. Continue to indulge the child over-

much, and the novelty of its entertainment must be increased

and intensified, until, at last, sleep overcomes its tired little

body and mind, and Nature steps in and asserts her rights.
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all of which are as mysterious as the ways of a beneficent
Providence.

Now, a word or two about the preservation and the impair-
ment of memory. Were I to choose from a hundred ways of
impairment, my first mention would be the habitual reading
of newspaper paragraphs. Many people have acquired a.dis—
taste for a half—column article in the public prints. The short
items, seductively arranged to catch the eye, are read hastily
and a dozen or more subjects crowded into the mind in as

many minutes. When the paper is thrown aside with the more

important articles unread, more encouraged than ever has be-
come our habit of momentary sense-gratification, or love of
going swiftly from one thing to another. Next to this habit
is the promiscuous reading of signs and the catch—phrases of
advertisers. VVe read and re-read the familiar letterings upon
the bill-boards, the placards in the street-cars, and the glaring
headlines in the newspapers. It becomes in time a positive
relief to go out into the woods and gaze upon natural things
whose beautiesand verities do not need to be arrayed before us

in painted or printed words.
We hear a great deal about conceutration—the habit of

doing one thingwell, thinkingone thingat a time, performing
one piece of work to the positive exclusion of all others. Have
we really ever tried to learn the alphabet of this mighty theme?
So gratifying is all sense-life to the young—so much love of
novelty enters into the life of the child blest with rosy cheeks
and a buoyant spirit—that racing from one thing to another is
as natural as breathing. Continue to indulge the child over-

much, and the novelty of its entertainment must be increased
and intensified, until, at last, sleep overcomes its tired little

body mipél, and Nature stepsin and asserts her. rights-
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imaginary and real, that our memories take on a sort of nega-

tive blur rather than a condition of normal growth. True, the

habit of concentration can be abused, and the mind become

dethroned by dwelling too long upon one idea or set of ideas;

but there exists a "happy medium" between all extremes.

Relaxation even during moments of great concern has been

the salvation of many a person that otherwise might have fallen

in early defeat. If your memory has an interval of vacancy

during which all seems blank and spiritless, close your eyes and

let all things go for a time. An hour, a day, or even a week

may be necessary to permit the tired forces to catch up. When

you resume your work, observe the instant profit arising from

your period of rest! You may now take up and remember

every separate thread of your task; not a single detail is lost,

and the mind's action is normal and complete. Writers and

thinkers upon abstruse subjects are usually very loath to wait;

they count the present moments as precious, frequently to the

defeat of the cause they are serving.

Sentimental persons have sought to condone loss of memory

in the aged. Their eyesight, they tell us, should fail as well.

Their hearing should be less acute, and, in brief, they must

show signs of decrepitude in proportion to their years. When

will the popular mind be taught that there is no "age," except

as we permit it to affect us? Cases are known in which the

memory of centenarians has been found as active as in youth.

Rare instances are these, to be sure, because our popular

theories of age and longevity are different. We set a mile-

stone here, then another, and another, and count them over

from dav to dav until our metnorips cret tnrearlharp frnm nvfr-
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imaginary and real, that our memories take on a sort of nega-
tive blur rather than a condition of normal growth. True, the
habit of concentration can be abused, and the mind become
dethroned by dwelling too long upon one idea or set of ideas;
but there exists a “happy medium” between all extremes.

Relaxation even during moments of great concern has been
the salvation of many a person thatotherwise might have fallen
in early defeat. If your memory has an interval of vacancy
(luring which all seems blank and spiritless, close your eyes and
let all things go for a time. An hour, a day, or even a week
may be necessary to permit the tired forces to catch up. When
you resume your work, observe the instant profit arising from
your period of rest! You may now take up and remember
every separate thread of your task; not a single detail is lost,
and the mind’s action is normal and complete. Writers and
thinkersupon abstruse subjects are usually very loath to wait;
they count the present moments as precious, frequently to the
defeat of the cause they are serving.

Sentimental persons have sought to condone loss of memory
in the aged. Their eyesight, they tell us, should fail as well.
Their hearing should be less acute, and, in brief, they must
show signs of decrepitude in proportion to their years. When
will the popular mind he taught that there is no “age,” except
as we permit it to affect us? Cases are known in which the
memory of centenarians has been found as active as in youth.
Rare instances are these, to be sure, because our popular
theories of age and longevity are different. We set a mile-
stone here, then another, and another, and count them over

from (lav to dav until our memories not threadharefrnm nv¢=r—
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is but one life, and that is eternal. Then why reckon upon

"age" at all?

Our memories should become stronger, ever stronger, as

the experiences of our individual careers pile up about us. Our

ability to go deeper into the profounder problems should never

grow less, but broaden hourly. Better by far that we drop out

of the ranks with a smile of youth upon our faces, and with an

unimpaired memory, than to be bent to stooping with erro-

neous teachings, however sincere they may be. Mankind must

learn this lesson, and learn it well. Then the evolution of the

species will be as easy and uninterrupted as the growth of the

petal upon the stem.

We do not realize as wc ought what ministries cluster round

our life, to aid us in being what we may be. Angels, angels every

one, think about us every day, bearing us in their hands and lifting

us up when we arc fallen. Their faces gladden us when we do

well, and grow very sad at us when we sin. Aye! and in some

way tliose that we speak of and think of as in heaven love us still

with all the old love of earth and all the new love of heaven to-

gether.—Robert Collyer.

To me the essence of character means self-possession. If

I can fully possess and fully use all that is in me, I have fulfilled

my destiny. I have indeed sometimes risen to the heights of my

Being, but never been able to make my abode there.—Mozoomdar.

Man cannot be the only or the highest thing that loves in this

vast universe. There is—there must be—in it some great, deep

heart of sympathy, the infinite counterpart of our faint and feeble

human love.—John James Tayler.
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is but one life, and that is eternal. Then why reckon upon
“age” at all?

Our memories should become stronger, ever stronger, as

the experiences of our individual careers pile up about us. Our
abilityto go deeper into the profounder problems should never

grow less, but broaden hourly. Better by far that we drop out
of the ranks with a smileof youth upon our faces, and with an

unimpaired memory, than to be bent to stooping with erro-

neous teachings, however sincere they may be. Mankind must
learn this lesson, and learn it well. Then the evolution of the
species will be as easy and uninterrupted as the growth of the
petal upon the stem.
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WE do not realize as we ought what ministries cluster round
our life, to aid us in being what we may be. Angels, angels every
one, thinkabout us every day, bearingus in their hands and lifting
us up when we are fallen. Their faces gladden us when we do
well, and grow very sad at us when we sin. Aye! and in some

way those that we speak of and thinkof as in heaven love us still
with all the old love of earth and all the new love of heaven to-

gether.—Robert Collyer.
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To ME the essence of character means self—possession. If
I can fully possess and fully use all that is in me, I have fulfilled
my destiny. I have indeed sometimes risen to the heights of my
Being, but never been able to make my abode there.—Mo:-.-oomdar.
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MAN cannot be the only or the highest thing that loves in this
vast universe. There is—there must be—in it some great, deep
heart of sympathy,the infinite counterpart of our faint and feeble
human love.—John James Tayler.
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

By Isabella Ingalese.

CHAPTER XXII.

THE THIRTIETH OF NOVEMBER.

As time passed, my professional duties seemed to press

more and more heavily upon me, and I began to realize the

need of rest with an entire change of scene and surroundings;

so I made arrangements to visit the northern Pacific coast for

a short time, hoping to recover my failing strength in its in-

vigorating atmosphere. During my absence of six months,

Mata wrote me every week and kept me informed concerning

the things in which she believed me interested. But when the

frosts of autumn began to make all travelers think of their

homes and firesides, I returned, greatly improved in health,

to take up my duties for the coming winter.

The thirtieth of November had come. It was the four-

teenth anniversary of the death of my dear wife, whose image

was still enthroned in my heart and worshiped as devoutly

as on that saddest of all the days of my life when we were

forced apart—she to pass on to a higher sphere of existence

and I to continue life's journey without her sunny presence to

cheer my loneliness.

On the evening of this anniversary I was sitting before the

fire in my study, intending to "watch out" the hours of the

night as I had done every year on the corresponding date

since her death. I had been reading the precious letters she

had written me from school, and was looking at her picture
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MATA THE MAGICIAN.

By ISABELLA INGALESE.

CHAPTER XXII.

THE THIRTIETH 01-‘ NOVEMBER.

As time passed, my professional duties seemed to press
more and more heavily upon me, and I began to realize the
need of rest with an entire change of scene and surroundings;
so I made arrangements to visit the northern Pacific coast for
a short time, hoping to recover my failing strength in its in-
vigorating atmosphere. During my absence of six months,
Mata wrote me every week and kept me informed concerning
the things in which she believed me interested. But when the
frosts of autumn began to make all travelers think of their
homes and firesides, I returned, greatly improved in health,
to take up my duties for the coming winter.

The thirtieth of November had come. It was the four-
teenth anniversary of the death of my dear wife, whose image
was still enthroned in my heart and worshiped as devoutly
as on that saddest of all the days of my life when we were

forced apart—she to pass on to a higher sphere of existence
and I to continue life’s journey without her sunny presence to
cheer my loneliness.

On the evening of this anniversary I was sitting before the
fire in my study, intending to “watch out” the hours of the
night as I had done every year on the corresponding date
since her death. I had been reading the precious letters she
had written me from school, and was looking at her picture
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upon the door. Wondering who desired admission at that

hour, I opened it to find my child, with the strangest look I

had ever seen upon her face, waiting to enter. The sight of

her unusual appearance startled me, and I pulled her into the

room.

"What has happened? Are you ill?" I asked, putting my

finger on her pulse.

"Nothing has happened—yet," she replied; "but it is com-

ing—at midnight—and you must come with me."

Her pulse indicated a condition of intense excitement, and

I considered her delirious.

"What is the matter?" I asked, excitedly.

"I am feeling strangely and want your company in the

observatory."

She had assumed the language, dignity, and appearance

of a person much advanced in years, and her strange behavior

alarmed me.

"It is cold and dark," said I, "and I do not understand

your reason for wishing to go up there at this hour."

The pupils of her eyes had become dilated till they were a

jetty black, and a strange light was shining in them as she

said:

"This is the thirtieth day of November! It was twenty-

one years ago to-night that an event occurred that changed

your whole life. Do you remember it?"

"Yes, I remember," said I, perplexed.

"Then come with me!" she commanded. And without

further objection I followed her as she slowly led the way to

the upper corridor of the house.

There was no moon that night; the stars were obscured by

heavy clouds and the darkness was so intense that I had to

feel my way up the stairway to the observatory, where she
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upon the door. Wondering who desired admission at that
hour, I opened it to find my child, with the strangest look I
had ever seen upon her face, waiting to enter. The sight of
her unusual appearance startled me, and I pulled her into the
room.

“What has happened? Are you ill?” I asked, putting my
finger on her pulse.

“Nothinghas happened——yet,” she replied; “but it is com-

ing——at midnight—and you must come with me.”
Her pulse indicated a condition of intense excitement, and

I considered her delirious.
“What is the matter?” I asked, excitedly.
“I am feeling strangely and want your company in the

observatory.”
She had assumed the language, dignity, and appearance

of a person much advanced in years, and her strange behavior
alarmed me.

“It is cold and dark,” said I, “and I do not understand
your reason for wishing to go up there at this hour.”

The pupils of her eyes had become dilated till they were a

jetty black, and a stran-ge light was shining in them as she
said:

“This is the thirtieth day of November! It was twenty-
one years ago to—night that an event occurred that changed
your whole life. Do you remember it?”

“Yes, I remember,” said I, perplexed.
“Then come with me!” she commanded. And without

further objection I followed her as she slowly led the way to
the upper corridor of the house.

There was no moon that night; the stars were obscured by
heavy clouds and the darkness was so intense that I had to
feel my way up the stairway to the observatory, where she
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form of the child standing in the center of the room in a

listening attitude. Presently the faint tinkle of a hell sounded

in the distance. It came nearer and nearer till it seemed to

be directly over her head. At the same time the light, which

had been so faint at first, grew gradually brighter as the

sound of the bell increased till the whole observatory was

ablaze with it; and the child stood motionless in the midst of

that unearthly halo. The scene was sublime. As I gazed,

entranced, a clock in a distant steeple struck the hour of mid-

night. As the sound of the last stroke died away, Mata began

speaking with a voice that was unnatural to herself but that

reminded me of the peculiar tones of the old Guru. She said:

"Do you remember the work you did for me twenty-one

years ago to-night?"

"Yes," I replied.

"You have fulfilled your promise to the last word, and I

have returned to-night to fulfil mine. From this hour I shall

use this body for functioning here."

"But this is a female body!"

"You should know that all souls are sexless, and that it is

only for the purpose of the reproduction of physical bodies

that the differentiation is made. It is as I desired it to be, and

I will now take possession of my apartments."

I held out the key of the door opening into the rooms from

the corridor below, but with a wave of her hand she refused

it, saying: "I will use the secret stairway."

"The panels are locked and the man who built them did not

teach me how to open them," said I.

Without replying she stepped to the panel at the right and

placed her finger upon what I supposed was a knot in the wood,

when the door slid noiselessly back and disclosed a dark pas-

sageway. She entered and beckoned me to follow. When I
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form of the child standing in the center of the room in a

listening attitude. Presently the faint tinkle of a bell sounded
in the distance. It came nearer and nearer till it seemed to
be directly over her head. At the same time the light, which
had been so faint at first, grew gradually brighter as the
sound of the bell increased till the whole observatory was

ablaze with it;' and the child stood motionless in the midst of
that unearthly halo. The scene was sublime. As I gazed,
entranced, a clock in a distant steeple struck the hour of mid-
night. As the sound of the last stroke died away, Mata began
speaking with a voice that was unnatural to herself but that
reminded me of the peculiar tones of the old Guru. She said:

“Do you remember the work you did for me twenty-one
years ago to-night ?”

“Yes,” I replied.
“You have fulfilled your promise to the last word, and I

have returned to-night to fulfil mine. From this hour I shall
use this body for functioning here.”

“But this is a female body!”
“You should know that all souls are sexless, and that it is

only for the purpose of the reproduction of physical bodies
that the differentiation is made. It is as I desired it to be, and
I will now take possession of my apartments.”

I held out the key of the door opening into the rooms from
the corridor below, but with a wave of her hand she refused
it, saying: “I will use the secret stairway.”

“The panels are locked and the man who built them did not
teach me how to open them,” said I.

Without replying she stepped to the panel at the right and
placed her finger upon what I supposed was a knot in the wood,
when the door slid noiselessly back and disclosed a dark pas-

;sag‘e\v:a,.rU'Slé Entered and beckoned me to follow. When I
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prisoners. I am ashamed to say that, notwithstanding all that

had just occurred, when I heard the click of that lock a great

doubt that we should ever be released came into my mind; and

the impression that this was some kind of an illusion, and it

was only Mata, my own child, who was my companion, obsti-

nately presented itself to me. But silently I followed her to

the bottom of the stairs, knowing the place was perfectly air-

tight and fully realizing the impossibility of being able to get

assistance at that hour of the night. I knew that we could not

live very long in that atmosphere, which had already become

impure, and a sensation of pleasurable anticipation filled my

soul at the prospect of meeting my angel wife within perhaps

a few hours. But my hopes were not to be realized then, for

suddenly I felt a current of pure fresh air upon my face. Then

I knew that Mata had found the secret spring and had opened

the door leading into the sacred apartments.

Still surrounded by that strange blue light, the child step-

ped forward into the center of the room; then she turned

and motioned to me to stop, and I paused just inside the

door. She stooped, and with her tiny finger made the motion

of drawing upon the carpet a circle round herself. As her

little white hand passed over the green velvet carpet a bright

line of phosphorescent light followed it, and in a moment she

was surrounded by a circle of fire.

There stood my daughter, only a half-grown girl, in her

white robe de chambre, just as she had risen from her bed: her

golden hair falling in a mass of tangled curls half way to her

feet, her hands clasped together and raised above her head,

and her body swaying from side to side while she uttered

words incomprehensible to me—but which seemed to produce

wonderful effects.
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prisoners. I am ashamed to say that, notwithstandingall that
had just occurred, when I heard the click of that lock a great
doubt thatwe should ever be released came into my mind ; and
the impression that this was some kind of an illusion, and it
was only Mata, my own child, who was my companion, obsti-
nately presented itself to me. But silently I followed her to
the bottom of the stairs, knowing the place was perfectly air-
tight and fully realizing the impossibilityof being able to get
assistance at thathour of the night. I knew thatwe could not
live very long in that atmosphere, which had already become
impure, and a sensation of pleasurable anticipation filled my
soul at the prospect of meeting my angel wife within perhaps
a few hours. But my hopes were not to be realized then, for
suddenly I felt a current of pure fresh air upon my face. Then
I knew that Mata had found the secret spring and had opened
the door leading into the sacred apartments.

Still surrounded by that strange blue light, the child step-
ped forward into the center of the room; then she turned
and motioned to me to stop, and I paused just inside the
door. She stooped, and with her tiny finger made the motion
of drawing upon the carpet a circle round herself. As her
little white hand passed over the green velvet carpet a bright
line of phosphorescent light followed it, and in a moment she
was surrounded by a circle of fire.

_

There stood my daughter, only a half-grown girl, in her
white robe de chambre, just as she had risen from her bed: her
golden hair falling in a mass of tangled curls half way to her
feet, her hands clasped together and raised above her head,
and her body swaying from side to side while she uttered
words incomprehensible to me—but which seemed to produce
wonderful effects.

I g)]._sneak_ hut was nm-fer-flv rlnmh Thor: T at-
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Soon there appeared in the room, outside of the fiery

circle, what seemed to be millions of sparks. They floated

and scintillated and increased in numbers till the apartment

was filled with them. They had the appearance of tiny fiery

eyes, winking in the most sinister manner at me; and, although

they caused the room to blaze with light, no perceptible heat

was produced by them.

Suddenly the child changed her commanding attitude to

one of supplication. Kneeling, with clasped hands upon her

breast, as if in prayer, she murmured a chant while swaying

her body in rhythmic harmony with the music. But soon the

scene changed. The tiny lights began to disappear, and in a

few moments the room outside the magic circle was filled with

darkness—only around my child's bowed form remained the

blue halo. Then there was a faint sound of melody in the

distance; increasing in volume, it seemed to emanate from

the other end of the room. The child bowed lower and lower

till her forehead rested upon the floor. And now upon the

opposite wall a golden light appeared—identical with that

which had shone round the Ixind of glorious beings who had

taken my wife away fourteen years ago that very hour; and,

as I looked at the picture before me, it seemed as if two large

gates had swung apart and I was gazing into the land of souls.

Through that open gateway I saw the Promised Land.

Its grass was like soft, green velvet; a stream of water danced

and rippled like liquid silver between its flowery banks; groves

of tall, stately trees cast a restful shade over the beautiful

beings who were moving or sitting among them; and on the

hillsides were noble structures composed of something that

looked like illuminated marble, and surrounding them were

shrubberies, vines, and flowers. Winding walks, summer-

houses, and fountains were visible through the rifts in the
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Soon there appeared in the room, outside of the fiery
circle, what seemed to be millions of sparks. They floated
and scintillated and increased in numbers till the apartment
was filled with them. They had the appearance of tiny fiery
eyes, winking in the most sinister manner at me; and, although
they caused the room to blaze with light, no perceptible heat
was produced by them.

Suddenly the child changed her commanding attitude to

one of supplication. Kneeling, with clasped hands upon her
breast, as if in prayer, she murmured a chant while swaying
her body in rhythmic harmony with the music. But soon the
scene changed. The tiny lights began to disappear, and in a

few moments the room outside the magic circle was filled with
darkness—only around my child’s bowed form remained the
blue halo. Then there was a faint sound of melody in the
distance; increasing in volume, it seemed to emanate from
the other end of the room. The child bowed lower and lower
till her forehead rested upon the floor. And now upon the
opposite wall a golden light appeared—identical with that
which had shone round the band of glorious beings who had
taken my wife away fourteen years ago that very hour; and,
as I looked at the picture before me, it seemed as if two large
gates had swung apart and I was gazing into the land of souls.

Through that open gateway I saw the Promised Land.
Its grass was like soft, green velvet ; a stream of water danced
and rippled like liquid silver between its flowery banks; groves

.

of tall, stately trees cast a restful shade over the beautiful
beings who were moving or sitting among them; and on the
hillsides were noble structures composed of something that
looked like illuminated marble, and surrounding them were

shrubberies, vines, and flowers. VVinding walks, summer-

housefiafiiclgppntains were visible through the rifts in the
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and as they came nearer to the gateway I recognized them as

my darling wife and mother. My heart throbbed so violently

at sight of them that I felt a choking sensation in my throat,

and, forgetting the mortal body that chained me to this

wretched world, I reached out my arms in an attempt to grasp

them with my hands. But my feet were rooted to the spot

where I stood, and I could only beg them to sever the chains

holding me to earth.

"Oh, let me come! Let me come! I am so lonely!" I

cried.

They both smiled, and distinctly I heard the words: "Not

yet, not yet."

My wife pointed to a pure white structure upon the hill-

side. It was surrounded by a lovely garden with beautiful

trees, and a path led straight from the open gateway, where

those two radiant beings stood, up to that exquisite spot. It

seemed as if I could step through the gates and enter that land

as easily as I can pass from one room in my house into the

next.

Presently my darling's voice said: "Yonder is our home;

and as you stand waiting you may raise your eyes and see the

vine-clad hills and valleys that belong to you and me."

"How long—oh, how long—must I wait?" I moaned.

Her answer came back in tones as sweet and musical as

those of a silver bell: "Upon the seventh anniversary of this

night, at this hour, we shall come for you."

My mother said: "Be patient, my son; it is not long."

I bowed my head in disappointment, and when I raised my

eyes again the vision was fading. Then my overstrung nerves

gave way and I fell to the floor in a swoon. When conscious-

ness returned, a pillow had been placed under my head and
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and as they came nearer to the gateway I recognized them as

my darling wife and mother. My heart throbbed so violently
at sight of them that I felt a choking sensation in my throat,
and, forgetting the mortal body that chained me to this
wretched world, I reached out my arms in an attempt to grasp
them with my hands. But my feet were rooted to the spot
where I stood, and I could only beg them to sever the chains
holding me to earth.

“Oh, let me come! Let me come! I am so lonely!” I
cried.

They both smiled, and distinctly I heard the words: “Not
yet, not yet.”

My wife pointed to a pure white structure upon the hill-
side. It was surrounded by a lovely garden with beautiful
trees, and a path led straight from the open gateway, where
those two radiant beings stood, up to that exquisite spot. It
seemed as if I could step through the gates and enter that land
as easily as I can pass from one room in my house into the
next.

Presently my darling’s voice said: “Yonder is our home;
and as you stand waiting you may raise your eyes and see the
vine-clad hills and valleys that belong to you and me.”

“How long-—-oh, how long——must I wait?” I moaned.
Her answer came back in tones as sweet and musical as

those of a silver bell: “Upon the seventh anniversary of this
night, at this hour, we shall come for you.”

My mother said: “Be patient, my son; it is not long.”
I bowed my head in disappointment, and when I raised my

eyes again the vision was fading. Then my overstrung nerves

gave way and I fell to the floor in a swoon. When conscious-
ness returned, a pillow had been placed under my head and
mv uglikhnnrinrr 2 linnirl infn n1v n1n11H1



44«

MIND.

this mixture was electrifying. In a few moments my blood

began coursing through my veins, and a new strength seemed

to seize my limbs. Springing to my feet and looking about

me, I saw that we were still in the same room. The vision,

however, had disappeared; the circle of fire had vanished, but

the strange blue light was still illuminating the room. Turn-

ing toward my child, I said:

"Mata, am I mad?"

"No, sir; why do you ask such a question?" she replied.

"Did I dream all this?"

"No; but you have been permitted to witness to-night

something very rarely shown to men. You have been faithful

to your promises and this has been your reward."

"Who are you? You do not seem the same as yesterday."

"In a certain sense you are right; this is the same body

that you saw yesterday, over which I then had only a partial

control. To-night I am in full possession and shall hence-

forth use it so long as it serves me well. I am he who was

known in my last life as Crapo De Anno, whom you first knew

as the old Guru. According to my promise, I have returned,

and shall wear this time the name and personality of Mata

Bennet, your daughter. I shall continue my studies and work

and shall come and go as it pleases me best. You have never

assumed authority over my personality in the past, and of

course you will not in the future. Many questions will be

asked about the strange behavior of your daughter, and you

will be so kind as to refer all inquirers to me. You will dis-

charge the governess at once, since she has been a source of

affliction to me from my earliest acquaintance with her. And

now, as it is late, perhaps you will be glad to retire."
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this mixture was electrifying. In a few moments my blood
began coursing through my veins, and a new strength seemed
to seize my limbs. Springing to my feet and looking about
me, I saw that we were still in the same room. The vision,
however, had disappeared; the circle of fire had vanished, but
the strange blue light was still illuminatingthe room. Turn-
ing toward my child, I said:

“Mata, am I mad?”
“No, sir; why do you ask such a question?” she replied.
“Did I dream all this?”
“No; but you have been permitted to witness to-night

somethingvery rarely shown to men. You have been faithful
to your promises and this has been your reward.”

“Who are you? You do not seem the same as yesterday.”
“In a certain sense you are right; this is the same body

that you saw yesterday, over which I then had only a partial
control. To-night I am in full possession and shall hence-
forth use it so long as it serves me well. I am he who was

known in my last life as Crapo De Anno, whom you first knew
as the old Guru. According to my promise, I have returned,
and shall wear this time the name and personality of Mata
Bennet, your daughter. I shall continue my studies and work
and shall come and go as it pleases me best. You have never

assumed authority over my personality in the past, and of
course you will not in the future. Many questions will be
asked about the strange behavior of your daughter, and you
will be so kind as to refer all inquirers to me. You will dis-
charge the governess at once, since she has been a source of -

affliction to me from my earliest acquaintance with her. And
now, as it is late, perhaps you will be glad to retire.”
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CHAPTER XXIII.

THE GOVERNESS.

My toilet was just completed when a sharp and repeated

knocking upon my door announced an anxious caller. When

I opened it, there stood the nurse in a condition of great ex-

citement. She breathlessly informed me that Mata had dis-

appeared and could not be found, in either the house or the

grounds, and said she believed she had run away. I replied

that my daughter's whereabouts were known to me, and that

I would like an interview with herself in the library as soon as

she could make it convenient to see me. Then I went down to

breakfast, and to my surprise found Mata awaiting me as

composedly as if nothing unusual had happened. She bade

me good-morning and took her seat at the table with a pleasant

remark about the punctuality of the Bennet family; but I had

not sufficiently recovered my self-possession to answer her in

the same strain—and the meal was finished in silence.

After breakfast the governess met me in the library and I

undertook to explain to her that my daughter had now reached

her fourteenth birthday, and whatever education she would

require in the future could be got at school—therefore, we

would no longer need her services. The woman was surprised

and indignant, because she had expected to be a permanency

in the family, and replied:

"Of course, sir, you have been very generous and kind to

me, and I appreciate it; but I feel that before leaving there

are snmp thincrs vnn nncrlif tn tnnw YVVint T nm m-vincr tf>
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CHAPTER XXIII.

THE GOVERNESS.

My toilet was just completed when a sharp and repeated
knocking upon my door announced an anxious caller. When
I opened it, there stood the nurse in a condition of great ex-

citement. She breathlessly informed me that Mata had dis-
appeared and could not be found, in either the house or the
grounds, and said she believed she had run away. I replied
that my daughter's whereabouts were known to me, and that
I would like an interview with herself in the library as soon as

she could make it convenient to see me. Then I went down to
breakfast, and to my surprise found Mata awaiting me as

composedly as if nothing unusual had happened. She bade
me good-morning and took her seat at the table with a pleasant
remark about the punctuality of the Bennet family;but I had
not sufficiently recovered my self-possession to answer her in
the same strain—and the meal was finished in silence.

After breakfast the governess met me in the library and I
undertook to explain to her thatmy daughter had now reached
her fourteenth birthday, and whatever education she would
require in the future could be got at school—therefore, we

would no longer need her services. The woman was surprised
and indignant, because she had expected to be a permanency
in the family,and replied: ‘

“Of course, sir, you have been very generous and kind to

me, and I appreciate it; but I feel that before leaving there
are some thina: vnn nncrhf tn lrnnw \/Vlmf I am anincr tn

Co git:
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cause I do really believe she is possessed of the devil. Excuse

me for speaking so plainly about your child, but it is really

a serious matter."

"What reason have you for making that statement?" I

asked.

"Now, sir, I see that you are offended, and I am really

sorry," she said, apologetically.

"No," I replied, "I am not offended; but, since you have

made so fearful a charge against my daughter, you should be

willing to give your reasons for it. I am asking for informa-

tion."

"In the first place, there is not a lock on a door in this house

that will hold her against her will. She has been fastened into

the nursery times without number and told that she could not

be released till her lessons were learned—and perhaps the first

person I would meet in the garden would be her. When I

asked her how she managed to get out, she would look at me,

with an expression in her eyes that would make me shiver, and

reply: 'Walked out, of course; how do you suppose I got out?'

At first I believed some of the servants had caballed with her

and had given her a key; but when I accused her of receiving

assistance she laughed and declared she did not need anybody's

help: when she was ready to come out she came. She does

not know one line of her catechism and will not study it. I

have tried every way that I know how to make her do it, but

she won't!"

"Suppose she doesn't learn the catechism," said I; "is there

anything wrong about that? How does she get on with her

other lessons?"

"Wrong?" the woman exclaimed. "Whoever heard of a

person's beine brought tin to the- aw nf fniirte#»n without
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cause I do really believeshe is possessed of the devil. Excuse
me for speaking so plainly about your child, but it is really
a serious matter.”

“What reason have you for making that statement?” I
asked.

“Now, sir, I see that you are offended, and I am really
sorry,” she said, apologetically.

“No,” I replied, “I am not offended; but, since you have
made so fearful a charge against my daughter, you should be
willing to give your reasons for it. I am asking for informa-
tion.”

“In the first place, there is not a lock on a door in this house
that will hold her against her will. She has been fastened into
the nursery times without number and told that she could not
be released till her lessons were learned—and perhaps the first
person I would meet in the garden would be her. When I
asked her how she managed to get out, she would look at me,
with an expression in her eyes that would make me shiver, and
reply: ‘Walked out, of course; how do you suppose I got out?’
At first I believed some of the servants had caballed with her
and had given her a key; but when I accused her of receiving
assistance she laughed and declared she did not need anybody’s
help: when she was ready to come out she came. She does
not know one line of her catechism and will not study it. I
have tried every way that I know how to make her do it, but
she won’t !”

“Suppose she doesn’t learn the catechism,” said I ; “is there
anything wrong about that? How does she get on with her
other lessons?”

“Wrong?” the woman exclaimed. “Whoever heard of a
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thoughtfully continued: "Yes, she is good in everything else.

Her knowledge of geography is something wonderful; one

would almost believe she had visited every place on the map

by the way she describes and talks about distant parts. Rome,

Constantinople, Calcutta, Jerusalem, Naples, St. Petersburg,

Paris, and other places seem as familiar to her as if she had

lived in all of them; and she talks about the Amazon River as

if she had been on it yesterday. There are countries that never

were on the map that she declares have existed but are now

sunken in the ocean. She sticks to it that there was once a

country called Atlantis, and another Lemuria, and another that

I can't remember, and they were all destroyed by flood or fire.

She had the boldness to tell me that, at the time of the flood,

when Noah and his family were the only people left alive in the

world, it was only the sinking of the continent Atlantis, or

Lemuria,—I don't remember which,—and that there were mil-

lions of people left in other parts of the world. You see, she

goes right contrary to the teachings of the blessed Bible, and

is bound for perdition."

"Let us drop the Bible and the catechism," I suggested.

"What are her faults? Does she tell falsehoods, or steal, or

use bad language?"

"It's remarkable about that, sir," the nurse replied. "She

despises the catechism, but would die before she would tell a

lie or take a thing that did not belong to her. She is net afraid

of anything or anybody, and I believe if Satan himself were to

appear before her she would bid him good-morning and ask

what he wanted. Another thing that frightens me is that

nothing can be hidden from her. One day I took a queer-look-
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thoughtfullycontinued: “Yes, she is good in everything else.
Her knowledge of geography is something wonderful; one

would almost believe she had visited every place on the map
by the way she describes and talks about distant parts. Rome,
Constantinople, Calcutta, Jerusalem, Naples, St. Petersburg,
Paris, and other places seem as familiar to her as if she had
lived in all of them; and she talks about the Amazon River as

if she had been on it yesterday. There are countries that never

were on the map that she declares have existed but are now

sunken in the ocean. She sticks to it that there was once a

country called Atlantis, and anotherLemuria, and another that
I can’t remember, and they were all destroyed by flood or fire.
She had the boldness to tell me that, at the time of the flood.
when Noah and his familywere the only people left alive in the
world, it was only the sinking of the continent Atlantis, or

Lemuria,—I don’t rememberwhich,—and that there were mil-
lions of people left in other parts of the world. You see, she
goes right contrary to the teachings of the blessed Bible, and
is bound for perdition.”

“Let us drop the Bible and the catechism,” I suggested.
“What are her faults? Does she tell falsehoods, or steal, or

use bad language?”
“It’s remarkable about that, sir,” the nurse replied. “She

despises the catechism, but would die before she would tell a

lie or take a thingthat did not belong to her. She is not afraid
of anythingor anybody, and I believe if Satan himself were to

appear before her she would bid him good-moming and ask
what he wanted. Another thing that frightens me is that
nothingcan be hidden from her. One day I took a queer-look-

Co glc
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stopped swinging and came straight to me. I pretended to

be reading, but she walked over to my chair and asked: 'What

have you done with my wand?' I denied all knowledge of it,

but she pointed her finger at me and said: 'Don't you dare lie to

me, you walking catechism! You do know where that wand is,

because you just put it away.' I was always afraid of her

when she had that strange gleam in her eyes. I dared not admit

that I had hidden it, but declared that it had not been seen for a

week. She kept looking at me without winking or moving,

till flames of fire shot from her eyes. My teeth chattered and I

began trembling so with nervousness that I could not speak.

Presently she said:

"'That wand is in the bottom of your trunk—locked in

your room. The knife that I made it with is in the top drawer

of your bureau. The string of beads from which I took its

eyes is tied up in a white linen handkerchief and is in your

pocket. The paint I used to color it with is on the top shelf

of your closet, back in the corner under a heap of old Christian

Advocates; and the key to your room is under the edge of the

carpet behind the easy-chair—over there. You are at liberty

to hide your own things, but if you don't let mine alone there

will be trouble. You are thinking this very moment that I am

a limb of the devil, and you are wishing the doctor were here

so you could tell him his daughter is a witch. But I will tell

you that, although I do not waste my time studying the non-

sense you fall "fundamental principles of religion," I don't

steal other people's property and then lie about it as you do!'

"She made me fetch everything that belonged to her, and

when I gave her the string of beads she coolly remarked:

'Now, please don't try any more tricks with me, because I shall

catch vou at it everv time.' I was ill in bed for the rpmm'nrW
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452 MIND.

stopped swinging and came straight to me. I pretended to
be reading, but she walked over to my chair and asked: ‘VVhat
have you done with my wand?’ I denied all knowledge of it,
but she pointed her finger at me and said: ‘Don't you dare lie to

me, you walkingcatechism! You do know where that wand is,
because you just put it away.’ I was always afraid of her
when she had thatstrange gleam in her eyes. I dared not admit
that I had hidden it, but declared that it had not been seen for a

week. She kept looking at me without winking or moving,
till flamesof fire shot from her eyes. My teeth chattered and I
began trembling so with nervousness that I could not speak.
Presently she said:

“ ‘That wand is in the bottom of your trunk—locked in
your room. The knife that I made it with is in the top drawer
of your bureau. The string of beads from which I took its
eyes is tied up in a white linen handkerchief and is in your
pocket. The paint I used to color it with is on the top shelf
of your closet, back in the corner under a heap of old Christian
Advocates,‘ and the key to your room is under the edge of the
carpet behind the easy-chair—over there. You are at liberty
to hide your own things, but if you don’t let mine alone there
will be trouble. You are thinkingthis very moment that I am

a limb of the devil, and you are wishing the doctor were here
so you could tell him his daughter is a witch. But I will tell
you that, although I do not waste my time studying the non-

sense you fall “fundamental principles of religion,” I don’t
steal other people's property and then lie about it as you do l’

“She made me fetch everything that belonged to her, and
when I gave her the string of beads she coolly remarked:
‘Now, please don’t try any more tricks with me, because I shall
catch V011_ at it everv time.’ I was ill in bed far the remainder
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there was nothing wrong or impish in the child's demanding

a restoration of her property.

"But," she persisted, "think of her knowing where every

article was and telling me what I was thinking about!"

"True," I replied; "but you regard all such power as

belonging to Satan. You have not accused her of committing

a wrong against yourself or anybody else. You believe she

would die before telling a lie or committing a theft . It seems

to me that Satan has never been credited with such integrity

as that before?"

The woman shook her head as she replied: "It is a mystery

that makes my head ache when I think about it. I am sure it's

the devil's work, because who else could do it?"

"Perhaps God had something to do with it." I suggested.

"Oh, sir!" exclaimed the woman, as a look of horror over-

spread her simple old face. "It is blasphemous to connect such

doings with Deity! Really, I do hope you will never say that

again!"

"Well, what else has Mata done?"

"When you were away on your vacation last summer the

gardener fell ill and we needed some one in his place. She

hired a poor nigger who came here begging. The man was a

wretched-looking object and I told her not to do it. His

clothes were in rags and he seemed half starved. He said he

was an escaped slave, and had run away from his master be-

cause his wife and children had been sold down the river, and

when he had begged to go with them they had whipped him

half to death. There were some scars on his arms and

shoulders where he had been cut with something—it might

have been a whip; but you never can tell, you know: these

niggers will lie so there is no dependence to be placed on what

they say. Miss Mata looked at him as if she were reading his
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Mata the Magician. 453

there was nothing wrong or impish in the child's demanding
a restoration of her property.

“But,” she persisted, “think of her knowing where every
article was and telling me what I was thinkingabout!”

“True,” I replied; “but you regard all such power as

belonging to Satan. You have not accused her of committing
a wrong against yourself or anybody else. You believe she
would die before telling a lie or committing a tlzeft. It seems

to me that Satan has never been credited with such integrity
as that before?”

The woman shook her head as she replied: “It is a mystery
that makes my head ache when I thinkabout it. I am sure it’s
the devil's work, because who else could do it?”

“Perhaps God had somethingto do with it,” I suggested.
“Oh, sir!” exclaimed the woman, as a look of horror over-

spread her simple old face. “It is blasphemous to connect such
doings with Deity! Really, I do hope you will never say that
again!”

“Well, what else has Mata done?”
“When you were away on your vacation last summer the

gardener fell ill and we needed some one in his place. She
hired a poor nigger who came here begging. The man was a

wretched-looking object and I told her not to do it. His
clothes were in rags and he seemed half starved. He said he
was an escaped slave, and had run away from his master be-
cause his wife and children had been sold down the river, and
when he had begged to go with them they had whipped him
half to death. There were some scars on his arms and
shoulders where he had been cut with something—it might
have been a whip; but you never can tell, you know: these
niggers will lie so there is no dependence to be placed on what

theyéaeg. _Mata_lookedat him as iflshe were reading his
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fresh coffee and put the sugar and cream where he could get all

he wanted. Then she started for your room. I mistrusted

what she was up to and asked what she was going to do.

"'Give the man something to cover his nakedness,' she re-

plied.

"'Now, Miss Mata, I shall not allow you to give that man

a thing while your father is gor.e,' I said. 'How do you know

he isn't a thief, and hasn't come to rob and maybe kill us

all?"

"She paid no attention to me, but kept hunting for a suit

of clothes for him. In spite of all I could do or say she gave

him a complete outfit, from hat to shoes—and he fell on his

knees, kissing the hem of her dress while the tears rolled down

his dirty black cheeks. She asked him if he knew how to work

at gardening. He said that he had done that kind of work for

his old master. So she sent him to the barn with the things,

told him to take a bath, change his clothes, and go to work till

the gardener should get well.

"I cried and scolded, but it did no good. The man stayed

a week, and then became ill with small-pox. I was frightened

almost to death and was going to have him taken to the pest-

house; but Mata wouldn't hear of it and declared she would

take care of him herself. Again I cried and went into hys-

terics; but she was just as determined as she knew how to be,

and nothing that I said made the least difference. She put on

an old dress that was partly outgrown, and told me to bring

whatever she should call for to the doorsill of the barn and leave

it there. The only way I could communicate with her was

through the speaking-tube, and I stood at this end and begged
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fresh coffee and put the sugar and cream where he could get all
he wanted. Then she started for your room. I mistrusted
what she was up to and asked what she was going to do.

“ ‘Give the man something to cover his nakedness,’ she re-

plied.
“ ‘Now, Miss Mata, I shall not allow you to give that man

a thing whileyour father is gone,’ I said. ‘How do you know
he isn't a thief, and hasn’t come to rob and maybe kill us

all?”
“She paid no attention to me. but kept hunting for a suit

of clothes for him. In spite of all I could do or say she gave
him a complete outfit, from hat to shoes—and he fell on his
knees, kissing the hem of her dress while the tears rolled down
his dirty black cheeks. She asked him if he knew how to work
at gardening. He said that he had done thatkind of work for
his old master. So she sent him to the barn with the things,
told him to take a bath, change his clothes, and go to work till
the gardener should get well.

“I cried and scolded, but it did no good. The man stayed
a week, and then became ill with small-pox. I was frightened
almost to death and was going to have him taken to the pest-
house; but Mata wouldn’t hear of it and declared she would
take care of him herself. Again I cried and went into hys-
terics; but she was just as determined as she knew how to be,
and nothing that I said made the least difference. She put on

an old dress that was partly outgrown, and told me to bring
whatever she should call for to the doorsill of the barn and leave
it there. The only way I could communicate with her was

through the speaking-tube, and I stood at this end and begged
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compel you to. Your father will be crazy when he hears about

what you are doing.'

"She answered back: 'I shall not leave this sick man to die,

to please you or any one else! If you send for the authorities,

as you threaten, I will discharge you without a reference.

This man's heart is whiter than yours, if his skin is black!'

"I could do nothing with her. She called for whatever she

wanted and told us if we didn't bring it she would come after

it and bring us the disease in her clothes. We dared not dis-

obey, because we knew she would fulfil her threat. For three

weeks she nursed that nigger and slept on a pile of hay covered

with blankets—so he could have the bed. When he got well

she fumigated the place and had him bury all the bedclothing

and everything that could be infected with the disease, and

kept him till the gardener got over his rheumatism. When he

went away she gave him a reference (with your name signed

to it) and some money, and we have never seen him since."

"Was she sick afterward?" I asked.

"Not for a moment," the woman replied. "None of us

were; and that is another reason why I believe the devil is in

league with her."

"We take different views of this matter," I said. "I should

think the child was fulfilling the commandments of the Bible

by comforting and nursing the sick man; and her escaping the

contagion is to me a sure sign that she was protected by a

power other than an evil one."

But the woman shook her head. "No, sir, you are mis-

taken; I know better. You are wrong, and I am right. /

know I am right," she repeated, excitedly. "If she were good

she would love the catechism and Sunday-school and would

not be able to see hidden things. The devil must let his agents

do some good, that he may deceive people regarding his

actions: and while he is makinc us believe in him he is setting
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compel you to. ‘Your fatherwill be crazy when he hears about
what you are doing.’

“She answered back: ‘I shall not leave this sick man to die,
to please you or any one else! If you send for the authorities,
as you threaten, I will discharge you without a reference.
This man's heart is whiter than yours, if his skin is black!’

“I could do nothingwith her. She called for whatever she
wanted and told us if we didn’t bring it she would come after
it and bring us the disease in her clothes. We dared not dis-
obey, because we knew she would fulfil her threat. For three
weeks she nursed thatnigger and slept on a pile of hay covered
with blankets—so he could have the bed. When he got well
she fumigated the place and had him bury all the bedclothing
and everything that could be infected with the disease, and
kept him till the gardener got over his rheumatism. When he
went away she gave him a reference (with your name signed
to it) and some money, and we have never seen him since.”

“Was she sick afterward?” I asked.
“Not for a moment,” the woman replied. “None of us

were; and that is another reason why I believe the devil is in
league with her.”

“We take different views of this matter,” I said. “I should
think the child was fulfilling the commandments of the Bible
by comforting and nursing the sick man; and her escaping the
contagion is to me a sure sign that she was protected by a

power other than an evil one.”
But the woman shook her head. “No, sir, you are mis-

taken; I know better. You are wrong, and I am right. I
know I am right,” she repeated, excitedly. “If she were good
she would love the catechism and Sunday—school and would
not be able to see hidden things. The devil must let his agents
do some good, that he may deceive people regarding his
actioqsjl-Laugh-l1ilehe is making us believe in him he is setting
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bility of her losing her soul. You will have more trouble with

her than you imagine, and you should have one thing firmly

fixed in your mind. It does not matter how good she seems to

be—how charitable or how kind: her good works will not

amount to one feather-weight in the Judgment Day unless

she believes in the Lord Jesus Christ, as the only Son of God,

and that He died to save her. The greatest sinner in the world

—one who has murdered and committed every other crime

that a wicked person can do—will go to heaven, if he believes

in Jesus Christ, before a person who has lived an apparently

good life but has not believed in Him. It is faith, not works,

that saves people."

"Madam," I exclaimed, "you will excuse me if I differ with

you. Have you read the passage of Scripture that says 'faith

without works is dead?'"

"Yes, but do you remember where Jesus and the thief were

crucified together? When the thief expressed faith by asking

Him to remember him when He came into the kingdom He

replied: 'This day shalt thou be with me in paradise.' So you

see the thief who had never done any good went to heaven

with the Lord Jesus through his faith alone. You are mis-

taken, Doctor; the works are well enough but the faith is of

more importance, because without it no man can be saved. I

am sorry for you and Miss Mata—you are both so spiritually

blind; but I have done the best I could. I have prayed for her

every night and morning, but she still remains the same."

"It must be that your faith does not amount to much," I

said, "because Jesus told his disciples that, if they 'had faith

as a grain of mustard seed,' mountains could be removed and

cast into the sea."

"You do not understand the Bible at all, sir," the woman

replied, coldly; "you are an unbeliever yourself, and I don't
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bilityof her losing her soul. You will have more trouble with
her than you imagine, and you should have one thing firmly
fixed in your mind. It does not matter how good she seems to
be—how charitable or how kind: her good works will not

amount to one feather-weight in the Judgment Day unless
she believes in the Lord Jesus Christ, as the only Son of God,
and thatHe died to save her. The greatest sinner in the world
——one who has murdered and committed every other crime
that a wicked person can do—will go to heaven, if he believes
in Jesus Christ, before a person who has lived an apparently
good life but has not believed in Him. It is faith, not works,
that saves people.”

“Madam,” I exclaimed, “you will excuse me if I differ with
you. Have you read the passage of Scripture that says ‘faith
without works is dead?’ ”

“Yes,but do you remember where Jesus and the thiefwere

crucified together? When the thief expressed faith by asking
Him to remember him when He came into the kingdom He
replied: ‘This day shalt thou be with me in paradise.’ So you
see the thief who had never done any good went to heaven
with the Lord Jesus through his faith alone. You are mis-
taken, Doctor; the works are well enough but the faith is of
more importance, because without it no man can be saved. I
am sorry for you and Miss Mata—you are both so spiritually
blind; but I have done the best I could. I have prayed for her
every night and morning, but she still remains the same.”

“It must be that your faith does not amount to much,” I
said, “because Jesus told his disciples that, if they ‘had faith
as a grain of mustard seed,’ mountains could be removed and
cast into the sea.”

:‘You do not understand the Bible at all, sir,” the woman

repl1edCc8ld§fC“you are an unbeliever yourself, and I don't
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

FOUR YEARS OLD.

ft II IND completes the fourth year of its existence with this

* * * number. The eight volumes thus far issued constitute

quite a library in themselves, and in character and quality and

spiritual helpfulness they cannot be paralleled in any other col-

lection of metaphysical literature. This is due to the broad, com-

prehensive, impersonal, and unorganic nature and policy of the

magazine. It includes within its scope all honest and rational at-

tempts to reveal any aspect of Truth, whose many facets suggest

the infinite variety of human life and thought. But the principle

of unity that underlies all manifestations of the Real, however

they may vary in appearance, it is the mission of our periodical to

expound. Its supremacy in the literary field of the New Thought

movement has been steadfastly maintained since its inception. As

it becomes more widely known, its prosperity increases—it has

never been more successful than it is to-day.

Mind is not a mere educational enterprise: it is a positive co-

hesive force amonf advanced thinkers. It is not devoted to the
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

FOUR YEARS OLD.

IND'completes the fourth year of its existence with this

number. The eight volumes thus far issued constitute

quite a library in themselves, and in character and quality and

spiritual helpfulness they cannot be paralleled in any other col-

lection of metaphysical literature. This is due to the broad, com-

prehensive, impersonal, and unorganic nature and policy of the

magazine. It includes within its scope all honest and rational at-

tempts to reveal any aspect of Truth,whose many facets suggest
the infinite variety of human life and thought. But the principle
of unity that underlies all manifestations of the Real, however

they may vary in appearance, it is the mission of our periodical to

expound. Its supremacy in the literary field of the New Thought
movement has been steadfastly maintained since its inception. As

it becomes more widely known, its prosperity incrcases—it has

never been more successful than it is to-day.
MIND is not a mere educational enterprise: it is a positive co-

hesive force among’ axlvanced thinkers. It is not devoted to the

Co git:
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becoming ever more dominant in the minds of increasing thou-

sands of intelligent persons. Its teachings are modifying even the

dicta of material science; and when the world shall have witnessed

the establishment of international peace it will concede the influ-

ence of the New Thought to have been its chief factor. In its

development of a spiritual consciousness along scientific lines, it

is revivifying and remodeling the religious concepts of the race.

In its persistent emphasizing of the omnipotence of mind, it di-

rects attention to the real source of sickness and all unhappiness—

making the mental remedy a natural, logical, and inevitable de-

duction. In familiarizing thinkers with the finer forces of Nature,

it is aiding in the refinement of human life and promoting the

progress of invention. It would substitute knowledge for cred-

ulity, courage, for fear, and justice for "charity"—recognizing

love as the vital element in all three.

Representing so great a variety of thought as is found in the

new spiritual movement, we cannot yet undertake or expect to

please every reader with every article, or even with all the

features, of our magazine. The arguments of some of our con-

tributors appeal with peculiar force to many of our subscribers

while others are not interested. This is inevitable, since human

life, like knowledge, is a growth. Yet we are convinced that

everything that appears in Mind is welcomed by many, and our

aim is constantly to increase the number of such appreciative

readers. In the meantime we feel that if the individual sub-

scriber finds even one article—nav. a single thought—in each copy
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becoming ever more dominant in the minds of increasing thou-

sands of intelligent persons. Its teachings are modifying even the

dicta of material science; and when the world shall have witnessed

the establishment of international peace it will concede the influ-

ence of the New Thought to have been its chief factor. In its

development of a spiritual consciousness along scientific lines, it

is revivifying and remodeling the religious concepts of the race.

In its persistent emphasizing of the omnipotence of mind, it di-

rects attention to the real source of sickness and all unhappiness—-
making the mental remedy a natural, logical, and inevitable de-

duction. In familiarizingthinkerswith the finer forces of Nature,
it is aiding in the refinement of human life and promoting the

progress of invention. It would substitute knowledge for cred-

ulity, courage, for fear, and justice for “charity”—recognizing
low as the vital element in all three.

Representing so great a variety of thought as is found in the

new spiritual movement, we cannot yet undertake or expect to

please every reader with every article, or even with all the

features, of our magazine. The arguments of some of our con-

tributors appeal with peculiar force to many of our subscribers

while others are not interested. This is inevitable, since human

life, like knowledge, is a growth. Yet we are convinced that

everything that appears in MIND is welcomed by many, and our

aim is constantly to increase the number of .such appreciative
readers. In the meantime we feel that if the individual sub-

scriégtfingfievenone article——nav. a single thou,<zht——in each COP)’
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We are grateful to those friends who have interested them-

selves in the success of Mind by bringing it to the attention of

others and introducing it in libraries throughout the country, and

we pledge ourselves to relax none of our vigilance in maintaining

its metaphysical and literary standard.

* * *

"The Free Man."—The latest periodical to be merged in

Mind is The Free Man, edited and published by Dr. C. W. Close,

of Bangor, Me., at $1.00 a year. This journal has done excellent

work in the field of mental healing, but its obligations are to be

met hereafter by this magazine, which will be sent to all its sub-

scribers for one-half the period for which they have paid, begin-

ning with the current issue, as the subscription price of Mind is

double that of The Free Man. Persons that happen to have sub-

scribed for both publications will have their subscriptions ex-

tended on a pro rata basis on the list of Mind, and will thus avoid

receiving duplicate copies. We trust that all friends of Dr. Close's

magazine will find Mind so indispensable that they will not hesi-

tate to renew at double the price for more than double the quantity

of matter of the best quality. At the expiration of each subscrip-

tion a bill for the ensuing year will be sent to the subscriber, as

subscriptions are payable in advance. J. E. M.

THE NEED OF SELF-GOVERNMENT.

The greatest barrier between man and man, and between man
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We are grateful to those friends who have interested them-

selves in the success of MIND by bringing it to the attention of

others and introducing it in libraries throughout the country, and

we pledge ourselves to relax none of our vigilance in maintaining
its metaphysical and literary standard.

at an: :-

“Tma FREE MAN.”—-The latest periodical to be merged in

MIND is The Free Man, edited and published by Dr. C. W. Close.
of Bangor, Me., at $1.00 a year. This journal has done excellent

work in the field of mental healing, but its obligations are to be

met hereafter by this magazine, which will be sent to all its sub-

scribers for one-half the period for which they have paid, begin-
ning with the current issue, as the subscription price of MIND is

double that of The Free Man. Persons that happen to have sub-

scribed for both publications will have their subscriptions ex-

tended on a pro rata basis on the list of MIND, and will thus avoid

receiving duplicate copies. We trust that all friends of Dr. C1ose's

magazine will find MIND so indispensable that they will not hesi-

tate to renew at double the price for more than double the quantity
of matter of the best quality. At the expiration of each subscrip-
tion a bill for the ensuing year will be sent to the subscriber, as

subscriptions are payable in advance. J. E. M.

 

THE NEED OF SELF-GOVERNMENT.
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as now—in this beautiful country, said to be the land of the

free.

Owing to our present-day complexities, our diverse interests

and manifold duties, the wear and tear of both body and mind are

greater than ever before. But it is not therefore an idle thing, as

many suppose, to snatch at least a few moments out of every

waking hour in which to reflect, to throw off all restraint, and to

come face to face with ourselves. If we could get rid of the false

notion that it is a waste of time to take ourselves quietly in hand

for a little while each day, what strength might be ours as the re-

sult, what weak spots we might discern and strengthen, and what

benefit it would be to us all! How calm might become many a

ruffled temper—how peaceful, how serene, many a perturbed

spirit!

It is only when thus alone with your own soul, courageously

viewing it from every aspect, that you will discover both its

"weakness" and its strength. On the undisturbed waters of quiet

meditation you will be able to see clearly the rocks and shoals

ahead, and you can direct your bark of life more steadily, mark-

ing the danger lines and steering safely by the threatening hulks

or the sunken masses.

What wonder that, in the never-ceasing turmoil of life, the

overstrained nerves are constantly on edge? Is it strange that the

slightest unguarded word or act on the part of another robs the

much-tried man or woman of the veneer of his or her equanimity?

To what perversity more than to the lack of self-government can

we attribute the daily misuse of the Golden Rule? Do not its

words imply a most stringent hold of the reins over every base or

ignoble tendency? Are we not to suppress the merely selfish,

gross, animal instincts that the most divine attributes of man may

flourish?

And yet this glorious spiritual armor, the sacred breastplate,

has been and still is recklessly handled—its luster tarnished by

abuse. It is flaunted over the doors of holy places; it is mock-

inclv fliincr at us in the ctrppf Anrl imlocc fVv»- t. rlnAA c«ir
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as now—in this beautiful country, said to be the land of the
free.

Owing to our present-day complexities, our diverse interests
and manifold duties, the wear and tear of both body and mind are

greater than ever before. But it is not therefore an idle thing,as

many suppose, to snatch at least a few moments out of every
waking hour in which to reflect, to throw off all restraint, and to
come face to face with ourselves. If we could get rid of the false
notion that it is a waste of time to take ourselves quietly in hand
for a little while each day, what strength might be ours as the re-

sult, what weak spots we might discern and strengthen, and what
benefit it would be to us all! How calm might become many a

rufiied temper—how peaceful, how serene, many a perturbed
spirit!

It is only when thus alone with your own soul, courageously
viewing it from every aspect, that you will discover both its
“weakness” and its strength. On the undisturbed waters of quiet
meditation you will be able to see clearly the rocks and shoals
ahead, and you can direct your bark of life more steadily,mark-
ing the danger lines and steering safely by the threatening hulks
or the sunken masses.

What wonder that, in the never-ceasing turmoil of life, the
overstrained nerves are constantly on edge? Is it strange that the
slightest unguarded word or act on the part of another robs the
much-tried man or woman of the veneer of his or her equanimity?
To what perversity more than to the lack of self-govemment can

we attribute the daily misuse of the Golden Rule? Do not its
words imply a most stringent hold of the reins over every base or

ignoble tendency? Are we not to suppress the merely selfish,
gross, animal instincts that the most divine attributes of man may
flourish?

And yet this glorious spiritual armor, the sacred breastplate,
has been and still is recklessly handled—its luster tarnished by
abuse. It is Haunted over the doors of holy places; it is mock-

inp'l€}h)g1nrgF'C|1c in H19 cfrpef Anrl nnlncc H1.-......t. f':lY;l" a.-.1: Av-
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and being: for it is the essence of our spiritual recognition of our

part in the Divine—the golden treasure, so valuable in the estab-

lishment of love and harmony between man and man, will be de-

graded as if it were a dull, ugly thing of brass.

Let us, then, have the courage first to ask ourselves the ques-

tions that we are so ready to ask others: Are we honest and up-

right in our dealings with our fellow-men? Are we just and

reasonable toward those who serve us? Are we kind and consid-

erate toward those whose characters are still unformed? And do

we make sufficient allowance for the untrained mind and unculti-

vated heart? Or do we permit ourselves to be overcome by angry

thoughts and feelings, which give rise to harsh and cruel words?

By darkly-disturbed features we make of the being who ought

to be a ministering angel a demon of wrath, who poisons the life

of the individual on whom his venom is spent as surely as if it

were poured drop by drop into his very hlood. What an inex-

pressible joy is derived from the ability to conquer the wrong im-

pulse! What happiness, what satisfaction comes to us when we

have shut out the evil thought, when the bitter words are left un-

spoken, when the look of scorn is changed to a glance of pity, and

the contemptuous tone is lost in the sweet accents of sympathy

and love!

Not until we do the bidding of our highest, best selves, when-

ever and wherever we may be called upon to act, can we be at one

with our conscience. And to be at peace with our inward moni-

tor—provided, of course, that it be an enlightened one—is to have

gained the sublime heights of self-government to which we should

ever strive to lead others by our own noble example.

Bertha Hirsch Baruch.

AS A MAN THINKETH.
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and being: for it is the essence of our spiritual recognition of our

part in the Divine—the golden treasure, so valuable in the estab-
lishment of love and harmony between man and man, will be de-
graded as if it were a dull, ugly thingof brass.

Let us, then, have the courage first to ask ourselves the ques-
tions that we are so ready to ask others: Are we honest and up-
right in our dealings with our fellow-men? Are we just and
reasonable toward those who serve us? Are we kind and consid-
erate toward those whose characters are still unformed? And do
we make sufficient allowance for the untrained mind and unculti-
rated heart? Or do we permit ourselves to be overcome by angry
thoughts and feelings, which give rise to harsh and cruel words?

By darkly-disturbedfeatures we make of the being who ought
to be a ministering angel a (lemon of wrath, who poisons the life
of the individual on whom his venom is spent as surely as if it
were poured drop by drop into his very blood. What an inex-
pressible joy is derived from the abilityto conquer the wrong im-
pulse! What happiness, what satisfaction comes to us when we

have shut out the evil thought, when the bitter words are left un-

spoken, when the look of scorn is changed to a glance of pity, and
the contemptuous tone _is lost in the sweet accents of sympathy
and love!

Not until we do the biddingof our highest, best selves, when-
ever and wherever we may be called upon to act, can we be at one

with our conscience. And to be at peace with our inward moni-
tor—provided, of course, that it be an enlightened one-—is to have
gained the sublime heights of self-government to which we should
ever strive to lead others by our own noble example.

BERTHA Hmscn BARUCH.
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by

Florence Peltier Perry and the Rev. Helen Van-Anderson.

FOR THE PARENTS.

Home Training.

One of the best and most indispensable means of culture for

the children is the hearing of and participation by them in con-

versation on important subjects: on all subjects that take the

mind into large fields—that give it interest in great truths and

universal facts. A child thus reared would have no taste for

gossip, nor affiliation with low aims or vulgar language. How can

we expect our children to grow up with characters of breadth and

beneficence if they hear us forever discussing such themes as the

price of clothespins, the shortcomings of the washerwoman, and

the probable loss of a toothpick?

Facts should be recognized, and details must be looked after;,

but why may we not put a magnificent background behind them

and an equally splendid perspective in front of them? True,

we may have to stop in the midst of an eloquent discourse on tem-

perance, art, great men, the latest scientific discovery, the wonders

of electricity or what not, to see that the bread is not burning, or

to give the baby a drink of water, or to tell some one the way

to the post-office. But what of that? Can we not resume and

finish what we were saying about the larger themes?

Nature is magnificent in her versatility. She keeps clear the

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Conducted by
FLORENCE Pznruzn PERRY AND rm: REV. HELEN VAN-ANDERSON.

FOR THE PARENTS.

HOME TRAINING.

One of the best and most indispensable means of culture for
the children is the hearing of and participation by them in con-

versation on important subjects: on all subjects that take the
mind into large fields—that give it interest in great truths and
universal facts. A child thus reared would have no taste for

gossip, nor affiliationwith low aims or vulgar language. How can

we expect our children to grow up with characters of breadth and
beneficence if they hear us forever discussing such themes as the

price of clothespins, the shortcomings of the washerwoman, and
the probable loss of a toothpick?

Facts should be recognized, and details must be looked after ;.
but why may we not put a magnificent background behind them
and an equally splendid perspective in front of them? True,
we may have to stop in the midst of an eloquent discourse on tem-

perance, art, great men, the latest scientific discovery, the wonders
of electricity or what not, to see that the bread is not burning, or

to give the baby a drink of water, or to tell some one the way
to the post-office. But what of that? Can we not resume and
finish what we were saying about the larger themes?

Natfifljsgikgnificent in her versatilitv. She keeps clear the
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home, food, shelter, garments of wondrous hue and texture for

every living creature, paints gorgeous pictures, fills the air with

melody of wind, water, and song, and throws about the whole

earth the cloak of beauty and breathes into it the breath of life.

Shall we not in some measure do the same for our children?

The Sublime furnishes the atmosphere in which the soul lives.

Beauty, holiness, greatness, and the larger, better side of human

nature—all these make up the Sublime with which we are to

live and become familiar, in order that our feelings, thoughts,

and words will thrill with it and thus make the true home atmos-

phere. To look upon the large side of every question, to be inter-

ested in the progress and betterment of humanity, to appreciate

the beautiful in literature and art, in song and poetry, to empha-

size the good, the beautiful, the true in man and Nature, becomes

the great privilege of every parent as well as his or her con-

tinuous delight. For in this kind of home training, which is as

unconscious as it is beneficial, the child, day by day, unfolds its

qualities of mind and soul as surely as the rose unfolds in the light

of a temperate sun and the bosom of a nourishing soil.

And yet withal we would by no means belittle the doing of

anything in this wonderful and ideal home. Everything in its

time, as well as everything in its place, should be a fundamental

maxim. To whatsoever requires undivided attention, to that give

it; but do not waste time, energy, or spiritual power by giving

attention undivided and continuous to things that need scarcely

a passing thought. The mind shrinks to the proportions of its

own horizon. If we see the universal and limitless, beyond the

puny things of time and sense, then indeed shall we have no

horizon, but a vast perspective into which we may look with in-

creasing interest and corresponding greatness, for everything

will be permeated and snrrnnnrlfvl hv thf snli1im»> atmn<:nli#M-e
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home, food, shelter, garments of wondrous hue and texture for

every living creature, paints gorgeous pictures, fills the air with
melody of wind, water, and song, and throws about the whole
earth the cloak of beautyand breathes into it the breath of life.

Shall we not in some measure do the same for our children?
The Sublime furnishes the atmosphere in which the soul lives.

Beauty, holiness, greatness, and the larger, better side of human
nature—all these make up the Sublime with which we are to

live and become familiar, in order that our feelings, thoughts,
and words will thrillwith it and thus make the true home atmos-

phere. To look upon the large side of every question, to be inter-
ested in the progress and betterment of humanity, to appreciate
the beautiful in literature and art, in song and poetry, to empha-
size the good, the beautiful,the true in man and Nature, becomes
the great privilege of every parent as well as his or her con-

tinuous delight. For in this kind of home training, which is as

unconscious as it is beneficial, the child, day by day, unfolds its

qualities of mind and soul as surely as the rose unfolds in the light
of a temperate sun and the bosom of a nourishing soil.

And yet withal we would by no means belittle the doing of

anything in this wonderful and ideal home. Everything in its

time, as well as everything in its place, should be a fundamental
maxim. To whatsoever requires undivided attention, to that give
it; but do not waste time, energy, or spiritual power by giving
attention undivided and continuous to things that need scarcely
a passing thought. The mind shrinks to the proportions of its

own horizon. If we see the universal and limitless, beyond the

puny things of time and sense, then indeed shall we have no

horizon, but a vast perspective into which we may look with in-
creasing interest and corresponding greatness, for everything
will Egfflgktd and snrrnnnrled hv the sublime ntmnenlnr-re



The Family Circle.

465

universe pulsates, thrills, vibrates, with the thought and love of

the Infinite whose will is law, whose power is love, whose work

is the spiritual growth of man, who reveals Himself—reveals

His own infinite energy—in every leaf, flower, rift of cloud,

blade of grass, every pebble on the beach, wave of the ocean, and

in the soul of man.''

"Behold, the Holy Grail is found-

Found in each poppy's cup of gold,

And God walks with us as of old.

Behold, the burning bush still burns

For man whichever way he turns,

And all God's earth is holy ground."

* * *

"How shall you teach your child the rudiments of meta-

physics?"

In this way: As we have just indicated, by making him

conscious of the vast Universal that is above every particular.

Physics deals with appearances: metaphysics with that which

causes appearances. Physics gives us facts: metaphysics the

interpretation of facts.

"But," you say, "I want my child to have a practical knowl-

edge of metaphysical healing."

Yes; but you must give him a foundation, a reason, for his

faith, or it will not last. Tell him one thing at a time, and tell

it simply. For instance, tell him about the one great Life that

is back of all manifestation of life. His moving, living, breath-

ing body is a manifestation of life, but it is not life itself. The

body as a machine should show forth the power and perfection

of that Life which made it, and uses it. If the body is not in

oerfect order, it cannot manifest the oerfect Life. The mind is
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universe pulsates, thrills, vibrates, with the thought and love of
the Infinite whose will is law, whose power is love, whose work
is the spiritual growth of man, who reveals Himself—reveals
His own infinite energy—in every leaf, flower, rift of cloud,
blade of grass, every pebble on the beach, wave of the ocean, and
in the soul of man.”

“Behold, the Holy Grail is found—
Found in each poppy’s cup of gold,
And God walks with us as of old.
Behold, the burning bush still burns
For man whichever way he turns,
And all God's earth is holy ground.”

:0: at :0:

“How shall you teach your child the rudiments of meta-

physics?”
In this way: As we have just indicated, by making him

conscious of the vast Universal that is above every particular.
Physics deals with appearances: metaphysics with that which
causes appearances. Physics gives us facts: metaphysics the

interpretation of facts.
“But,” you say, “I want my child to have a practical knowl-

edge of metaphysical healing.” '

Yes; but you must give him a foundation, a reason, for his

faith, or it will not last. Tell him one thing at a time, and tell
it simply. For instance, tell him about the one great Life that
is back of all manifestation of life. His moving, living, breath-

ing body is a manifestation of life, but it is not life itself. The

body as a machine should show forth the power and perfection
of that Life which made it, and uses it. If the body is not in
perfect order. it cannot manifest the perfect Life. The mind is

Go git:
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understand that this means the truth (or consciousness) of life

flows through the mind, and as it flows freely it changes the con-

ditions of the body; for the body is like the earth, which has

to be watered in order to be fruitful or to keep beautiful. So the

mind must be an open channel, with the Water of Life passing

freely and continuously through it. All thoughts concerning the

perfect life are truth-water. Thoughts of imperfection or sick-

ness or fear are not truth; that is, they are not true of the perfect

life—so they clog the channel, the river is obstructed, and the

result is a diseased body.

Suppose the child comes to you with a cut finger. He comes

complaining. Tell him at once to change his thoughts and let the

water flow freely. If before his need comes you have taught

him something like this: "There is only the perfect Life. I am

one with the perfect Life. My life is whole and perfect because

I live in the perfect Life," you will only have to remind him

to repeat the words over and over, even hundreds of times, until

his finger is better. He will understand that it gets better because

he has taken the dam out of his river. Experience will soon

teach him that whenever he is willing to think the truth-thoughts

about his real Life his body begins to manifest it. Is not this the

true healing?

You will find even the young children eager and able to learn

and apply. A little girl of three, of my acquaintance, saw her

father limping home after a fall from his horse. "I t'eat 'ou,

Papa!" she exclaimed, tenderly, when he came into the house.

"All right, darling. Papa will sit down." Thereupon the little

tot put her hand over her eyes, sat quietly a few moments, and

then looked up with a bright smile, saying, " 'Ou's all wight now,

Pana' Anrl «lir*» pnnnnrli Vif» urQC dvpn tri Viic rtwn cnrr»ric*»
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466 MIND.

understand that this means the truth (or consciousness) of life
flows through the mind, and as it flows freely it changes the con-

ditions of the body; for the body is like the earth, which has
to be watered in order to be fruitful or to keep beautiful. So the
mind must be an open channel, with the Water of Life passing
freely and continuously through it. All thoughts concerning the

perfect life are truth-water. Thoughts of imperfection or sick-
ness or fear are not truth; that is, they are not true of the perfect
life—so they clog the channel, the river is obstructed, and the
result is a diseased body.

Suppose the child comes to you with a cut finger. He comes

complaining. Tell him at once to change his thoughts and let the
water flow freely. If before his need comes you have taught
him something like this: “There is only the perfect Life. I am

one with the perfect Life. My life is whole and perfect because
I live in the perfect Life,” you will only have to remind him

to repeat the words over and over, even hundreds of times, until
his finger is better. He will understand that it gets better because
he has taken the dam out of his river. Experience will soon

teach him that whenever he is willing to thinkthe truth-thoughts
about his real Life his body begins to manifest it. Is not this the
true healing?

You will find even the young children eager and able to learn
and apply. A little girl of three, of my acquaintance, saw her
father limping home after a fall from his horse. “I t’eat 'ou,
Papal” she exclaimed, tenderly, when he came into the house.
‘‘All right, darling. Papa will sit down.” Thereupon the little
tot put her hand over her eyes, sat quietly a few’ moments, and
then looked up with a bright smile, saying, “ ’Ou’s all wight now,
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ing so vigorously that it washed away all thought of hurt and

pain from her own or her father's mind.

The child mind, unobstructed with self-consciousness and

petty selfishness, is close indeed to the larger Life. Keep him

close. Open his mind to the larger, grander world ensphering

this one. Listen to his thoughts. Study his unfolding life, for

many hints of Divinity are revealed through "babes and

sucklings."

* * *

"Life is unconscious participation in universal energy, and infant educa-

tion is the nurture of this hidden yet impetuous force. . . . Family life

alone secures the development and cultivation of a good and of a thought-

ful, gentle disposition in their full intensity and vigor, so incomparably im-

portant for every period of growth, nay, for the whole life of man. . . .

For the child, therefore, the life of his own family becomes an external

thing and a type of Life."—Froebel.

"Man, by virtue of the self-acting soul, becomes in his highest estate,

not only a transformer of material conditions that surround him, but also

an actual creator of new spiritual values of an altruistic character; hence

his arts."—Clark.

What keys these words are to the nature and power in the

soul of every child—of your child and mine, and all children!

Can we think, in view of these revelations, that any time spent

with and for the little ones is wasted? Can we feel like dropping

the reins of responsibility, even for a day, when we consider how

valuable is every day of childhood compared to the days of

adulthood?

"Give me the first five years of a child's life, and you may

have him the remaining years," said the wise priest. He recog-

nized these first five years as the formative, the impressionable, the

ineradicable years. Let us also appreciate their value, and with

redoubled zeal lav the foundation for the four-sauared citv of
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ing so vigorously that it washed away all thought of hurt and

pain from her own or her father's mind.
The child mind, unobstructed with self-consciousness and

petty selfishness, is close indeed to the larger Life. Keep him
close. Open his mind to the larger, grander world ensphering
this one. Listen to his thoughts. Study his unfolding life, for

many hints of Divinity are revealed through “babes and

sucklings."
#1 ‘II *

“Life is unconscious participation in universal energy, and infant educa-
tion is the nurture of this hidden yet impetuous force.

. . . Family life
alone secures the development and cultivation of a good and of a thought-
ful, gentle disposition in their full intensity and vigor, so incomparably im-
portant for every period of growth, nay, for the whole life of man. . . .

For the child, therefore, the life of his own family becomes an external
thing and a type of Life.”-—Froebel.

“Man, by virtue of the self-acting soul, becomes in his highest estate,
not only a transformer of material conditions that surround him, but also
an actual creator of new spiritual values of an altruistic character; hence
his arts.”—ClarIz.

What keys these words are to the nature and power in the
soul of every child—of your child and mine, and all children!
Can we think, in view of these revelations, that any time spent
with and for the little ones is wasted? Can we feel like dropping
the reins of responsibility,even for a day, when we consider how
valuable is every day of childhood compared to the days of
adulthood?

“Give me the first five years of a child’s life, and you may
have him the remaining years,” said the wise priest. He recog-
nized these first five years as the formative, the impressionable, the
ineradicable years. Let us also appreciate their value, and with
rednnbled zeal lav the foundation for the four—sauared citv of
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FOR THE CHILDREN.

"I am September. How do you do?

Dear children, with me the school year began.

And don't you remember how slow the days ran?

The bright out of doors seemed to call you away,

And how far from your lessons your thoughts seemed to stray!

"But I didn't blame you 1 Oh, deary me, no I

Just after vacation

But I made a beginning, and put you in trim

For tasks you did later with vigor and vim.

"With my sweet, sunny days I have failed yet to see

The school boy or girl who doesn't like me 1

And though I must call you from playtime to work,

Nobody objects who isn't a shirk I"

—Jane A. Stewart, in Modem Methods.

ONE LITTLE WORD.

Dear Children of Mind:

I have been thinking to-day of a little word of four letters:

Love. Does it not seem strange that our poor old world has so

forgotten the meaning of the word that it has had to have it

explained and analyzed* by a wise and good teacher? Yet his

analysis makes it easy for us to understand just what the word

means.

Prof. Drummond compares love with light. Probably you all

have seen a prism—a piece of glass with many sides that refracts,,

or breaks up, the rays of sunlight into the colors of the rainbow,

and these colors are called the spectrum. Perhaps Mama has a

glass dish that breaks up the light and throws the pretty colored

rays upon the tablecloth. In our home we have a glass cracker-

jar that acts as a prism.

Now, Prof. Drummond savs that a very precious chapter in
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468 MIND.

FOR THE CHILDREN.

“I am September. How do you do?
Dear children, with me the school year began.
And don’t you remember how slow the days ran?
The bright out of doors seemed to call you away,
And how far from your lessons your thoughts seemed to stray!

“But I didn’t blame you! Oh, deary me, no!
Just after vacation.

. .

But I made a beginning, and put you in trim
For tasks you did later with vigor and vim.

“With my sweet, sunny days I have failed yet to see
The school boy or girl who doesn't like me!
And though I must call you from playtime to work,
Nobody objects who isn't a shirkl"

—Iane A. Stewart, in Modern Methods.

 

ONE LITTLE WORD.

Dear Children of MIND:
I have been thinking to-day of a little word of four letters:

Love. Does it not seem strange that our poor old world has so

forgotten the meaning of the word that it has had to have it
explained and analyzed* by a wise and good teacher? Yet his
analysis makes it easy for us to understand just what the word
means. .

Prof. Drummond compares love with light. Probably you all
have seen a prism—a piece of glass with many sides that refracts,
or breaks up, the rays of sunlight into the colors of the rainbow,
and these colors are called the spectrum. Perhaps Mama has a

glass dish that breaks up the light and throws the pretty colored
rays upon the tablecloth. In our home we have a glass cracker-
jar that acts as a prism.

Now, liglmimond says that a very precious chapter in
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St. Paul—breaks up this word Love for us so that we can under-

stand it. In place of the seven colors of the rainbow he finds

nine attributes (qualities) of character that will be found wher-

ever Love shines. He has arranged a sort of table explaining

this, and it is very much as you arrange your work at school:

/Patience "Love suffereth long

/ Kindness and is kind."

V Generosity "Love envieth not."

J Humility "Love vaunteth not itself;

LOVE: /Courtesy doth not behave itself unseemly;

j Unselfishness seeketh not her own;

/Good temper is not easily provoked;

I Guilelessness (Innocence)., thinketh no evil;

\Sincerity rejoiceth in the Truth."

Each of these qualities in the mind or the character of a child

helps to make up what Prof. Drummond terms "the greatest

thing in the world"—Love. And this is what the world needs so

badly to-day; it is what the little readers of Mind and their

parents are striving to realize for themselves and others.

Now, dear children, the next time you see the light broken

up, as it shines through a prism or as it shines through the

atmosphere and reflects the rainbow on the clouds, think of the

word Love, and see how many of its ingredients you are striving

to let into your thoughts. See how much of God you let shine

through your heart. God is Love.

I am sure you will all find some of these lights of love shin-

ing forth out of your kind hearts, and, if we will each try to win

all these qualities of Love, the world will soon be better and

little children will no longer suffer from sickness nor want for

the necessaries of life. Your loving friend,

Harriet S. Bogardus.

A CHILD OF NATURE.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

The Family Circle. 469

St. Paul—breaks up this word Love for us so that we can under-
stand it. In place of the seven colors of the rainbow he finds
nine attributes (qualities) of character that will be found wher-
ever Love shines. He has arranged a sort of table explaining
this, and it is very much as you arrange your work at school:

Patience
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..

“Love sulfereth long
Kindness

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
and is kind.”

Generosity. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
“Love envieth not."

Humility. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .“Love vauntethnot itself;
LOVE; Courtesy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

doth not behave itself unseemly;
Unselfishness

. . . . . . . . . . . . . ._. seeketh not her own;
Good temper . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. is not easily provoked;
Guilelessness (Innocence). .

thinkethno evil;
Sincerity. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. rejoiceth in the Truth."

Each of these qualities in the mind or the character of a child
helps to make up what Prof. Drummond terms “the greatest
thing in the world"—Love. And this is what the world needs so

badly to-day; it is what the little readers of MIND and their
parents are striving to realize for themselves and others.

Now, dear children, the next time you see the light broken
up, as it shines through a prism or as it shines through the
atmosphere and reflects the rainbow on the clouds, think of the
word Love, and see how many of its ingredients you are striving
to let into your thoughts. See how much of God you let shine
through your heart. God is Love.

I am sure you will all find some of these lights. of love shin-
ing forth out of your kind hearts, and, if we will each try to win
all these qualities of Love, the world will soon be better and
little children will no longer suffer from sickness nor want for
the necessaries of life. Your loving friend,

HARRIET S. BOGARDUS.

 

aw
A CHILD OF NATURE.
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smiled as its vision swept the full length of the valley and saw

everywhere yielding winter's swift departure.

Drawing back the icy covering from a wondrously bright

little stream, which had been sleeping warm and snug in its very

bosom, the loving Nature-mother said:

"Awake, my child; the day has come when you must begin

your life anew. The time has come when the many lessons I

have taught, as together we talked of the wide world you are

about to enter, are to be your only guide as you journey. You

will not forget, I am sure, that you have a mission sweet and

true to fulfil, and for no cause, however tempting, are you to

lose sight of that which you are to accomplish. You will see many

failures, no doubt, from sources that show weakness of purpose;

but let each failure serve to strengthen your aim, and so will you

be enabled to join your brothers and sisters who have also been

true."

With fond caresses and many promises to remember, the

little stream slowly withdrew itself from its icy garments and

went winding down the mountain-side, now leaping, now rest-

ing, then onward again, laughing, dancing, and singing in the

full joy of young life and perfect freedom. For many days it

wound in and out among friendly hills, greeting each with a

cheery and helpful message; and its song took a deeper tone of

gratitude as it remembered the loving, watchful care it had ever

known.

One evening, as the sun was setting and a beautiful quiet of

peace and protection seemed to settle upon all Nature, a bright

gleam of water from between a cluster of bordering hills caused

the stream to start with joy.

"At last," it mused, "I am to have a companion on my jour-

ney. But why is it not coming this way, I wonder? There is a

nice channel and all streams flow westward from this side of the

range: so Mother said, and she must know. I wonder if it does

nnt know ahont it? T will nail anH ca»"

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

Jo
h
n
 P

a
tr

ic
k 

D
e
v
e
n
e
y
 (

U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
C

h
ic

a
g

o
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

4
-1

2
-1

7
 0

2
:0

3
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/h
v
d
.h

c4
3

4
n

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le

470 IWIND.

smiled as its vision swept the full length of the valley and saw

everywhere yielding winter’s swift departure.
Drawing back the icy covering from a wondrously bright

little stream, which had been sleeping warm and snug in its very
bosom, the loving Nature-mother said:

“Awake, my child; the day has come when you must begin
your life anew. The time has come when the many lessons I
have taught, as together we talked of the wide world you are

about to enter, are to be your only guide as you journey. You
will not forget, I am sure, that you have a mission sweet and
true to fulfil, and for no cause, however tempting, are you to
lose sight of thatwhich you are to accomplish. You will see many
failures, no doubt, from sources that show weakness of purpose;
but let each failure serve to strengthen your aim, and so will you
be enabled to join your brothers and sisters who have also been
true.”

With fond caresses and many promises to remember, the
little stream slowly withdrew itself from its icy garments and
went winding down the mountain-side, now leaping, now rest-

ing, then onward again, laughing, dancing, and singing in the
full joy of young life and perfect freedom. For many days it
wound in and out among friendly hills, greeting each with a

cheery and helpful message; and its song took a deeper tone of
gratitude as it remembered the loving, watchful care it had ever

known. I

One evening, as the sun was setting and a beautifulquiet of
peace and protection seemed to settle upon all Nature, a bright
gleam of water from between a cluster of bordering hills caused
the stream to start with joy.

“At last,” it mused, “I am to have a companion on my jour-
ney. But why is it not coming this way, I wonder? There is a

nice channel and all streams flow westward from this side of the
range: so Mother said, and she must know. I wonder if it does
nnt know é_F]Qt]’C will (‘all and can ”
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"Now, that is queer," thought the stream. "Surely it must be

lost, and perhaps discouraged. I shall run over and see. It is

not far, and in case we may not journey together I can surely

find my way back before twilight is gone."

So, with never a fear of the coming darkness, nor a thought

of the many cautions stored away to be used on just such occa-

sions, the foolish little stream turned aside, and swiftly, because

of its impatience to know, it sped through the open gap of hills.

And there its astonished eyes beheld a sluggish little lake, slime-

covered in patches. Then the stream understood that here was

an aimless life, with not even a desire to send forth a warning

call to those who might be led astray by its presence in the valley!

With piteous cries and prayerful murmurings the little stream

desperately struggled to turn back on its course; but treacherous

rocks and unyielding soil fought its every move. Still it

struggled, aiming constantly, though never hopelessly in spite of

failures, to gain its lost course to the west. Sometimes it would

succeed a little and again it would lose the hold it had gained, and,

with a mad rush, would plunge nearer the now black slimy border

of the lake. But, with a strength born of determination, it would

seek a new channel, compelling the stones and gravel to yield

and form a partial protection from the awful danger. Poor little

stream! How it longed to be released from that night of struggle

and horror!

Just as the sun, on its upward journey, flushed the mountain

peak, the home where it had known such joy and security, the

brave little child of the winter snows plunged beneath the surface

of the earth for a considerable distance, emerging again with a

mighty rush as if to regain at one leap all it had lost by delay.

All the day it moved onward, singing in glad notes of its mighty

deliverance and ever sending forth a warning cry to any who,
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“Now, that is queer,” thought the stream. “Surely it must be
lost, and perhaps discouraged. I shall run over and see. It is
not far, and in case we may not journey together I can surely
find my way back before twilight is gone.”

So, with never a fear of the coming darkness, nor a thought
of the many cautions stored away to be used on just such occa-

sions, the foolish little stream turned aside, and swiftly, because
of its impatience to know, it sped through the open gap of hills.
And there its astonished eyes beheld a sluggish little lake, slime-
covered in patches. Then the stream understood that here was

an aimless life, with not even a desire to send forth a warning
call to those who might be led astray by its presence in the valley!

With piteous cries and prayerful murmurings the little stream

desperately struggled to turn back on its course; but treacherous
rocks and unyielding soil fought its every move. Still it
struggled, aiming constantly, though never hopelessly in spite of
failures, to gain its lost course to the west. Sometimes it would
succeed a little and again it would lose the hold it had gained, and,
with a mad rush, would plunge nearer the now black slimy border
of the lake. But, with a strength born of determination, it would
seek a new channel, compelling the stones and gravel to yield
and form a partial protection from the awful danger. Poor little
stream! How it longed to be released from thatnight of struggle
and horror!

Just as the sun, on its upward journey, flushed the mountain
peak, the home where it had known such joy and security, the
brave little child of the winter snows plunged beneaththe surface
of the earth for a considerable distance, emerging again with a

mighty rush as if to regain at one leap all it had lost by delay.
All the day it moved onward, singing in glad notes of its mighty
deliverance and ever sending forth a warning cry to any who.
l\11!':f\1I§ one :I'|:n1‘ I-rI:rr'-Ifi kn Int‘ na:rIn Tfc Aiu.-sour rnnuvn ‘urns uuvnfhhn
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more caught a glimpse of bounding waters ahead, its call was

silenced by the mighty roar of old Ocean, as with resounding

voice he recounted the victories of the faithful who for ages had

added to his strength and fulfilled their mission by mingling with

his power—that mighty power of God in Nature. And, as the

stream, subdued, thankfully mingled its waters with those of the

great deep and was carried high on the breast of the outgoing

tide, its heart thrilled with joy that at last it was safe; but a

minute after it sank with a sorrowful remembrance of the poor

little lake, aimless and useless, that served but as a snare for the

careless. Then, with a glance away to the horizon's rim, where

snowy peaks lifted high their heads, the stream sank gratefully

to rest, knowing that to the source of its life among those peaks

and to the kind God of Nature over all it had not been untrue.

Ruby M. Byers.

THE TONE OF VOICE.

It is not so much what you say

As the manner in which you say it;

It is not so much the language you use

As the tones in which you convey it.

The words may be mild and fair,

And the tones may pierce like a dart;

The words may be soft as the summer air,

And the tones may break the heart.

For words but come from the mind.

And grow by study and art;

But the tones leap forth from the inner self,

And reveal the state of the heart.

Whether you know it or not—

Whether you mean or care—

Gentleness, kindness, love and hate,

Envy and anger, are there.

Then. WOTllrf vnil miaf-r^tc avnirl
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more caught a glimpse of bounding waters ahead, its call was
silenced by the mighty roar of old Ocean, as with resounding
voice he recounted the victories of the faithful who for ages had
added to his strength and fulfilled their mission by mingling with
his power—that mighty power of God in Nature. And, as the
stream, subdued, thankfullymingled its waters with those of the
great deep and was carried high on the breast of the outgoing
tide, its heart thrilled with joy that at last it was safe; but a

minute after it sank with a sorrowful remembrance of the poor
little lake, aimless and useless, that served but as a snare for the
careless. Then, with a glance away to the horizon’s rim, where
snowy peaks lifted high their heads, the stream sank gratefully
to rest, knowing that to the source of its life among those peaks
and to the kind God of Nature over all it had not been untrue.

RUBY M. BYERS.
 

THE TONE OF VOICE.

It is not so much what you say
As the manner in which you say it;

It is not so much the language you use

As the tones in which you convey it.

The words may be mild and fair,
And the tone: may pierce like a dart;

The words may be soft as the summer air,
And the tones may break the heart.

For words but come from the mind,
And grow by study and art;

But the tones leap forth from the inner self,
And reveal the state of the heart.

Whether you know it or not-
Whether you mean or care-

Gentleness, kindness, love and hate,
Envy and anger, are there.
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WHY TIMMY LIVED ALONE.

Little Timmy lived alone. There was a big hollow tree in his

cage, or rather a make-believe one, where only Timmy climbed,

and there was a wire nest suspended in a corner solely for his

use. This was Timmy's establishment. I wondered why my

landlady did not try to find some other little squirrel to keep

house with Tim, to help crack nuts and store them away, and to

be a sort of helpmeet for him. It isn't natural for any living thing

to live alone. This is why I had so much sympathy for little

Timothy. Every bird of the air, every crawling worm, every

animal of the wood—even the lion of the forest—has its mate

and a family of its own. And if we have one pet horse or cat

or dog we may always know that it has somehow lost or has been

separated from its mate.

Of course, I made all sorts of guesses as to why Timmy lived

alone. I tried to get familiar with him. He loves milk, and after

he has lapped dry the dish that holds the milk and has tried in

vain to lug it off or to break it as he would a nut for something

inside, I have coaxed him to let me stroke his head just by letting

him lap my finger tipped with sweet milk. But even then he

often tosses back his head, as if to say, "Not quite so familiar,

if you please."

But one day the lady of the house, thinking I was wasting

my sympathy, told me something I was very sorry to hear.

Now, Tim was a gray squirrel, and he and a companion were

pounced upon in the woods by some fierce red squirrels and nearly

killed. A man rescued them and brought them home, because

he knew that the red squirrels would surely kill them, and he

made them as comfortable as he could in a great roomy cage.

The hollow tree in the cape was big enough for several squirrels
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WHY TIMMY LIVED ALONE.

Little Timmy lived alone. There was a big hollow tree in his
cage, or rather a make-believe one, where only Timmy climbed,
and there was a wire nest suspended in a corner solely for his
use. This was Timmy’s establishment. I wondered why my
landlady did not try to find some other little squirrel to keep
house with Tim, to help crack nuts and store them away, and to
be a sort of helpmeet for him. It isn't natural for any living thing
to live alone. This is why I had so much sympathy for little
Timothy. Every bird of the air, every crawling worm, every
animal of the wood—even the lion of the forest——has its mate
and a family of its own. And if we have one pet horse or cat
or dog we may always know that it has somehow lost or has been
separated from its mate.

Of course, I made all sorts of guesses as to why Timmy lived
alone. I tried to get familiarwith him. He loves milk, and after
he has lapped dry the dish that holds the milk and has tried in
vain to lug it off or to break it as he would a nut for something
inside, I have coaxed him to let me stroke his head just by letting
him lap my finger tipped with sweet milk. But even then he
often tosses back his head, as if to say, “Not quite so familiar,
if you please.”

But one day the lady of the house, thinking I was wasting
my sympathy, told me something I was very sorry to hear.

Now, Tim was a gray squirrel, and he and a companion were

pounced upon in the woods by some fierce red squirrels and nearly
killed. A man rescued them and brought them home, because
he knew that the red squirrels would surely kill them, and he
made them as comfortable as he could in a great roomy cage.
The hollow tree in the cage was big enough for several squirrels

CL) 31¢
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soft bed of cotton until only their two little brown noses could

be seen through the loose fluffy cotton.

But gradually there came to be a falling out. Tim's way was

to eat only just what he needed and store the rest away; but soon

he discovered that the other squirrel did nothing but crack nuts

and eat the whole day long.

Now, when squirrels live their natural life in the woods they

know they must store away all the nuts they can find, for winter

will be coming when every eatable thing will be covered up by

deep snows. Timmy hadn't forgotten the long cold days and

weeks, and he felt that he must save up every summer's day as

he used to in the woods. It troubled him to see his mate so waste-

ful, and soon they began to quarrel about it. Every day it was

the same old story. Timmy wanted to save and the other squirrel

wouldn't help him. Then Timmy began to stir up trouble by

pushing the little squirrel out of its nest; and one morning on the

floor of the cage Timmy's mate lay dead!

Poor little Timmy! How much better it would have been had

he talked it over with his chum and tried to show how necessary

it was to lay by for a snowy day. With a few kind words they

might have lived together savingly and happily instead of chat-

tering angrily at each other without trying to see what kindness

and patience would do.

Mary J. Woodward-Weatherbee.

THE WHITE PALACE.

In the land that is called "Leal," where the flowers never fade,—

where things not only seem but truly arc,—there is a very beauti-

ful white palace, with a wide and shining portal from which
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soft bed of cotton until only their two little brown noses could
be seen through the loose fluffy cotton.

But gradually there came to be a falling out. Tim's way was

to eat only just what he needed and store the rest away; but soon

he discovered that the other squirrel did nothing but crack nuts
and eat the whole day long.

Now, when squirrels live their natural life in the woods they
know they must store away all the nuts they can find, for winter
will be coming when every eatable thing will be covered up by
deep snows. Timmy hadn't forgotten the long cold days and
weeks, and he felt that he must save up every summer’s day as

he used to in the woods. It troubled him to see his mate so waste-
ful, and soon they began to quarrel about it. Every day it was

the same old story. Timmy wanted to save and the other squirrel
wouldn't help him. Then Timmy began to stir up trouble by
pushing the little squirrel out of its nest; and one morning on the
floor of the cage Timmy’s mate lay dead!

Poor little Timmy! How much better it would have been had
he talked it over with his chum and tried to show how necessary
it was to lay by for a snowy day. With a few kind words they
might have lived together savingly and happily instead of chat-
tering angrily at each other without trying to see what kindness
and patience would do.

MARY J. WOOD\VARD-WEATHERBEE.

 

THE WHITE‘ PALACE.

In the land that is called “Leal,” where the flowers never fade,-
where things not only seem but truly are,—tl1'ere is a very beauti-
ful white palace, with a wide and shining portal from which
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those who come from otherwhere to learn our earth-life's lesson

tell the wise man why they want to enter the palace. And there

they choose a talisman (a charm) from its gem-filled halls—a sort

of soul-compass to steer by. Some people call this gem an ideal,

some a religion, others a god. The Bible calls it "the light that

lighteth every man that cometh into the world." But, whatever

name be given it, it is really to all the same thing; the one thing

of all the world-ful that seems to each of us worth while; the

deepest, widest desire that lies at the bottom of our souls' depths;

the one thing we would rather do or be than all else besides,

here or otherwhere. When we shut our eyes and ears to earth-

happenings, and are at home in our souls for a little while, the

gem we have chosen from the wonderful palace through which

we passed to come here will shine clearly. This is the compass—

and no two are just alike—that we have taken to steer our lives

by: this is the thing we most want.

When we have finished our lessons here and are ready to

pass out and on there waits for us another wise old man and

another great white palace. If we choose wisely from the first

white palace and have worked hard and faithfully to make our

own selves and our own corner of this world as like as may be

to the gem we brought with us, and have kept the gem itself

undimmed, then it takes its place in the second palace, a radiant

record of our life's work.

But what really brings the most joy to both these wise old men

is when a person about to enter earth-life chooses a beautiful

thought-gem and loves it and lives so closely with it that even

his face grows like it. There are all sorts of things to choose

from the white palace—even money. But when one chooses

money his face and soul often grow hard and metal-like, like the

image of the bit of money he chose to bring with him. Sometimes

one may choose a gem like a sunrise cloud, and then, if he live

closely and clearly with it, his whole life will be like sunrise—

like the beginnings of many glad good things. And his eyes as

thev look into vours hold the sunrise lights. Some oeople hide
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those who come from otherwhere to learn our earth-life’s lesson
tell the wise man why they want to enter the palace. And there
they choose a talisman (a charm) from its gem-filledhalls—a sort
of soul-compass to steer by. Some people call this gem an ideal,
some a religion, others a god. The Bible calls it “the light that
lighteth every man that cometh into the world.” But, whatever
name be given it, it is really to all the same thing; the one thing
of all the world-ful that seems to each of us worth while; the
deepest, widest desire that lies at the bottom of our souls’ depths;
the one thing we would rather do or be than all else besides,
here or otherwhere. When we shut our eyes and ears to earth-
happenings, and are at home in our souls for a little while, the
gem we have chosen from the wonderful palace through which
we passed to come here will shine clearly. This is the compass——
and no two are just alike—-that we have taken to steer our lives
by; this is the thing we most want.

When we have finished our lessons here and are ready to

pass out and on there waits for us another wise old man and
another great white palace. If we choose wisely from the first
white palace and have worked hard and faithfully to make our

own selves and our own corner of this world as like as may be
to the gem we brought with us, and have kept the gem itself
undiinmed, then it takes its place in the second palace, a radiant
record of our life's work.

But what really brings the most joy to both these wise old men

is when a person about to enter earth-life chooses a beautiful
thought-gem and loves it and lives so closely with it that even

his face grows like it. There are all sorts of things to choose
from the white pa1ace—even money. But when one chooses
money his face and soul often grow hard and metal-like, like the
image of the bit of money he chose to bring with him. Sometimes
one may choose a gem like a sunrise cloud, and then, if he live
closely and clearly with it, his whole life will be like sunrise--
like the beginnings of many glad good things. And his eyes as

the-v lookQi'}(9 hold the sunrise lights. some Deople hide
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But the greatest gift that any one can give the world is to

keep his jewel—when he has chosen one that gives him a deep,

strong, true desire that makes him glad to work or even to

suffer—so close and clear that it shines out through his face.

Thus, to be the thing one loves, to let all the beauty one's soul

sees mirror in the face so plainly that all may understand, so

richly that all may want to do likewise, so simply that all may

know how—this is living the desire we have chosen.

Esther Harlan.

LITTLE LINN'S CONCERT.

(A True Story,)

It was a beautiful spring day. The glad earth seemed awake

to the pleasures of life.

Being too fine to stay indoors, little Linn, a bright three-year-

old, and his mama went out on the porch. Linn's mama was busy

with sewing and he was busy with play. At length Mama noticed

that her little boy's play was rather noisy. (Did you ever know

little boys or girls to be too noisy when at play?) So she said:

"Hush, Linn; don't make so much noise!"

"They are makin' all the noise, Mama—'taint me," said he,

clapping his hands and stamping his feet on the steps as if ap-

plauding. "It's my concert, Mama—my great big concert. Why,

don't you hear the music? There's more 'n a thousand singers, an'

they're so glad they're alive an' can sing. They want me to praise

'em, Mama; for I'm playing they are my musicianers, you know."

And sure enough the oak-grove, over the way, was full of

happy birds, and they were filling the air with a merry chorus of

melody.

Do you not think Linn's concert a fine one, and the music
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But the greatest gift that any one can give the world is to

keep his jewel—when he has chosen one that gives him a deep,
strong, true desire that makes him glad to work or even to
suFfer——so close and clear that it shines out through his face.

Thus, to be the thingone loves, to let all the beautyone’s soul
sees mirror in the face so plainly that all may understand, so

richly that all may want to do likewise, so simply that all may
know how—this is living the desire we have chosen.

Esrmzn HAm.AN.
 

LITTLE LINN’S CONCERT.

(A True Story.)

It was a beautifulspring day. The glad earth seemed awake
to the pleasures of life.

Being too fine to stay indoors, little Linn, a bright three-year-
old, and his mama went out on the porch. Linn’s mama was busy
with sewing and he was busy with play. At lengthMama noticed
that her little boy's play was rather noisy. (Did you ever know
little boys or girls to be too noisy when at play?) So she said:
“Hush, Linn; don't make so much noise I"

“They are makin’ all the noise, Mama—’taint me,” said he,
clapping his hands and stamping his feet on the steps as if ap-
plauding. “It’s my concert, Mama—my great big concert. Why,
don’t you hear the music? There's more ’n a thousandsingers, an’
they're so glad they'realive an’ can sing. They want me to praise
‘em, Mama; for I’m playing they are my musicianers, you know.”

And sure enough the oak-grove, over the way, was full of
happy birds, and they were filling the air with a merry chorus of
melody.

Do you not think Linn’s concert a fine one, and the music
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THE SECRET OF EVERLASTING YOUTH.

No; she was not old. One would never think of age while

gazing into that bright, animated face, even though old people—

people who were really old—could remember her sixty years ago

—a little tot picking the bright dandelions until her little dress

was filled to overflowing, and then crying for another dress that

she might pick more.

Expressions of wonder and surprise were sure to follow when

people found out that she was sixty years old and still so young.

Only One knows the secret of her youthful looks. Although she

has told it many times it still remains a secret, for few have ap-

plied its teachings diligently.

Each night, after retiring, the day's cares and anxieties are

cast aside, the trials banished, the harsh words forgotten, the sor-

rows given into the care of Him who knows our need; and the

sweet calm that comes with the night she lets enter her soul. The

face, that wonderful interpreter of every thought, was bid to

smile, every wrinkle smoothed out, every frown forced to dis-

appear. Each feature yielded to its master, will, making the face

express the harmony that bespoke the indwelling of sweet con-

tent. Every muscle in the whole body was relaxed—resting.

Then she repeated over and over, "I love everybody and God

loves me," until sha fell asleep with this beautiful thought in

mind.

Experiments have proved that sleep leaves us with just the

same look on the face that it found there when it came to us. It

is also true that a mind filled with happy, cheerful thoughts will,

in the morning, feel surprise at its own happiness.

Dear children, would you ripen and not wither? Banish worry

and all discordant thoughts. Then smile—smile in thought and

in deed. Smile in the presence of your friends, and, if you would

live a truly beautiful life, smile when alone with your God.

Kathryn Kingsly.
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THE SECRET OF EVERLASTING YOUTH.

No; she was not old. One would ‘never think of age while
gazing into that bright, animated face, even though old people—-
people who were really old—-could remember her sixty years ago
—a little tot picking the bright dandelions until her little dress
was filled to overflowing, and then crying for another dress that
she might pick more.

Expressions of wonder and surprise were sure to follow when
people found out that she was sixty years old and still so young.
Only One knows the secret of her youthful looks. Although she
has told it many times it still remains a secret, for few have ap-
plied its teachings diligently.

Each night, after retiring, the day's cares and anxieties are

cast aside, the trials banished, the harsh words forgotten, the sor-

rows given into the care of Him who knows our need-; and the
sweet calm that comes with the night she lets enter her soul. The
face, that wonderful interpreter of every thought, was bid to
smile, every wrinkle smoothed out, every frown forced to dis-
appear. Each feature yielded to its master, will, making the face
express the harmony that bespoke the indwelling of sweet con-

tent. Every muscle in the whole body was re1axed—resting.
Then she repeated over and over, “I love everybody and God
loves me,” until she fell asleep with this beautiful thought in
mind.

Experiments have proved that sleep leaves us with just the
same look on the face that it found there when it came to us. It
is also true that a mind filled with happy, cheerful thoughts will,
in the morning, feel surprise at its own happiness.

Dear children, would you ripen and not wither? Banish worry
and all discordant thoughts. Then smile——smile in thought and
in deed. Smile in the presence of your friends, and, if you would
live a truly beautiful life, smile when alone with your God. '

‘

KATHRYN KINGSLY.
(JO an-no-0-0-0-0-O-O
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PSYCHICAL DEVELOPMENT. By a Mental Scientist. Cloth, $2.50.

E. H. Anderson, publisher, Toledo, Ohio.

This is a large work, for some inscrutable reason minus the

usual paging. It is in two parts, the first consisting of fifteen

"lessons" in psychical development and the second, which is de-

voted to the philosophy of the New Thought, comprising ten

"lessons." Much of its teaching is valuable and some of it is new

in the form of presentation. The work, however, is defective in

that the anonymous author attempts to cover too much ground.

The attention given to hypnotism, for instance, is out of all pro-

portion to the importance and utility of the subject, which is

properly no part of the New Thought. The element of confusion

is thus introduced in the student's mind as to the respective values

of psychical processes and mental phenomena. Yet it must be

conceded that this writer's experience has been vast and varied,

and that the facts presented are destined to cut a very large figure

in the speculative philosophy of the coming years. While lack-

ing somewhat in spiritual tone, the book is a conclusive refutation

of every argument of materialism, and as such deserves a wide

circulation.

FACT AND FANCY—In Spiritualism, Theosophy, and Psychical Re-

search. By G. G. Hubbell. 208 pp. Cloth, $1.25. The Robert

Clarke Company, publishers, Cincinnati, Ohio.

The most admirable thing about this work is its candor: the

author's intentions are evidently of the best. In the interest of

Truth he divests Mme. Blavatsky of her fraudulent mask, holds

Theosophy up to the ridicule of the American intelligence, and,

with the fidelity of a true Psychical Researcher, pronounces Mrs.

Piper, the spirit medium, "the most remarkable psychological

phenomenon of the century." This conclusion will amuse those

investigators of the ncvpViir nlanp wVirv nrnvorl the rnntiniionr-o
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mentary and duplicated by scores of ordinary mediums through-

out the land is well known; and that her single phase is surpassed

in importance by many possessing additional gifts is common

knowledge among students of the marvelous. What has retarded

the progress of this Society is its mania for "scientific" evidence.

The attempt to measure spiritual things by the yardstick of

material science will always fail. But Mr. Hubbell's book will

prove highly entertaining to all interested in the subjects of which

it treats, and we commend it to the attention of unbelievers

everywhere. J. E. M.
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The Library of Health.

IN THREE VOLUMES.

By CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

A aeries of essays in popular form on Advanced Thought subjects, giving special

attention to questions bearing upon individual happiness, harmony, and health.

Excellent books for beginners in the New Metaphysics.

Contents of Volume I.

The Spiritual Science of Life.

Self-Con trol.

Power of the Will.

Faith and Works.

Mental Causes of Physical Disease.

The Giving of Mental Treatment.

Relationship.

Mind and Body (Part I.).

Mind and Body (Part II.).

The Forgiveness of Sin.

Goad and Evil.

The Teachings of the Bible.

Contents of Volume II.

he Inner Man.

. [an's Relation to Man.

Resist not Evil.

The Love of the Beautiful.

The New Awakening.

From Death unto Lite.

"I am the Resurrection and the

Life."

The Right Use of the Will.

Questions and Answers.

The Gospel of Healing.

The Power of Thought.

How to Develop the Gift of!

Talks about Treatment.

The Negation of Good.

Environment.^

Man's Dominion.

The Benefits Derived from Spiritual

Science.

Contents of Volume III.

The Crucifixion.

The Spiritual Man.

Christian Theory and Practise.

Hidden Mysteries.

Spiritual Growth.

The Soul's Dominion.

All Life is One.

Health: How Attained.

Meditation.

The Kingdom oflHeaven.

Contentment

The Elements of Success.

The Power of Good.

New Thought Idea of Prayer.

The Treasures of Life.

What is Spiritual Science?

The Power and Scope of Spiritual

Science in Daily Life.

HAND80MELY BOUND IN CLOTH AND COLD.

PRICES: Each volume, $1.00; any two la one order, $1.75; or all three for $2.25.

JVPersons ordering the full set of six books by this author—" New Thought Essays," "Beyond the

Clouds," "Seeking the Kingdom," and the three cloth volumes above described—at the regular

rate of $t.oo each, are entitled to a year's subscription to Mind free.

ANNOUNCEMENT.

The unusual demand for

THE LIBRARY OF HEALTH

Has led the publishers to issue an edition of these valuable works IS PAPEH COVERS.
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IN THREE VOLUMES.

By cmnuss BRODIB PATTBRSON.   

A series of essays in popular form on Advanced Thought subjects. giving special
attention to questions bearing utgon individual ha piness. harmony, and health.
Excellent boon for beginners in e New Metaphys cs.

Contents of Volume I.
The S iritual Science of Life. Relstionshi .Self-(gntrol. Mind and Body Part 1.3.Power of theWill. Mind and_ Body Part II. .

Faithand Works.
_
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_The Giving of Mental Treatment. The Teachingsof the Bible.
Contents of Volume II.
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The Inner Mari. e Gospel of Healing.
Man's Relation to Man. The Power of Thought.
Resist not Evil. How to Develop the Gift of Healing.
The Love of the Beautiful. Talksabout Treatment.
The New Awakenin
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The Negation of Good.

gmm Deathunto Li e_. Environinent._
I sin the Resurrection and the Man‘: Dominion.

Life." The Benefits Derived from Spiritual
The Right Use of the Will. Science.

Contents of Volume III.
The Crucifixion. The Kingdom oilfieaven.
The.Spiritual Man.

_

Contentment.
ChflltlanTheory and Prsctise. The Elements of Success.
Hidden M stories. The Power of Good.
8 iritual rowth. New Thought Idea_of Prayer.
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Meditation. Science in Daily tie.
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Two Important Works by

CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.

NEW THOUGHT ESSAYS.

These valuable papers are preceded by an original "Introduction to the New

Thought," not hitherto published, making a volume of over a hundred pages em-

bodying the ripest thought of one of the most successful among the many American

teachers and practitioners of metaphysical healing. The Spiritual Science of Life has

not thus far had a more lucid or intelligible exposition. The other fourteen essays of

which the volume consists bear the following titles:

Lint as a Journey.

Thk Mental Origin of Disease.

Mental and Physical Correspondences.

The Imaging Faculty.

How We Make Our Environment.

The Evolution of Power.

Pood for Mind and Body.

Breath Vibration.

Fork and Symbol.

Mental Science Versus Hypnotism,

Thoughts on Spiritual Healing.

Psychical Research.

Telepathy a Scientific Fact.

Healing at a Distance.

BEYOND THE CLOUDS.

This beautiful volume comprises 134 pages, consisting of a series of lectures on

The Spiritual Science of Life. It should be in the hands of all who advocate a return

to the primitive truths of Christianity, through a union of churches on a common basis

of truth and the spiritual regeneration of religion.

The above works are handsomely bound in cloth. Price, $1.00 each, or the two for $1.75, post-paid.

ISSUED AND FOR SALE BY

THE ALLIANCE PUBLISHING COMPANY,

969 Filth Ave., New York, N. Y.

THE ESOTERIC ART OF LIVING.

BY JOSEPH STEWART, LL.M.

CONTENTS.

1.—Some Basic Philosophy.

II.—Mental States and Selected Consciousness.

III. —Ellmlnatlve and Constructive Mentation.

IV. —Original Thought and Free Expression.

V Self-Revelation.

VI.—Subliminal Consciousness.

VII. —Subliminal Consciousness (Continued).

VIII. —The Rationale of Concentration.

IX.—The Normal and the Supernormal.

Original Studies in the Philosophy of the Higher Life, comprehending the concepts

of Advanced Thought and some deductions from modern Psychical Research; the pur-
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Two Important Works by

CHARLES BRODIE PATTERSON.
NEW THOUGHT ESSAYS.

These valuablepapers are greceded by an original "Izrraonucnox to 1113 Nxw
Tuovairr." not hitherto publis ed, making a volume of over a hundred pages em-
bodying the ripest thoughtof one of the most successful among the many American
teachers and practitionersof metaph sical healinfi. The Spiritual Science of Life has
not thus far had a more lucid or inte ble ex tion. The other fourteen easy: of
which thevolume consists bear the fol owing t tles:
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BEYOND THE CLOUDS.
This beautifulvolume comprises :34 gges. oonsistin of a series of lectures on

The Spiritual Science of Life. It should in the hands 0 all who advocate a return
to the rimitive truths of Christianity, througha union of churches on a common basis
of mi and the spiritual regeneration of religion.

Tleabevewerksarehaadsenelybeaadla cloth. Prlce.$l.0OeaclI.erthetweter$l.1I.pest-paid.

ISSUED AND FOR SALE BY

THE ALLIANCE PUBLISHING COMPANY,
869 FifthAve., New York. N. Y.

THE ESOTERIC ART OF LIVING.
BY JOSEPH STEWART, LL.M.

CONTENTS.
l.—5ome Basic Philosophy. ‘

ll.—-Mental states and selected Consciousness.
lll.—Eliminative and constructive Mentation.
lV.—-Original Thought and Free Expression.
V.—5elf-Revelation.

Vl.—subIlmlnalComclousness.
V|l.—$ubllmlnal Consciousness (Coutiouud).
Vlll.—'l‘heRationale of Concentration.

lX.—The Normal and the supernormal.
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