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Plane handle with care

and pan on to another

ૺ B ut try, I urge૲ the trying shall sufዾ ce;

The aim makes great the life."
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S UN S E T A N D PE A CE

W hich Is the Dream?

L ife is, after all, a dream. A t odd moments we wake to .the

real life within it, the life of the soul, which is eternal progress.

The way out of the dream is to refuse it the power to give us

unhappiness, to strengthen the will through duty, and the soul

itself through kindly thought and deed.

H E  day' s work was over and a prisoner sat in his

cell, weary in body but at peace in mind. H e was

reviewing the day, noting the mistakes and fail૲

ures he had made and transforming them into strength

for tomorrow.

H is mind slowly passed from the outward into the

world of reality, which was at once veiled and revealed

in the symbolism of a dream.

H e found himself seated in a chariot, driving a team

of restless and spirited horses. B efore him stretched a

vast plain, the far horizon of which was hidden in a

haze of golden light. A nd the glorious mid-heaven sun

ዾ lled the whole atmosphere with a burnished glow that

was charged with the very essence of life.

B y his side as he drove, he was aware of a radiance,

an impalpable being, felt rather than seen, whose pres-

ence seemed to carry the virtue of the sun. This com-

panion, by unspoken words, was giving him guidance,

encouragement, and knowledge.

A s the j ourney proceeded, he became conscious every

moment of disturbing inዿ uences. Threatening half-seen

shapes were trying to thrill him with fear and paralyse

his power to drive. N ow and then they settled upon

one or other of the horses as if to stop it or goad it

to madness and make it uncontrollable. A nd sometimes

they whispered into his ear that the j ourney was vain

and the path led nowhere save to disappointment. If

he permitted himself to listen a moment, the temptation
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Ploun Iluullo with car:
and 2 on to another “ But try, I urga_tho trying dull wine;

The aim makes great the life."
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SIJNSET AND PEACE

Which In the Dream?
Life is. after all, a dream. At odd moments we wake to the

real life within it. the life of the soul. which is eternal progress.
The way out of the dream is to refuse it the power to give us
unhappiness. to strengthen the will through duty. and the soul
itself through kindly thought and deed.

HE day's work was over and a prisoner sat in his
cell, weary in body but at peace in mind. He was

reviewing the day. noting the mistakes and fail-
ures he had made and transforming them into strength
for tomorrow.

His mind slowly passed from the outward into the
world of reality. which was at once veiled and revealed
in the symbolism of a dream.

He found himself seated in a chariot. driving a team
of restless and spirited horses. llcfnre him stretched a
vast plain, the far horizon of which was hidden in a

r.-..;:::.~;.-. ;; .~ GO‘. ipgle

haze of golden light. And the glorious mid-heaven sun
filled the whole atmosphere with a burnished glow that
was charged with the very essence of life.

By his side as he drove, he was aware of a radiance,
an impalpable being. felt rather than seen. whose pres-
ence seemed to carry the virtue of the sun. This com-

panion, by unspoken words, was giving him guidance,
encouragement. and knowlerlge.

As the journey proceeded, he became conscious every
moment of disturbing influences. Threatening half-seen
shapes were trying to thrill him with fear and paralyse
his power to drive. Now and then they settled upon
one or other of the horses as if to stop it or goad it
to madness and make it uncontrollable. And sometimes
they whispered into his ear that the journey was vain
and the path led nowhere save to disappointment. If
he permitted himself to listen a moment, the temptation 
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to give it up and turn back became almost irresistible.

S ometimes he lost sight of the sun, the light, the path

and his companion. H e seemed to be prisoned in by

iron circumstance. There were vague longings from a

dead past, empty likes and dislikes, regrets and agon-

izing memories. ૶ .

A nd yet, and yet, all the time the glorious mid૲ heaven

sun was shining;  all round was the living glow;  and

by his side was the radiant companion, ever ready to

warn and teach and help, to bring into his heart the

knowledge of his eternal power over all the shapes of

darkness.

Then, suddenly, there was a change. H orses and

chariot vanished. The companion had become one with

himself, and in his dream he knew that some glorious

obj ect which he had set out to attain was his at last.

N ew knowledge, new power, and henceforth eternal j oy,

had become part of his nature. The shadows were dissi-

pated for ever. N ow he could go back and be a light

of help to comrades still struggling on the road. H e

could tell them something of the meaning of life, for

now he knew.

A nd then he awoke. Parts of the ૺ dream ૻ  vanished

from his memory. H is mind, once again in the limita-

tions of waking life, was unable to carry with it the full

meaning of the victory, the attainment.

B ut enough remained. H enceforth his outer life might

be what it would, outer circumstances as dark and de૲

pressing as they might. H e knew that in some sense it

was all u' nreal and that within it the true life ዿ owed on

in eternal light. A  TR A VE L E R

" 3'

Is L ife W orth L iving?

H A T a comment it is upon our civilization and

our religion that for a century at least the num-

ber of suicides in every civilized country has been

mounting year by year!  A  larger number are yearly

ዾ nding life as they have it to be not worth living. There

is not life enough for them in their lives and therefore

not j oy enough: for life, when got at, is j oy. They do

not know that life is there waiting, in themselves, the

very highest and richest life. They do not know that

when nature૲ or Divine L aw, it is the same૲ cuts oዿ ૶

a man૷ s possibilities of happiness in one direction૲ say

by disease, or the weight of years, or hardness of lot૲

it is always the case that other possibilities have opened.

A nd the pain, the sense of blank, is to call his attention

to those other possibilities. It is when all seems to be

gone, when hope seems futile, when nothing seems left

but the chill menace or empty grayness of coming years

-૲ it is then that the soul is nearest to full awakening to

itself, then that the fulness of new life is ready to be

won, then that the eternal compassion of the Divine may

be felt and its strength seized. In that Divine are the

souls of all those who in other times have won their

crown and yet have never ceased to work for humanity૷ s

redemption. It is because the new door is so ready to be

opened that the old doors of pleasure and opportunity

have closed.

To him who desires more life, richer feeling of life,

we say: ૻ  Thou thyself art the N ew W ay, the door thou

seekest.ૻ  The man himself, owner of body and tenant

of it, owner of mind and mostly bound slave of all the

thoughts that come into his mind, who is he?  The mind

sweeps him along from thought to thought, from picture

to picture, from memory to memory. H e does not know

that he himself is not the thoughts of which he is the

victim. Y et it is he himself thatis the door that he is

looking for, the door to new life. It is when he has for

the moment silenced the chatter of mind and gone inward

in aspiration that he ዾ nds the power to get beyond what

he has hitherto thought to be himself into his real self.

to become transformed into light, to feel and understand

what he really is. Then is born the divine will to help

others. Then he knows that death cannot touch him.

whatever it may do to his body.

S o it is the duality of our natures that we must study.

That is the door to the N ew W ay. There is the lower

part, the victim of the common thoughts and desires and

passions and appetites, always wanting to have something

more and to be somewhere else. A nd there is the higher

part, standing always in the sunlight of Divinity, of the

essence of life and j oy. Mankind has long lost touch of

that, since the days of the Golden A ge;  but there is

nothing to prevent any one of us from getting back to

it again. S earch behind your thoughts, in the silence. for

the light that shall give you eternal goodwill for all your

fellows and eternal j oy for yourself. That light you are.

A  S TUDE N T

3

W hat૷ s N ew ?

ૺ E L I. boys, what૷ s new? ૻ

ૺ N ew?  W hat૷ s there going to be new in a

rotten old world like this૲ and especially a

place like this? ૻ

ૺ F eeling like that, are you, old man?  N ow I should

say that the world has hardly yet begun business, let alone

got too old for it.ૻ

ૺH ow do you manage that?

reasons.ૻ

ૺMany: among others, that your present played૲ out.

blued-over feeling is so common. L ife has a great pur-

pose working out, and when it૷ s a bit farther forward

in that there won૷ t be any fellows feeling like you.ૻ

ૺO h, go on!  They૷ ll all be feeling like me then."

ૺ S am, are you healthy? ૻ

ૺ Y ou seem to change the subj ect a bit. Don૷ t know

as I blame you, considering. A s to health, you know

I૷ m never free from rheumatism.ૻ

ૺIs anybody healthy૲ perfect, I mean? ૻ

ૺI guess not. Might be as young fellows, perhaps;

not after.ૻ  ~

Y ou haven' t got any
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THE NEW WAY

to give it up and turn back became almost irresistible.
Sometimes he lost sight of the sun, the light, the path

and his companion. He seemed to be prisoned in by
iron circumstance. There were vague longings from a
dead past, empty likes and dislikes, regrets and agon-
izing memories. '

And yet, and yet, all the time the glorious mid-heaven
sun was shining; all round was the living glow; and
by his side was the radiant companion. ever ready to
warn and teach and help. to bring into his heart the
knowledge of his eternal power over all the shapes of
darkness.

Then, suddenly, there was a change. Horses and
chariot vanished. The companion had become one with
himself, and in his dream he knew that some glorious
object which he had set out to attain was his at last.
New knowledge. new power, and henceforth eternal joy.
had become part of his nature. The shadows were dissi-
pated for ever. Now he could go back and be a light
of help to comrades still struggling on the road. He
could tell them something of the meaning of life, for
now he knew.

And then he awoke. Parts of the “ dream ’ vanished
from his memory. His mind, once again in the limita-
tions of waking life. was unable to carry with it the full
meaning of the victory. the attainment.

But enough remained. l-lenceforth his outer life might
be what it would, outer circumstances as dark and de-
pressing as they might. He knew that in some sense it
was all unreal and that within it the true life flowed on
in eternal light. A TR/\VELF.R

.33

Is Life Worth Living?

‘ N II-IAT a comment it is upon our civilization and
our religion that for a century at least the num-
ber of suicides in every civilized country has been

mounting year by year! A larger number are yearly
finding life as they have it to be not worth living. There
is not life enough for them in their lives and therefore
not joy enough: for life, when got at. is joy. They do
not know that life is there waiting, in thernselves, the
very highest and richest life. They do not know that
when nature—or Divine Law, it is the same—cuts ofl‘
a man’s possibilities of happiness in one direction—say
by disease, or the weight of years, or hardness of lot——
it is always the case that other possibilitieshave opened.
And the pain. the sense of blank, is to call his attention
to those other possibilities. It is when all seems to be
gone, when hope seems futile, when nothing seems left
but the chill menace or empty grayness of coming years
—it is then that the soul is nearest to full awakening to
itself. then that the fulness of new life is ready to be
won. then that the eternal compassion of the l')i\.-‘inc may
he felt and its strength seized. In that Divine are the
souls of all those who in other times have won their
crown and yet have never ceased to work for humanity's

. G0 git’

redemption. It is because the new door is so ready to he
opened that the old doors of pleasure and opportunity
have closed.

To him who desires more life, richer feeling of life.
we say: “ Thou thyself art the New “lay, the door thou
seekest.” The man himself, owner of body and tenant
of it. owner of mind and mostly bound slave of all the
thoughts that come into his mind, who is he? The mind
sweeps him along from thought to thought, from picture
to picture. from memory to memory. He does not know
that he himself is not the thoughts of which he is the
victim. Yet it is he himself that is the door that he is
looking for, the door to new life. It is when he has for
the moment silenced the chatter of mind and gone inward
in aspiration that he finds the power to get beyond what
he has hitherto thought to he himself into his real self.
to become transformed into light, to feel and understand
what he really is. Then is born the divine will to help
others. Then he knows that death cannot touch him.
whatever it may do to his body.

So it is the duality of our natures that we must study.
That is the door to the New VVay. There is the lower
part, the victim of the common thoughts and desires and
passions and appetites, always wanting to have something
more and to be somewhere else. And there is the higher
part, standing always in the sunlight of Divinity. of the
essence of life and joy. Mankind has long lost touch of
that. since the days of the Golden Age; but there is
nothing to prevent any one of us from getting back to
it again. Search behind your thoughts, in the silence. for
the light that shall give you eternal goodwill for all your
fellows and eternal joy for yourself. That light you are.

A Sruni-txr
.30

What’: New ?
“ ELL boys, what’s new?”

“ New? \Vhat’s there going to be new in a
rotten old world like this—and especially a

plate like this?”
“Feeling like that, are you. old man? Now I should

say that the world has hardly yet begun business. let alonc
got too old for it.”

“How do you manage that?
reasons.”

“ Many: among others, that your present pIayed—out.
blued-over feeling is so common. Life has a great pur-
pose working out, and when it’s a bit farther forward
in that there won't be any fellows feeling like you."

“Oh. go on! They'll all be feeling like me then."
“ Sam. are you healthy?”
“You seem to change the subject a bit. Don't know

as I blame you. considering. .-\s to health. you know
I'm never free from rheumatism."

“Is anybody healthy—perfect, I mean?”
“I guess not. Might be as young fellows, perhaps;

not after.”

You haven't got any
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"  Do you know anybody who fully understands what

life is for and ex actly how it everywhere works?  H ow

the trees grow, and the animals;  what gravitation and

electricity are;  what he himself is, and his own body? ૻ

"  .\' ot by a long chalk!  A ltogether too big a propo-

sition."

ૺO r too small minds, eh?  Y ou like music, don૷ t you?

S ort of raises you up? ૻ

ૺJust about all I do enj oy, now.ૻ

ૺCan you stay all the day raised up in feeling as you

are raised up when ዾ ne music is playing?  ૻ

ૺ Go on with you!  W ho could?  I guess it would burn

a man up in about a day. B ut what in thunder are you

getting at? ૻ

ૺY ou believe in something Divine, don૷ t you? ૻ

ૺ O h, I suppose I believe in a S upreme B eing, like most

fellows do૲ believe it in a way.ૻ

ૺ N ow look here, S am, let૷ s go back a bit. I said I

thought that life is still young and that the world is young.

A nd the proof, for me, is that the purpose of things is

hardly showing any real signs of being much under way

yet, let alone completed. Y ou asked me what the purpose

was. A nd then you granted that nobody is healthy in his

body ૲  healthy, I mean, so as to live perhaps two or three

hundred years in comfort and happiness: nobody full

grown enough in his mind to be able to understand the

universe he lives in or the life he himself lives in and

of: nobody able to keep his feelings keyed up high more૷ n

about twenty minutes: and nobody, or very few, know-

ing the Divine in themselves or in nature.

ૺVery well;  why not reckon that the purpose in and

behind things is to evolve little by little a race of men that

are, and can do, all those things we as yet are not and

cannot do?  That' s my view. A nd in my view also, our

life won૷ t really begin૲ real. grand, godlike life૲ till

that purpose has won out to the last item and men are

what they ought to be instead of ૲  well, look at us!  The

earth is a growth place, I tell you, and growth is the

purpose of life here or anywhere else, this planet or any

other. N o man will ever get q uit of the duty to grow.

A nd all the pain in the world is because men refuse to

do that.ૻ

ૺI never refused to grow."

ૺ Y es you did, or you wouldn૷ t be where you are now.

A  man૷ s got feelings, and feeling grows by being kept

everlastingly kindly to every other man. H ave you done

that?  A  man૷ s got a body, and it grows in health and

inner perfection by being kept in order, pure, clean, alert,

upright. Is that your case?  H e૷ s got a will, and that

grows by attention to duty, every last item of duty.

H e૷ s got a mind, and that grows by making it think out

and see his own double nature૲  the part that wants to

laze and have a good time and also snarl and q uarrel on

occasion, and the part that wants right and light. In the

central source of life there૷ s a picture of what each of

us might be and ought to be, a godlike picture, and that૷ s

the purpose. E very one of us can feel it and ዾ nd it in

him and work so as to get more and more like it.ૻ

ૺW hat is God, according to your.idea?  "

ૺ God, according to my reckoning, is what thinks those

pictures and pours all the time compassion and encourage-

ment on us all so as to help us to grow up to the ideal,

the picture. There૷ s no other way to get solid happiness

and knowledge. W e can all get to know and be what૷ s

beyond the dream of any of us.ૻ  R E PO R TE R

.3

The Two of Y ou

H E  real character of the man shone into and used

his mind. A nd during the time that was happening

he wrote something which inspired thousands to

higher life and thought. '

B ut he could not hold his real character, and after he

had done writing, his other one resumed its control, took

charge of his mind, and he again became small, vain,

envious, and sensual.

A nd people said: ૺ W hat a humbug!  Contrast his ዾ ne

sentiments on paper with his contemptible life! ૻ

B ut he was no humbug. L ike the rest of us he had

two characters and his better one knew when it was able

to get hold of his pen and gave him the urge to write.

W hichever of his characters was on deck he felt him-

self of course to be himself. There was this difference:

During the short times when the better part of him was

well on deck he was happy and content, and craving for

nothing. W hen the other was on deck, he was craving

things, planning ex cursions, outings, purchases, changes

of some sort, so as to get happy. B ut then none of these

did really make him happy for more than a little while.

There was another difference: W hen the lower char-

acter was running, he did q uite calmly and contentedly

things which had he seen them done by another man he

would have recognized as utterly contemptible. B ut be-

cause he did them they seemed at the time all right. H e

could not ordinarily view himself as others viewed him

nor as he would have viewed others.

People spoke of his ૺ real character.ૻ  W hat did they

mean?  Most of them considered the lower thing to be

his real character. The writing phase of him they thought

of as assumed, as hypocrisy. O thers regarded the writing

man as his true self, and spoke of the lower, the pleasure-

seeking part, as unreal. W hy unreal?

B ecause they saw that with the lapse of time and by

the force of his efforts and aspirations, the writing char-

acter was coming more and more on deck, staying longer

and gradually restraining the other, bidding fair to win

the whole victory. The selዾ sh pleasure-seeking part was

petering out. They saw that this latter would one day

have vanished altogether and he would be all the time

the ዾ ne soul he formerly was only when he felt the urge

to take pen in hand and write for the help of others.

Moral: S ee your own duality;  pick out the better of

the two and try to be that all the time. Make that the

real man of you. A  N E W  W A Y F A R E R
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“ Do you know anybody who fully understands what
life is for and exactly how it everywhere works? How
the trees grow, and the animals: what gravitation and
electricity are; what he himself is, and his own body? ”

" Not by a long chalk! Altogether too big a propo-
sition."

“Or too small minds, eh? You like music, don't you?
Sort of raises you up?”

“ Just about all I do enjoy, now.”
“ Can you stay all the day raised up in feeling as you

are raised up when fine music is playing? ”

“ Go on with you! VVho could? I guess it would burn
a man up in about a day. But what in thunder are you
getting at?”

“ You believe in something Divine, don't you?"
“Oh, I suppose I believe in a Supreme Being. like most

fellows do—believe it in a way.”
“ Now look here, Sam, let's go back a bit. I said I

thought that life is still young and that the world is young.
And the proof, for me. is that the purpose of things is
hardly showing any real signs of being much under way
yet, let alone completed. You asked me what the purpose
was. And then you granted that nobody is healthy in his
body — healthy. I mean, so as to live perhaps two or three
hundred years in comfort and happiness: nobody full
grown enough in his mind to be able to understand the
universe he lives in or the life he himself lives in and
of: nobody able to keep his feelings keyed up high more’n
about twenty minutes: and nobody, or very few, know-
ing the Divine in themselves or in nature.

“ Very well; why not reckon that the purpose in and
behind things is to evolve little by little a race of men that
are. and can do, all those things we as yet are not and
cannot do? That's my view. And in my view also, our
life won't really be-gin—-real, grand. godlike life—till
that purpose has won out to the last item and men are
what they ought to be instead of — well, look at us! The
earth is a growth place, I tell you, and growth is the
purpose of life here or anywhere else, this planet or any
other. No man will ever get quit of the duty to grow.
.~\nd all the pain in the world is because men refuse to
do that.”
"I never refused to grow."
“ Yes you did, or you wouldn't be where you are now.

A man's got feelings, and feeling grows by being kept
everlastinglykindly to every other man. Have you done
that? A man’s got a body, and it grows in health and
inner perfection by being kept in order, pure, clean, alert.
upright. Is that your case? He’s got a will, and that
grows by attention to duty, every last item of duty.
IIe's got a mind, and that grows by making it thinkout
an(l see his own double nature~— the part that wants to
laze and have a good time and also snarl and quarrel on
occasion, and the part that wants right and light. In the
central source of life there’s a picture of what each of
us might be and ought to be, a godlike picture, and that’:
the purpose. Every one of us can feel it and find it in

. G0 glut
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him and work so as to get more and more like it."
“ N-Vhat is God, according to youridea? "

“ God, according to my reckoning, is what thinks those
pictures and pours all the time compassion and encourage-
ment on us all so as to help us to grow up to the ideal,
the picture. There's no other way to get solid happiness
and knowledge. \\'e (an all get to know and be what's
beyond the dream of any of us." REPORTER

J

The Two of You
HE real character of the man shone into and used
his mind. And during the time that was happening
he wrote something which inspired thousands to

higher life and thought.
But he could not hold his real character, and after he

had done writing, his other one resumed its control, took
charge of his mind, and he again became small. vain,
envious, and sensual.

And people said: “ What a humbug! Contrast his fine
sentiments on paper with his contemptible life!"

But he was no humbug. Like the rest of us he had
two characters and his better one knew when it was able
to get hold of his pen and gave him the urge to write.

Whichever of his characters was on deck he felt him-
self of course to be himself. There was this difierence:
During the short times when the better part of him was
well on deck he was happy and content, and craving for
nothing. When the other was on deck, he was craving
things, planning excursions, outings, purchases, changes
of some sort, so as to get happy. But then none of these
did really make him happy for more than a little while.

There was another difference: VVhen the lower char-
acter was running, he did quite calmly and contentedly
things which had be seen them done by another man he
would have recognized as utterly contemptible. But be-
cause he did them they seemed at the time all right. He
could not ordinarily view himself as others viewed him
nor as he would have viewed others.

People spoke of his “ real character." What did they
mean? Most of them considered the lower thing to be
his real character. The writing phase of him they thought
of as assumed, as hypocrisy. Others regarded the writing
man as his true self, and spoke of the lower, the pleasure-
seeking part, as unreal. VVhy unreal?

Because they saw that with the lapse of time and by
the force of his efforts and aspirations, the writing char-
acter was coming more and more on deck, staying longer
and gradually restraining the other, bidding fair to win
the whole victory. The selfish plcasure—seeking part was
petering out. They saw that this latter would one day
have vanished altogether and he would be all the time
the fine soul he formerly was only when he felt the urge
to take pen in hand and write for the help of others.

Moral: See your own duality; pick out the better of
the two and try to be that all the time. Make that the
real man of you. A NEW \VAv1«‘ARER
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The Man and the Machine

IIE N  dear old Dr. B artol, of B oston, was asked

if Christianity had been proven a failure, he re-

plied: ૺ It has never been tried yet.ૻ  The same

answer might be made to those who ask if B rotherhood

is not too impractical for daily life. B rotherhood is

about the only thing men haven૷ t tried in dealing with

each other. E ver since Cain raised his hand against his

brother, men have been trying to get the best of their

fellows.

The rights of man have to wait for the righteousness

of men. E ach one must do truer j ustice to his own liber-

ating power and possibilities before he will try to deal

j ustly by others.

A  man૷ s prime business in life is to stand right with

himself. Then he is a live model which shows how it

works practically. This

makes him a living pic-

ture in the human story

book. Men lack the

imagination to see an

idea unless it is pictured

out for them. B ut an

interesting picture makes

them willing to spell out

the meaning of the story.

Think what a man

might amount to if he

only kept on working out

his possibilities!  F rank-

ly, doesn' t the average

fellow make a pretty ዾ at

showing for himself?

Think what human life might be if all were even trying

to be rightly adj usted to themselves and to each other?

The perfection of the modern machine consists in the fact

that its assembled parts act together as if directed by

a conscious mechanical brain. A ll possible elements of

friction and waste motion and irregularity are removed

and every fraction of power is calculated to a nicety.

Then contrast the machine with man who made it.

H e has a body uneq ualed in its possibilities of power

and skill and delicacy of adj ustment. It is no mere

ዾ gure of speech that ૺ ૷ Tis love that makes the world

go round.ૻ  Genuine love is an irresistible force. B ut

what with ages of disease and selዾ sh'  indulgence, of fear

and laziness, most of man૷ s energy is lost in purposeless

friction, waste motion, obstruction, and discordant noises.

H e not only fails to ૺarriveૻ  personally at anything

really worth while, but the whole social machinery he

belongs to is a sorry disappointment. Its separate parts

work out of relation and out of adj ustment to each other

and to the whole body politic. O perating with no end

of noise and trouble and inj ury and misspent time and

money, with wasted energy and wear and tear and social

tinkering, the resulting output of human good is pitiably

small, in real health and lasting happiness.

'  Q  .

L omalond Photo. 6'  E ngfዿ l' lng Dept.

\VH A T IN  TH UN DE R  IS  TH IS ?

A  good engineer ዾ nds satisfaction in the contented

purr of his engine when it is working smoothly and

harmoniously. H is ear q uickly catches a j arring note

of disturbance;  and he is uneasy until he has set it

right. It would be a crazy q uestion to ask him if unity

of action in the different parts of a machine was neces-

sary in running it. The day of crude mechanism has

gone by, and the hard, higgledy-piggledy methods of

operation have been tried and discarded. \Vell, having

tried about all the crude and unkind ways there are to

run the world, it' s about time we treated ourselves and

each other as sensibly and well as we do the machines.

W ithout the co-operating adj ustment of B rotherhood

the social machine will continue to turn out the human

" seconds"  and damaged types, and the business of life

will be in a chronic state of physical, mental, and moral

bankruptcy.

B rotherhood is bound

to come. The world is

at last awakening to the

need of ,it. A nd there

are many who are ዾ nd-

ing, in prison life, an

ideal ዾ eld of practice in

this noblest and richest

of all human achieve-

ments. A  pretty barren

and stony ዾ eld certainly.

from some points of

view. B ut as a charac-

ter-grower it is hard to

imagine a better.

CIVIL  E N GIN E E R

H ow To B e H appy

A L I. peoples have (and consciously or unconsciously

believe) a legend which tells how at some period

in the far backward of human life there was a

Golden A ge when man was happy. N ature sufዾ ciently

supplied his simple needs and there was neither want

nor worry. L iving in unity with his fellows he breathed

the atmosphere of divine peace. A nd with unclouded

mind he understood and felt the presence of the Divine

in everything, the Divine S pirit of progressing life. Most

of all did he feel it in himself, loving it and serving it

in j oy.

H ow natural is such a life, how simple, how supremely

sensible!  O ne day men will understand this and insist

upon living it. W hy should not any one man now in-

sist with himself upon living it, keeping up his attempt

long enough to succeed?  Men will keep up their prac-

tice upon the violin for ten years, never ceasing till they

have mastered every difዾ culty. W hy not try this for

ten weeks?

B anish for a minute all ordinary thoughts from the

mind and then think of living to serve happiness. N ot

the happiness of self alone, but the happiness of all life.

B ehind all the day૷ s thoughts and deeds the golden light
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4 THE NEW WAY
 

The Men and the Machine
llE.\' dear old Dr. liartol. of Boston. was asked
if Christianity had been proven a failure. he re-
plied: " It has never been tried yet." The same

answer might be made to those who ask if Brotherhood
is not too impractical for daily life. lirotherhood is
about the only thing men haven't tried in dealing with
each other. Ever since Cain raised his hand against his
brother, men have been trying to get the best of their
fellows.

The riglits of man have to wait for the ri_qIih'ousm*.r.r
of men. Each one must do truer justice to his own liber-
ating power and possibilities before he will try to deal
justly by others.

A man's prime business in life is to stand right with
himself. Then he is a live model which shows how it
works practically. This
makes him a living pic-
ture in the human story
book. .\len lack the
imagination to see an
idea tmless it is pictured
out for them. But an

interesting picture makes
them willing to spell out
the meaning of the story.

Think what a man

might amount to if he
only kept on workingout
his possibilities! Frank-
ly. doesn't the average
fellow make a pretty fiat
showing for himself?
Think what lmman life might be if all were even trying
to be rightly adjusted to themselves and to each other?
The perfection of the modern macltine consi.st.s in the fact
that its assembled parts act together as if directed by
a conscious mechanical brain. All possible elements of
friction and waste motion and irregularity are removed
and every fraction of power is calculated to a nicety.

Then contrast the machine with man who made it.
1-le has a body unequaled in its possibilities of power
and skill and delicacy of adjustment. It is no mere

figure of speech that " "l'is love that ntakus the world
go round." Genuine love is an irresistible force. Hut
what with ages of disease and selfish indulgence. of fear
and laziness. most of man's energy is lost in ptirposclc-as
friction, waste motion, obstruction. and discordzmt noises.
He not only fails to "arrive" personally at anything
really worth while. but the whole social machinery he
belongs to is a sorry disappointment. Its separate parts
work out of relation and out of adjustment to each other
and to the whole body politic. Operating with no end
of noise and trouble and injury and misspent time and
money. with wasted energy and wear and tear and social
tinkering. the resulting output of human gum] is piii,»,],Iy
small, in real health and lasting happiness.

l_.n;.?.'I ':_u ‘I .‘

 
A good engineer finds satisfaction in the contented

purr of his engine when it is working smoothly and
harmoniously. His ear quickly catches a jarring note
of disturbzmce; and he is une:nsy until he has set it
right. It would he a crazy question to ask him if unity
of action in the different parts of a machine was neces-

sary in running it. The day of crude mechanism has
gone by. and the hard. higgledy-pigglcd_\' methods of
operation have been tried and discarded. \\'ell, having
tried about all the crude and unkind ways there are to
run the world, it's about time we treated ourselves and
each other as sensibly and well as we do the machines.
Without the co-operating adjustment of Brotherhood
the social machine will continue to turn out the human
" sccomls " aml damaged types. and the business of life
will be in a chronic state of pliysical, mental. and moral

bankruptcy.
lhotherhood is bounvl

to come. The world is
at last awakening to the
need of it. And there
are many who are find-
ing. in prison life. an
ideal field of practice in
this noblest and richest
of all human achieve-
ments. A pretty barren
and stony field certainly.
from some points of
view. But as a charac-
ter—grower it is hard to
imagine a better.

Civil. E.\'I:tNl-IER
How To Be Happy

ALL peoples have (and consciously or tlnconsciously
believe) a lcgutd which tells how at some period
in the far backward of human life there was a

Golden Age when luau was happy. Nature sufliciently
supplied his simple needs and there was neither want
nor worry. Living in unity with his fellows he breathed
the atmosphere of divine peace. And with unclouded
mind he understood and felt the presence of the Divine
in everything, the llivine Spirit of progressing life. Most
of all did he feel it in himself. loving it and serving it
in joy.

llow natural is such a life. how simple. how supremely
sensible! One day men will understand this and insist
upon living it. Why should not any one man now in-
sist with himself upon living it. keeping up his attempt
long enough to succeed? .\len will keep up their prac
tiee upon the violin for ten years. never ceasing till they
have mastered every difficulty. Why not try this for
ten ‘.‘(‘I.'t‘/t'J‘.9

’-anish for a minute all ordinary thoughts from the
mind and then think of living In .w1'z'c ha/*fu'm‘s.r. .\'ut
the happiness of self alone, but the liappiness of all life.
Behind all the day's thoughts and deeds the golden light

Lomaland Photo. 6 Engraving D.-rt.
WHAT IN THUNDER X5 TIIIS?
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of this purpose kept living and shining in the heart.

A t once some happiness has come. A t once the fool-

ishness and unnecessariness of unhappiness has been

partly realized. F or the moment you have passed above

care, fear, and longings for things and conditions. A

glow has suffused your entire being, body, mind, and

heart. F or a moment you have forgotten self and be-

come universal, part of that Universal Joy which under-

lies all life and is life itself. True life is always j oy.

in your thought you make all life share it with you,

your friends, even your enemies, even the very trees

and animals. Y ou realize that you have the power to

override all the evil in your nature and to dissipate every

shadow.

N ow go ahead. Make your own pulses one with the

pulse of that O ne L ife, that H eart, that sustains all

things, and carries all things upward, and whose essence

is j oy energizing intelligence. A  N E W  VVA Y F A R E R

IIII' I' IIIT' !  .

: II

F " , 55% ; !

L amaland Photo. 6૶ E ngraving Dept.

O N E  O F  TH E  GA TE S  O F  PO IN T L O MA  H O ME S TE A D (W H E R E  TH IS  PA PE R  IS  PUB L IS H E D)

PH O TO GR A PH  TA K E N  B Y  MO O N L IGH T

Y ou have a new hope and a new certainty. Y ou feel

that you have found a key which, if you will, can open

a door into a new life altogether. Y ou realize that to

achieve this simplicity of simplicities you have but to

set your thoughts in the key of happiness, thinking of

happiness whenever a disturbing cloud comes to darken

your mind. Y ou realize that the doing of this simple

thing from hour to hour through the day and at night,

whilst beginning at once to make your life divine, inter-

feres not with one right and wholesome pleasure;  that

instead, it will enhance every one a thousandfold because

W ithin R each

A DE L A IDE  A . Pnoc' roa

A VE  we not all, amid life' s petty strife,

S ome pure ideal of a nobler life

That once seemed possible?  Did we not hear

The ዿ utter of its wings and fch it near

A nd j ust within our reach?  It was. A nd yet

W e lost it in this daily j ar and fret.

B ut still our place is kept and it will wait,

R eady for us to ዾ ll it, soon or late.

N o star is ever lost we once have seen;

W e always may be what we might have been.
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THE

of this purpose kept living and shining in the heart.
.\t once some happiness has come. At once the fool-

i~hne.~s and unneeessariness of unhappiness has been
partly realized. For the moment you have pa.\.<e(l above
care. fear, and longings for things and conditions. .\
;lv:\\‘ has sufiused your entire being, body, mind. and
heart. For a moment you have forgotten self and he-
(t>mC universal. part of that l'ni\'er.~’al _lo_v which under—
lies all life and is life itself. True life is always joy.

You have a new hope and a new certainty. You feel
that you have found a key which. if you will. can open
a door into a new life altogether. You realize that to
acltieve this simplicity of simplicities you have hut to
~et your thoughts in the key of happiness. thinking of
ltappiness whenever a disturbing cloud comes to darken
your mind. You realize that the doing of this simple
thing from hour to hour through the day and at night,
\rhil.~t beginning at once to make your life divine, inter-
feres not with one right and wholesome pleasure; that
instead, it will enhance every one a thousandfold because

-
GK)

l\lEW WAY 5

in your thought you make all life share it with you,
your friends, e\'en your enemies. even the very trees
and animals. You realize that you have the power to
override all the evil in your nature and to (li.~:~‘ipate every
sliadow.

Now go ahead. Make your own pul.~'es one with the
pulse of that (me Life, that lleart, that sustains all
things, and carries all things upward. and \\'l’IUs‘L' e~seuce
is joy energizing intelligence. A .\'t~:w \\',\\'t-‘.~\R1~:R

Lonlaland Plwla. 6‘ Engraving Dept.
ONE OF THE GATES OF POINT I.U.\I;\ HU.\lI£5'l‘E.c\lJ (\N[lliRE THIS P.\l'ER IS [’l'lILlSllEI))

PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN IIY MOONLIGHT

Within Reach
.-\m:1..\ I I »F. A. PI<()L‘TI)R

Hr\V'E we not all. amid life's petty strife.
Some pure ideal of :1 nohler life

That nnce >eetne(l p<l'~'.<llIlt'? Did we not hear
The flutter of its wings and feel it near
And just within our reach? It was. :\nd yet
\\"e lost it in this daily jar and fret.
But still our place is" kept and it will wait.
Ready for us to till it, soon or late.
No star is ever lost we once have seen;
We always may be what we might have been.
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Cat or Dog?

L D Chris had been recalling to mind a few of the

men he used to know in his old prison days and

(for him) had got a little warm over his memo-

ries. If the prison was anywhere near well-conducted,

the life, according to him, was eminently ዾ tted for the

growth of ዾ ne traits of character. B ut so very few took

advantage of their opportunity. ૺThey come back to

the world no better than they left it,ૻ  he said, ૺ no better

than the average chap outside what ain૷ t had any of their

advantages, any of their chances to know themselves and

do a bit of thinkin૷ .

ૺ Most men is cats૲  that' s what I say, j ust cats. Y es

sir, cats, not dogs;  it' s a shame to call some men dogs ૲

a shame onthe dog.

ૺ Y ou૷ ve got a cat, ain' t you?  Y ou take a lot 0'  trouble

with her. Does that cat love you?  N o sir!  W hat are

you to that cat?  A  somethin૷  that puts milk down on

the ዿ oor in a saucer, a somethin૷  that has knees good to

go sleep on, a somethin૷  that opens the door when re૲

q uired. That' s what you are to that cat a somethin૷ ,

a purveyin'  somethin૷ .

ૺ Y ou૷ re all that to a dog. B ut you' re more. H e' d

love you if you stopped feedin૷  him, stopped pattin૷  and

pettin૷  him and even took to kickin૷  him. S o long as he

could be with you he' d be content. Y ou૷ re the man with

him and he loves you. Y ou૷ re a man to him and that૷ s

enough. A ll the time he wants to know where you are

and be there with you.

ૺ N ow why do I say most men is cats?  Just because

the other fellows are not men to ૷ em:૲ ૲  j ust sources of

cash, sources of a good yarn, a loan of tobacco, a vote

in a ૷ lection, a priv૷ lege, a round of applause in return

for a yarn, or, contrariwise, nuisances that must be

served, paid money into, outwitted, or speeched to and

won round some way.

ૺThey૷ ve got other men arranged accordin'  to a scale

of service or pleasure that can be got out of them. I

think S mith a mighty nice chap. W hy?  ૷ Cause he can

tell a good yarn and is willin૷  to. W hy is he willin૷  to?

૷ Cause he likes applause and we give it to him. O ur pic-

ture of S mith, come right down to it, is mostly a picture

of a set of funny stories with a pipe in its mouth, inside

a suit of clothes. A in' t that, in its way, same as the cat૷ s

picture of you૲ a source of milk saucers inside a suit

of clothes that૷ s good to rub against?

ૺ I may be goin૷  a bit too far when I says most men is

cats. B ut I wish they૷ d try to be dogs a bit. I mean,

live in their hearts more, turn their heart-faces out to-.

wards each other instead of their nose-and-eyes~faces,

turn their hearts more and their thoughts less towards

each other. S ee?  "

A nd the old man lapsed into silence. The possibilities

of brotherhood was a favorite tex t with him and he some-

times denounced with a fervor that ran outside his own

limits. B ut you could always feel his heart. R E PO R TE R

F ear

L IMIN A TE  F E A R  from the mind of man, teach

him the divinity of his own being, show him that

B rotherhood is a fact in N ature, start him on his

path with the knowledge of his power to overcome the

temptations of life through trusting in the H igher S elf:

૲ then the work of redemption has commenced.

K atherine Tinglcy

MA N  often has fear stamped upon him before his en-

trance into the outer world;  he is reared in fear;  all

his life is passed in bondage to fear of disease and death,

and thus his whole mentality becomes cramped, limited,

and depressed, and his body follows its shrunken pattern

and speciዾ cation. Think of the millions of sensitive and

responsive souls among our ancestors who have been

under the domination of such a perpetual nightmare!

Is it not surprising that health ex ists at all ? ૲ H enr_v W ood

ૺ IF  it is possible to get rid [ for the time]  of anger and

worry, why is it necessary to have them at all.ૻ  I felt

the strength of the argument, and at once accepted the

reasoning. . . . F rom the instant I realized that these

cancer spots of worry and anger were removable, they

left me. F rom that time life has had an entirely differ-

ent aspect. A lthough from that moment the possibility

and desirability of freedom from the depressing passions

has been a reality to me, it took me some months to feel

absolute security in my new position;  but as the usual

occasions for worry and anger have presented themselves

over and over again, and I have been unable to feel them

in the slightest degree, I no longer dread or guard against

them, and I am amazed at my increased energy and vigor

of mind;  at my strength to meet situations of all kinds,

and at my disposition to love and appreciate everything.

. . . I feel such an increased desire to do something use-

ful that it seems as if I were a boy again and the energy

for play had returned. It does not make one a coward.

It can૷ t, since fear is one of the things eliminated. . . .

I note a marked improvement in the way my stomach

does its duty in assimilating the food I give it to handle,

and I am sure it works better to the sound of a song

than under the friction of a frown૲ H orace F letcher

I A M satisዾ ed that there is some great power in man૶s

higher nature which is capable of arranging all important

happenings, all that comes to him or is denied to him:

that this arranging is for his good and for that only૲

that is, for the perfecting and rounding out of his char-

actor, and therefore for his ultimate happiness;  that this

power is only hindered (and is usually hindered) by the

man૷ s own mind;  and that if he will trust, he will re-

move all the barriers to its action and all the blindness

from his own eyes. Trust is the one great antidote to

fear. ૲  N  oz' ena

TH E  wise man will neither recall things past nor

imagine things coming. O ne ex cites regret;  the other.

longing or fear. H indering both, the will grows, and

there is peace. ૲  Indian
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6 THE

Cat or Dog?
LD Chris had been recalling to mind a few of the

men he used to know in his old prison days and
(for him) had got a little warm over his memo-

ries. If the prison was anywhere near well—conducted,
the life, according to him, was eminently fitted for the
growth of fine traits of character. But so very few took
advantage of their opportunity. “They come back to
the world no better than they left it,” he said, “ no better
than the average chap outside what ain't had any of their
advantages, any of their chances to know themselves and
do a bit of thinkin'.

" Most men is cats —- that's what I say, just cats. Yes
sir, cats, not dogs; it's a shame to call some men dogs —

a shame on.the dog.
“ You’ve got a cat, ain't you? You take a lot 0’ trouble

with her. Does that cat love you? No sir! What are

you to that cat? A somcthin’ that puts milk down on
the floor in a saucer, a somcthin’ that has knees good to
go sleep on, a somctliin’ that opens the door when re-

quired. That's what you are to that cat a somethin’,
a purveyin' somclhin’.

“ You're all that to a dog. But you're more. Ile'd
love you if you stopped feedin’ him, stopped pattin’ and
pettin’ him and even took to kickin' him. So long as he
could be with you he'd be content. You're the man with
him and he loves you. You’re a man to him and that's
enough. All the time he wants to know where you are
and be there with you.

“ Now why do I say most men is cats? Just because
the other fellows are not men to ‘em: — just sources of
cash, sources of a good yarn, a loan of tobacco, a vote
in a ’lection, a priv'lege, a round of applause in return
for a yarn, or, contrariwise, nuisances that must be
served, paid money into, outwitted, or speeched to and
won round some way.

“ They’ve got other men arranged accordin' to a scale
of service or pleasure that can be got out of them. I
think Smith a mighty nice chap. Why? ’Cause he can
tell a good yarn and is willin’ to. Why is he willin’ to?
’Cause he likes applause and we give it to him. Our pic-
ture of Smith, come right down to it, is mostly a picture
of a set of funny stories with a pipe in its mouth, inside
a suit of clothes. Ain't that, in its way, same as the cat’s
picture of you—a source of milk saucers inside a suit
of clothes that’s good to rub against?

“ I may be goin’ a bit too far when I says most men is
cats. But I wish they'd try to be dogs a bit. I mean,
live in their hearts more, turn their heart-faces out to-.
wards each other instead of their nose-and-eyes-faces,
turn their hearts more and their thoughts less towards
each other. See?"

And the old man lapsed into silence. The possibilities
of brotherhood was a favorite text with him and he some-
times denounced with a fervor that ran outside his own
limits. But you could always feel his heart. REPORTER

s
Go -Cgle

NEW WAY

Fear
LIMINATE FEAR from the mind of man, teach

him the divinity of his own being, show him that
Brotherhood is a fact in Nature, start him on his

path with the knowledge of his power to overcome the
temptations of life through trusting in the Higher Self :

——then the work of redemption has commenced.
Katherine Tinglcy

MAN often has fear stamped upon him before his en-

trance into the outer world; he is reared in fear; all
his life is passed in bondage to fear of disease and death.
and thus his whole mentality becomes cramped, limited.
and depressed, and his body follows its shrunken pattern
and specification. Think of the millions of sensitive and
responsive souls among our ancestors who have been
under the domination of such a perpetual nightmare!
Is it not surprising thathealth exists at all ?—Heur;v I/Vaod

“ IF it is possible to get rid [for the time] of anger and
worry, why is it necessary to have them at al .” I felt
the strength of the argument, and at once accepted the
reasoning. . . .

From the instant I realized that these
cancer spots of worry and anger were removable, they
left me. From that time life has had an entirely differ-
ent aspect. Although from that moment the possibility
an(l desirabilityof freedom from the depressing passions
has been a reality to me, it took me some months to feel
absolute security in my new position; but as the usual
occasions for worry and anger have presented themselves
over and over again, and I have been unable to feel them
in the slightest degree, I no longer dread or guard against
them, and I am amazed at my increased energy and vigor
of mind; at my strength to meet situations of all kinds.
and at my disposition to love and appreciate everything.
. . .

I feel such an increased desire to do something use-
ful that it seems as if I were a boy again and the energy
for play had returned. It does not make one a coward.
It can’t, since fear is one of the things eliminated.

. . .

I note a marked improvement in the way my stomach
does its duty in assimilatingthe food I give it to handle.
and I am sure it works better to the sound of a song
than under the friction of a frown.—Horace Fletcher

I AM satisfied that there is some great power in man's
higher nature which is capable of arranging all important
happenings, all that comes to him or is denied to him:
that this arranging is for his good and for that only-
that is, for the perfecting and rounding out of his char-
acter, and therefore for his ultimate happiness; that this
power is only hindered (and is usually hindered) by the
man's own mind; and that if he will trust, he will re-
move all the barriers to its action and all the blindness
from his own eyes. Trust is the one great anti(lote to
fear. -— Nowna

THE wise man will neither recall things past nor

imagine things coming. One excites regret: the other.
longing or fear. Hindering both. the will grows. and
there is peace. — Indian
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N ow!

MA R Y  A . Towx senn

TO  each man' s life there comes a time supreme;

O ne day, one night, one morning, or one noon,

O ne freighted hour, one moment opportune,

O ne rift through which sublime fulዾ lments gleam,

O ne space when fate goes tiding with the stream,

O ne O nce, in balance ૷ twix t Too L ate, Too S oon,

A nd ready for the passing instant૷ s boon

To tip in favor the uncertain beam.

A h, happy he who, knowing how to wait,

K nows also how to watch and work and stand

O n L ife૷ s broad deck alert, and at the prow

To seize the passing moment, big with fate,

F rom opportunity' s ex tended hand,

\thn the great clock of destiny strikes N owl૲ S vlertcd

0'

The Calf Path

N E  day through the primeval wood

A  calf walked home as good calves should,

B ut made a trail all bent askew,

A  crooked trail, as all calves do;

S ince then three hundred years have ዿ ed,

A nd I infer the calf is dead.

B ut still he left behind his trail,

A nd thereby hangs my moral tale.

The trail was taken up nex t day.

B y a lone dog that passed that way,

A nd then a wise bell-wether sheep

Pursued the trail o૷ er va-le and steep,

A nd drew the ዿ ock behind him too,

A s good bell-wethers always do.

A nd from that day o૷ er hill and glade,

Through those old woods a path was made.

A nd many men wound in and out,

A nd dodged and turned and bent about,

A nd uttered words of righteous wrath

B ecause ' twas such a crooked path.

B ut still they followed૲ do not laugh૲

The ዾ rst migrations of that calf,

A nd through this winding wood-way stalked

B ecause he wobbled when he walked.

This forest pa-th became a lane,

That bent and turned and turned again,

This crooked lane became a road

W here many a poor horse with his load

Toiled on beneath the burning sun

A nd traveled some three miles in one,

A nd thus a century and a half,

They trod the footsteps of that calf.

The years passed on in swiftness ዿ eet,

The road became a village street;

A nd this, before men were aware,

A  city૷ s crowded thoroughfare.

A nd soon the central street was this

O f a renowned metropolis.

A nd men two centuries and a half

Trod in the footsteps of that calf.

E ach day a hundred thousand rout

F ollowed this zigzag calf about,

A nd o૷ er his crooked j ourney went

The trafዾ c of a continent.

A  hundred thousand men were led

B y one calf near three centuries dead.

They followed still his crooked way,

A nd lost one hundred years a day;

F or thus such reverence is lent

To well-established precedent.

A  moral lesson this might teach

W ere I ordained and called to preach;

F or men are prone to go it blind

A long the calf-paths of the mind,

A nd work away from sun to sun

To do what other men have done.

They follow in the beaten track

A nd out and in, and forth and back,

A nd still their devious course pursue,

To keep the path that others do.

They keep the path a sacred groove,

A long which all their lives they move;

B ut how the wise old wood-gods laugh,

W ho saw the ዾ rst primeval calf.

A h, many things this tale might teach૲

B ut I am not ordained to preach૲ S elected

(There૷ s another moral to this.

the same, but it can૷ t be helped.

W hen we were young૲ calves૲ we made a crooked

trail, some of us. A nd the city of a character has grown

up around that trail, a crooked city.

They straighten crooked cities, sometimes. N apoleon,

for instance, did that for the old crooked Paris. A nd now

the streets are like arrow-paths. E DITO R )

8

That W hich Thou A rt

H A T which thou art is sacred;  it began

B efore the oldest sun had ዾ ery birth,

O r the green earth ዾ rst dreamed;  and is so wise

That its two eyes see all things that shall be,

A nd all things past they see, and further far

Than any star that burns within heaven૷ s deep,

K nowing not sleep, nor birth, nor death, nor woe.

That which thou art is more than mind may know.

Many apologies for

That which thou art is sacred;  mortal ear

Is not allowed to hear its holy name,

N or to know whence it came, nor in what hour

F irst stirred the Power that sent it forth through night

To carry light where darkness was of old,

A nd the wild desert worlds to hold for God;

Through ways untrod to travel till the sun

S hines on the battle won, which ages fought.

The worlds and stars are born of thine own thought.૲  K . M.

I

ૺ TH E  Great S word B earer only knows j ust when H e ' 1]  wound

my heart૲ not I;

B ut since H e is the one who gives the balm, what does it

signify? "

I

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N E W  W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money O rders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E W  W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N ew W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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THE NEW WAY 7

Now!
MARY A. TowNsF.Nn

’I‘O each man's life there comes a time supreme;
One day, one night, one morning, or one noon,

One freighted hour, one moment opportune,
One rift through which sublime fulfilments gleam,
One space when fate goes tiding with the stream,

One Once, in balance ’twixt Too Late, Too Soon,
And ready for the passing instant’s boon

To tip in favor the uncertain beam.
Ah, happy he who, knowing how to wait,

Knows also how to watch and work and stand
On Life's broad deck alert, and at the prow

To seize the passing moment, big with fate,
From opportunity’s extended hand,

When the great clock of destiny strikes No\v!—SrIertcd
J

The Calf Path
NE day through the primeval wood

A calf walked home as good calves should,
But made a trail all bent askcw,
A crooked trail, as all calves do;
Since then three hundred years have fled,
And I infer the calf is dead.
But still he left behind his trail,
And thereby hangs my moral tale.
The trail was taken up next day.
By a lone dog that passed that way.
And then a wise bell—wethcr sheep
Pursued the trail o’er vale and steep,
And drew the flock behind him too,
As good bell-wethers always do.
And from that day o’er hill and gladc.
Through those old woods a path was made.
And many men wound in and out,
And dodged and turned and bent about,
And uttered words of righteous wrath
Because ’twas such a crooked path.
But still they followed--do not laugh-
The first migrations of that calf,
And through this winding wood-way stalked
Because he wobbled when he walked.
This forest path became a lane,
That bent and turned and turned again.
This crooked lane became a road
Where many a poor horse with his load
Toiled on beneath the burning sun
And traveled some three miles in one,
And thus a century and a half,
They trod the footsteps of that calf.
The years passed on in swiftncss fleet,
The road became a village street;
And this, before men were aware,
A city’s crowded thoroughfare.
And soon the central street was this
Of a renowned metropolis.
And men two centuries and a half
Trod in the footsteps of that calf.

Each day a hundred thousand rout
Followed this zigzag calf about,
And o’er his crooked journey went
The traffic of a» continent.
A hundred thousand men were led
By one calf near three centuries dead.

,
(Lo glc

 

They followed still his crooked way,
And lost one hundred years a day;
For thus such reverence is lent
To wc|l—cstablished precedent.
A moral lesson this might teach
VVere I ordained and called to preach;
For men are prone to go it blind
Along the calf-paths of the mind,
And work away from sun to sun
To do what other men have done.

They follow in the beaten track
And out and in, and forth and back.
And still their devious course pursue,
To keep the path that others do.
They keep the path a sacred groove,
Along which all their lives they move;
But how the wise old wood-gods laugh.
Who saw the first primeval calf.
Ah, many things this tale might teach-
But I am not ordained to prcach.—.S'rlcctcd

(There’s another moral to this.
the same, but it can't be helped.

VVhen we were young—calves—we made a crooked
trail, some of us. And the city of a character has grown
up around that trail, a crooked city.

They straighten crooked cities, sometimes. Napoleon,
for instance, did that for the old crooked Paris. And now
the streets are like arrow-paths. Em'roR)

of
That Which Thou Art

THAT which thou art is sacred; it began
Before the oldest sun had fiery birth,

Or the green earth first drcamcd; and is so wise
That its two eyes see all things that shall be,
And all things past they see, and further far
Than any star that burns within heaven's deep.
Knowing not sleep, nor birth, nor death, nor woe.
That which thou art is more than mind may know.

Many apologies for

That which thou art is sacred; mortal ear
Is not allowed to hear its holy name,
Nor to know whence it came. nor in what hour
First stirred the Power that sent it forth through night
To carry light where darkness was of old,
And the wild desert worlds to hold for God;
Through ways untrod to travel till the sun
Shines on the battle won, which ages fought.
The worlds and stars are born of thine own thought.— K. M.

.1
“THE Great Sword Bearer only knows just when He'll wound

my heart—not I;
But since He is the one who gives the balm, what does it

signify?"
J0

IN ADDITION to the purpose for which Tm»: ?\'1-‘.w \vV.u' was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distriliution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons. in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, 'I‘en cents per copy.

Money Orders and checks should be made payable to THE
New VVAY, and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE NEW VVAY, Point Loma, California.
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Gleaming: Grave

E VE R Y TH IN G in this world depends upon will૲ Disraeli

A L L  life needs for life is possible to will.૲ Tennyson

I W IL L  either ዾ nd a way or make one.

Motto on an old crest

O UR  circumstances alter;  our opinions change;  our

passions die;  our hopes sicken and perish utterly;  our

spirits are broken;  our health is broken, and even our

hearts are broken;  but will survives-the unconq uerable

strength of will, which is in later life what passion is

when young૲ Mrs. Jameson

F R O M the lowest depth there is a path to the loftiest

height. ૲  Carlyle

W R ITE  it in your heart that every day is the best day

in the year. ૲  E merson

W H E N  you get into a tight place, and everything goes

against you till it seems as if you could not hold on a

minute longer, never give up then, for that૷ s j ust the

place and time that the tide૷ ll turn.

H arriet B eecher S towe

B E  N O B L E , and the nobleness that lies

'  In other men, sleeping, but never dead,

W ill rise in maj esty to meet thine own.

TH E R E  is no action so slight, nor so mean, but it may

be done to a great purpose, and ennobled therefore;  nor

is any purpose so great but that slight actions may help

it, and may be so done as to help it much૲ R uskin

B UT TR Y , I urge૲ the trying shall sufዾ ce;

The aim, if reached or not, makes great the life.

B rowning

I૷ M proof against the word failure. I૷ ve seen behind

it. The only failure a man ought to fear is failure in

cleaving to the purpose he sees to be best. ૲  George E liot

S ow an act, and you reap a habit;  sow a habit, and

you reap a character;  sow a character, and you reap a

destiny. ૲  B oardman.

A R CIIB IS H O P B E N sO N , once discussing the marks of O ld

age, said: ૺI do not ዾ nd myself less rapid than in my

younger days. B ut I do ዾ nd a very increasing unwilling-

ness to come to the point૲ a decided preference for

doing any other duty than the one which it would be

prudent to take in hand at any given moment.ૻ

N ot to yield to this would be to keep the will alive,

to stave O ff old age, and to go through O ld age without

becoming aged. The body is helped and strengthened by

every act of will.

- To take the easiest of two duties, to be unwilling to

break at need with the accustomed ways, to take ease or

a pleasure when a duty is waiting૲  is to be going down

hill bodily, mentally, and spiritually.

Cleaning: Gay

S mith, a bachelor, has been invited to look at j ones'

baby. Unwilling to hurt the parents૷  feelings by reveal-

ing the fact that he has forgotten whether it is a boy or

a girl, he conducts the following masterly campaign:

ૺ\Vell, well, but he' s a ዾ ne little fellow. isn' t she?

H ow old is it now?  Do her teeth bother him much?  I

hope he gets through its second summer all right. S he

looks like you, doesn' t he?  E very one says it does."

A  K ansas man who got a cumulative sentence of 235

years for forging money orders has been released on

parole. H e has only to behave for the remaining 228

years and he will be a free man.

A  mother who was going to take her children with her

to the church ice-cream party had been instilling the old

rule of ૺChildren should be seen and not heard.ૻ

ૺA nd now, what are you children going to act like? "

she inq uired as a last precaution.

ૺL ike movin૷  pitchers,ૻ  came the ready response.

A  man found a ten-dollar bill. H e paid his rent with

it, and his landlord paid his grocery clerk, the clerk paid

his board. and the landlady paid a debt she owed to the

man who found the bill. H e took the bill to the bank

and deposited it, and the banker threw it out as a counter-

feit. N ow who was the loser by the deal, or was any

body?

Clergyman (indignantly) : ૺ Y ou say you haven૷ t any-

thing to be thankful for?  W hy, look at your neighbor

H ayes;  he has j ust lost his wife by inዿ uenza.ૻ

B urke: ૺB ut that don૷ t do me any good;  I ain' t

H ayes.ૻ

O ne of our best-known lawyers was talking about the

difዾ culties and intricacies that law-cases sometimes offer.

ૺF or instance,ૻ  he said, ૺthere is the meteorite that

fell on an E ssex  farm a year ago. It was a valuable

meteorite, and the landlord claimed it at once.

ૺ ૶A ll minerals and metals on the land belong to me.૶

he said. ૶That૷ s in the lease.૷

ૺ B ut the tenant demurred. ૶ This meteorite,૷  he said.

૶ wasn૷ t on the farm, you must remember, when the lease

was drawn up.૷

ૺ The landlord was eq ual to the occasion and retorted:

૶W ell, then, I claim it as ዿ ying game.૷

ૺ B ut the tenant was ready for him. ૶ It૷ s got neither

wings nor feathers,૷  he said. ૶ Therefore as ground game

it is mine.૷

ૺ H ow long they would have continued their argument

I cannot say, for at that moment a revenue oዾ icer came

up and tried to take possession of the meteorite. ૶ B e૲

cause,૷  said he, ૶it is an article introduced into this

country without payment of duty.૷

ૺ The matter was ዾ nally taken to the S upreme Court

and it was ruled that the meteor was an immigrant with

nothing dutiahle upon it. B ut as it was illiterate and

could neither read nor write it must leave the country."
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8 THE NEW WAY

Gleanings Grave
E\'ERY’rn1.\'c. in this world depends upon wi1l.——l7i.rrm‘li

ALL life needs for life is possible to \\'lll.—Tt‘IlH_\'SOl1
I WILL either find a way or make one.

.lIoHo on an old (rust

OUR circumstances alter; our opinions change; our

passions die; our hopes sicken and perish utterly; our

spirits are broken; our health is broken, and even our
hearts are broken; but will survives ——the unconquerahle
strength of will, which is in later life what passion is
when young.—— Mrs. Jameson

FROM the lowest depth there is a path to the loftiest
height. ——- Carlyle

\\"RJ‘1'I»: it in your heart that every day is the best day
in the year. — Emerson

VVIIEN you get into a tight place. and everything goes
against you till it seems as if you could not hold on a
minute longer, never give up then, for that's just the
place and time that the tide'll turn.

Harriet Bvcrlzvr Stotec

Bi-: i\'om,i5, and the nobleness that lies
In other men, sleeping, but never (lead,
\Vill rise in majesty to meet thine own.

THERE is no action so slight, nor so mean, but it may
he done to a great purpose, and ennobled therefore; nor
is any purpose so great but that slight actions may help
it, and may be so done as to help it mucl1.—Ruslcz'u

BUT TRY, I urge—the trying shall suflice;
The aim, if reached or not, makes great the life.

Browning
I'M proof against the word failure. I've seen behind

it. The only failure a man ought to fear is failure in
cleaving to the purpose he sees to be best. —— George Eliot

Sow an act, and you reap a habit; sow a habit, and
you reap a character; sow a character, and you reap a

destiny. — Boardman

ARCllBISll()P Poisson, once discussing the marks of old
age, said: “I do not find myself less rapid than in my
younger (lays. But I do find a very increasing unwilling-
ness to come to the point—a decided preference for
doing any other duty than the one which it would be
prudent to take in hand at any given moment."

Not to yield to this would be to keep the will alive.
to stave ofi’ old age, and to go through old age without
becoming aged. The body is helped and strengthened by
every act of will.

To take the easiest of two duties, to be unwilling to
break at need with the accustomed ways. to take ease or

a pleasure when a duty is waiting—— is to he going down
hill bodily, mentally, and spiritually.

C0 _8lC

Gleanings Gay
Smith, a bachelor, has been invited to look at Jones‘

baby. Unwilling to hurt the parents’ feelings by reveal-
ing the fact that he has forgotten whether it is a boy or

a girl, he conducts the following masterly campaign:
“\Vell, well, but he's a fine little fellow. isn't slie?

llow old is it now? Do her teeth bother him much? I
hope he gets through its second summer all right. She
looks like you, doesn't he? Every one says it (loes."

A Kansas man who got a cumulative sentence of 235
years for forging money or(lers has been released on

parole. Ile has only to behave for the remaining 328
years and he will be a free man.

A mother who was going to take her children with her
to the church ice—cream party had been instilling the old
rule of “Children should be seen and not heard."

“And now, what are you children going to act like? "

she inquired as a last precaution.
“Like movin’ pitchers,” came the ready response.
A man found a ten-dollar bill. He paid his rent with

it, and his landlord paid his grocery clerk, the clerk paid
his board. and the landlady paid a debt she owed to the
man who found the bill. He took the bill to the bank
and deposited it, and the banker threw it out as a counter-
feit. Now who was the loser by the deal, or was any
body?

Clergyman (indignantly) : “ You say you haven't any-
thing to be thankful for? Why. look at your neiglilmr
Hayes; he has just lost his wife by influenza.”

Burke: “ lhit that don't do me any good;
llaycs.”

I ain't

One of our best—known lawyers was talking about the
difficulties and intricacies that law—cases sometimes offer.

“For instance,” he said, “there is the meteorite that
fell on an Essex farm a year ago. It was a valuable
meteorite, and the landlord claimed it at once.

“ ‘All minerals and metals on the land belong to me.'
he said. ‘That’s in the lease.’

“ But the tenant demurred. ‘ This meteorite,’ he said.
‘ wasn’t on the farm, you must remember, when the lease
was drawn up.’

“The landlord was equal to the occasion and retorted:
‘Well, then, I claim it as flying game.’

“But the tenant was ready for him. ‘It's got neither
wings nor feathers,’ he said. ‘ Therefore as ground game
it is mine.’

“ How long they would have continued their argument
I cannot say, for at that moment a revenue officer Came

up and tried to take possession of the meteorite. ‘Ile-
cause.’ said be, ‘it is an article introduced into this
country without payment of duty.’

“The matter was finally taken to the Supreme Court
and it was ruled that the meteor was an immigrant witlt
nothing dutiable upon it. hit as it was illiterate and
could neither read nor write it must leave the country."
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ૺ Through clouds of doubt and creeds of fear,

A  light is breaking, calm and clear.ૻ  ૲ ૲  W hittier
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The N ew L ight

(F rom an address delivered by K atherine Tingley after her

visit to E urope in 19 08 .)

N  my ex perience of the differences between the peoples

I of E urope and A merica I came to a new realization

of the meaning of human life. I felt that if it were

possible to bring home to the minds of the people, to those

searching and those not searching, even to those who are

satisዾ ed, the need of grasping this meaning, then my mis-

sion would not be in vain. To those large audiences

which I met I dwelt much upon this subj ect. I called

the attention of the people to the doubt, to the despair

that was in the human family, to the fact that the great

truths of Christ had been obscured and that the light the

people were following was not the shining L ight of the

H igher L aw;  that many old systems of thought had

blinded the people;  that they had lost their way;  but

that a new L ight had come new, but as old as the ages

૲ to the Twentieth Century to awaken their spiritual

life, to proclaim man' s divinity, his responsibility, his

godlike q ualities, his superb possibilities૲ had come to

make known again the inner teachings of Christ and of

all the great S ages that had preceded him.

S tudy the needs of human life. This is the message

I would send out to the teachers of the world. to the

clergymen, the educators, the scientists૲ to all. S tudy

the meaning of human life and then you will know the

needs of human life;  and when you have gained know-

ledge from these two efforts, then will come power and

inspiration. It is this which is needed;  it is a new life,

it is a new ex planation of life. The spiritual life that

is surging in the hearts of the people must be made mani-

fest upon common-sense lines. There is too much con-

fusion and too much doubt. F aith alone will not do;

we must have knowledge, knowledge absolute;  know-

ledge, knowledge, and it is near at hand, oh, so very,

very near. A ll that it req uires is possibly a little more

suffering, a little more heartache, j ust a few more ex -

periences in human life, in losing faith in humanity,

in losing faith in themselves૲ these doubters: more

vn૶ 1A ,?
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" Through clouds of doubt and creed: of far.
A light in breaking. calm and clear." —- Whittier
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The New Light
(From an (l(ilil’(.‘5S delivered by Katherine Tinglc_\' after her

visit to Europe in 1908.)
N my experience of the dilierences between the peoplesI of Europe and America I came to :1 new realization

of the meaning of human life. I felt that if it were

p- -~sible to bring home to the minds of the people, to those
searching and those not searching. even to those who are

satisfied, the need of grasping this meaning. then my mis~
si-in would not be in vain. To those large audiences
which I met I dwelt much upon this subject. I called
the attention of the people to the doubt, to the despair
that was in the human family. to the fact that the grmt
truths of Christ had been obscured and that tlw liylir the
fwnflc were follmving a-as not the sln'm'u_q Liglit of the
I/ighcr Lara‘: that many old systeins of tlimiglit had
blinded the people: that they had Inst their \\'a_\': hut
that a new Light had cnn1e— new. hut as old as the ages
—to the Twentieth Century to awaken their spiritual
life. to proclaim man's divinity. his t'('Sp0l'l~'llIiiil_\‘. his

I.-.;I'i~.;-. »;,- GO; -816

godlike qualities, his superb pn.<sihilities—liad come to
make known again the inner teachings of Christ and of
all the great Sages that had preceded him.

Study the m'vds of limmm life. This is the message
I would send nut to the teachers of the world. to the
clergynien. the educators, the seieutists——to all. Study
the mmning of human life and then you will know the
needs of human life; and when you have gained know-
ledge from these two eltnrts, then will come power and
inspiration. It is this which is needed: it is a new life.
it is a new e.\'pl;m:1tiun of life. The spiritual life that
is surging in the hearts of the people must be made mani»
fest upon common—sc-use lines. There is too much con-
fusion and too much doubt. Faith alone will not do;
we must have knowledge, knowledge ahsnlutc: know-
ledge. knowledge. and it is near at hand, oh, so very.
very near. All that it requires is pnssilily a little more
suit:-ring, a little more heartache, just .1 few more ex-

periences in human life. in losing faith in hnmanit_v.
in ln.~’il‘Ig' faith in then1:~elves——thesc doubters: more

  hni‘ G 3,’?9,199!10 '~'U‘V' E C-51::-.y-_ .
  

L|'*J = L, ._ti__, \ -I I—-._ L‘



2 TH E

N E W  W A Y

suffering, more heartache, more confusion. B ut out of

the chaos will come this superb life, this superb meaning

which is yet obscured to the maj ority because of the

selዾ shness of man.

a!

A  S unday Morning૷ s Meditation

ૺ H E R E ૷ S  that beastly old tree again,ૻ  said the man,

looking out of his window. ૺA  great chunk of

ugly green stuff blocking my light."

ૺCome to look at you again,ૻ  he said the nex t day,

"  you૷ re not so bad;  you look rather beautiful with the

light shining through you.ૻ

ૺIt certainly is beautiful,ૻ  he said on the third day.

ૺ It positively ዿ ashes as it throws the light from leaf to

leaf. It૷ s the richest and most delicate and splendid play

of living greens I ever saw. L iving, that૷ s the word,

radiant with life. L ooks as if the young branches and

twigs were consciously leaping up to the open sky and

spreading wide to take in as much as possible. L ife૷ s

certainly a j oy to that tree.ૻ

j ust then the sunlight ዿ ashed from a bit of stone

- straight into his eyes. ૺI believe that stone, in its way,

is as happy as the tree,ૻ  said the man. ૺO r as that

puppy,ૻ  he added, as his little dog dashedinto the light.

ૺI guess there૷ s nothing dead in nature. The tree૷ s a

living kind of stone, living chemicals;  and the pup૷ s

livinger still;  and I૷ m the livingest of the lot. The sun-

light makes a ዾ fth. Must be living too, or it couldn' t

wake up more life in the rest of us. N othing dead any૲

where. L ife in itself, ዾ rst: and then life flowing out

through the light from the sun, ዿ owing into me and the

dog and the tree and the stone. W onder if the stones

are j ust hardened light, crystallized light૲ softened a

bit in the tree, awake and feeling in the dog, all that and

thinking as well in me?  Maybe that૷ s what light ૷ 5

for૲ j ust to work its way up nature and come out on

top as the thoughts of a man, as a man himself.

ૺ B ut what sent it out, this living light?  H ere૷ s my

hand to you, old sender, living-light-sender!  W e meet

again after a pretty long time. I came out of you and

took an age-long j ourney through the stone-chemicals

and the trees and the animals and myself. A nd now

I૷ m come on top of myself, light again, light in my heart

and my brain and on top of my head. S eems as if I

could reach across to the sun and shake hands with

what૷ s there.ૻ

A nd the man laughed.

ૺ R egular circuit. S even of us. The sender, and the

life, and the light, and the stone, the tree and the animal

and me. I came out of the sender and I seem to see a

way back across the space.

ૺ S eems to me I ought to be a poet and put down these

thoughts. ૷ The poet Jones૷ ૲ -sounds funny, don૷ t it?

B ut it૷ s a straight story. all the same. Maybe music

૷ ld do better. ૶ O ur great musician Jones,૷  how૷ s that?

ૺ N ot so far out. F or if music can come out of a man,

it somehow went in. I reckon that sender sang, sang

down along the light, sang into the stones some music

that' s there yet though we can૷ t hear it.

ૺI guess I૷ d better stop thinking. I૷ ll go too far.

S trike the stone and it ዿ ashes out a spark of. its light.

S trike a steel wire and it sounds out a bit of its music.

S trike me૲ with a shaft of sunshine૲ and I get off

all these thoughts and see life and light everywhere and

hear music everywhere and want to tell everybody all

about it૲ strike ' em with it૲ yes, and strike a laugh

out of ૷ em. N ot if I know it.

ૺW onder if that old sender ever laughs?  \૶Vhy

shouldn૷ t he?  Takes fun in his j ob, maybe, as well as

loves it.

ૺL ove: that૷ s what I left out. There must be love

all through this business૲ ex cept in man!  N o, not ex -

cept. F or the lowest૲ down cuss loves himself. If we' d

all turn that love out, to the rest, instead of in, the

whole show would go ዾ ne.

ૺS o where am I?  L ife, and light, and poetry, and

music, and love, and fun. VVe૷ ll say j oy instead of fun

૲ more digniዾ ed. A nd as we૷ re out for dignity, we૷ ll

add intelligent purpose j ust for completeness.

ૺ W hat purpose?  There૷ s a stumper. S till, if I come

out of it all, I must have been in the purpose, I and all

the rest.

ૺ N ot as we are, though;  can૷ t be that.

be sometime, perfected out.

ૺA h me!  W hen life and light and j oy and love and

music have worked the whole game on us we૷ ll be worth

looking at. . . .

ૺ\Vell, I feel better. H anged if I get the blues any

more, or snarl at anybody. F riendliness all round is

what૷ ll let in more life and light and j oy and so forth

into us.

ૺ Good old tree!  Y ou૷ ve done more for me than you

knew. Y ou' re a kind of brother too."  JO N E S

J!

The Character of W alt W hitman

B y one who knew him (Dr. B ucke).

PE R IIA PS  no man who ever lived liked so many things

and disliked so few as W alt W hitman. . H e ap-

peared to like (and I believe he did like) all the men,

women, and children he saw. . . . I never knew him to

argue or dispute, and he never spoke about money. . . .

W hen I ዾ rst knew him, I used to think that he watched

himself, and would not allow his tongue to give ex pres-

sion to fretfulness, antipathy, complaint, and remon-

strance. It did not occur to me as possible that those

mental states could be absent in him. A fter long observ૲

ation, however, I satisዾ ed myself that such absence or

unconsciousness was entirely real. . . . H e never com~

plained or grumbled either at the weather, pain, illness.

or anything else. H e never swore. H e could not very

well, since he never spoke in anger and apparently never

was angry. H e never ex hibited fear, and I do not be-

lieve he ever felt it.
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2 THE NEW WAY

suffering, more heartache, more confusion. But out of
the chaos will come this superb life, this superb meaning
which is yet obscured to the majority because of the
selfishness of man.

J

A Sunday Morning’: Meditation
“ HERE'S that beastlyold tree again,” said the man,

looking out of his window. “ A great chunk of
ugly green stuff blocking my light."

" Come to look at you again,” he said the next day,
“ you're not so bad; you look rather beautifulwith the
light shining through you."

“ It certainly is beautiful,” he said on the third day.
" It positively flashes as it throws the light from leaf to
leaf. It's the richest and most delicate and splendid play
of living greens I ever saw. Living, that’s the word,
radiant with life. Looks as if the young branches and
twigs were consciously leaping up to the open sky and
spreading wide to take in as much as possible. Life's
certainly a joy to that tree.”

Just then the sunlight flashed from a bit of stone
straight into his eyes. “I believe that stone, in its way,
is as happy as the tree,” said the man. “ Or as that
puppy,” he added, as his little dog dashed into the light.
“ I guess there’s nothing dead in nature. The tree’s a

living kind of stone, living chemicals; an(l the pup's
livinger still; and I’m the livingest of the lot. The sun-

light makes a fifth. Must be living too, or it couldn't
wake up more life in the rest of us. Nothing dead any-
where. Life in itself, first: and then life flowing out
through the light from the sun, flowing into me and the
dog and the tree and the stone. W'onder if the stones
are just hardened light. crystallized ligl1t——softened a
bit in the tree, awake and feeling in the dog, all that and
thinking as well in me? Maybe that’s what light ’s
fnr— just to work its way up nature and come out on

top as the thoughts of a man, as a man himself.
“ But what sent it out, this living light? IIere’s my

hand to you, old sender, living-light-sender! VVe meet
again after a pretty long time. I came out of you and
took an age—long journey through the stone—chemieals
and the trees and the animals and myself. And now
I'm come on top of myself, light again. light in my heart
and my brain and on top of my head. Seems as if I
could reach across to the sun and shake hands with
what's there.”

And the man laughed.
“ Regular circuit. Seven of us. The sender, and the

life. and the light, and the stone, the tree and the animal
and me. I came out of the sender and I seem to see a

way back across the space.
“ Seems to me I ought to be a poet and put down these

thoughts. ‘The fact Jonv:’——soumls funny, don’t it?
But it's a straight story. all the same. .\la_\'he music
'ld do better. ‘Our grml -nI1t.rz'¢‘ian Jom‘.\'.’ how's that?

" Not so far out. For if music can come out of a man,

-
GO

it somehow went in. I reckon that sender sang, sang
down along the light, sang into the stones some music
that's there yet though we can't hear it.
“I guess I’d better stop thinking. I'll go too far.

Strike the stone and it flashes out a spark of its light.
Strike a steel wire and it sounds out a bit of its music.
Strike me—with a shaft of sunshine-——and I get off
all these thoughts and see life and light everywhere and
hear music everywhere and want to tell everybody all
about it—strikc 'em with it—yes, and strike a laugh
out of ’em. Not if I know it.

“ \Vonder if that old sender ever laughs? \\'h_v
shouldn't he? Takes fun in his job, maybe, as well as
loves it.

“Love: that's what I left out. There must he love
all through this business—except in man! No. not ex-

cept. For the lowest-down cuss loves himself. If we'd
all turn that love out, to the rest, instead of in. the
whole show would go fine.

“So where am I? Life, and light. and poetry. and
music. and love. and fun. We'll say joy instead of fun
—more dignified. And as we’re out for dignity, we'll
add intelligent purpose just for completeness.

“ What purpose? There's a stumper. Still, if I come

out of it all, I must have been in the purpose, I and all
the rest.

“ Not as we are, though: can’t be that.
be sometime, perfected out.

“ Ah me! Vl-’hen life and light and joy and love and
music have worked the whole game on us we'll be worth
looking at. . . .

“\Vell, I feel better. Hanged if I get the blues any
more, or snarl at anybody. Friendliness all round is
what’ll let in more life and light and joy and so forth
into us.

“ Good old tree! You've done more for me than you
knew. You'rc a kind of brother too." JONES

3
The Character of Walt Whitman

By one who knew him (Dr. Bucke).
PI-21m.-\Ps no man who ever lived liked so many things

and disliked so few as \-Valt Vl/hitman.
. . He ap-

peared to like (and I believe he did like) all the men,
women, and children he saw. . . .

I never knew him In
argue or dispute_. and he never spoke about money. . . .

When I first knew him, I used to thinkthat he watched
himself, and would not allow his tongue to give expre.<~
sion to fretfulness, antipathy, complaint, and remon—
strance. It did not occur to me as possible that those
mental states could be absent in him. After long obsen'—
atinn, however. I satisfied myself that such absence or
unconsciousness was entirely real.

. . .
He never com-

plained or grumbled either at the weather. pain. illness.
or anything else. He never swore. He could not very
well, since he never spoke in anger and apparently never

was angry. He never exhibited fear, and I do not be.
lieve he ever felt it.

:''\s we slzal!
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A  Man૷ s F rontispiece

N L Y  the wise ones in the business know the real

value of an attractive frontispiece, though every

one can see that there is at any rate some sort of

value in it.

B ut there are not so many people who understand the

value of a man૷ s frontispiece, and there are fewer still

who realize that this is a value that each one can create

for himself.

W henever I meet a man with a face like a thundercloud

ready to burst with an overcharge of electricity, I feel

inclined to laugh;  then I catch the infection of his ill૲

temper, and hate him for so poisoning the pure air' of

heaven with his rank blasphemy. Then comes a wave of

pity for the unfortunate victim of such black moods,

and a touch of shame is added by the reዿ ection that I

too have sinned against my manhood in j ust that way, too

often to count. B ut how different it seemed to me then

from what it seems now, when I see the mood distorting

the dignity of a fellowman૷ s frontispiece!  A nd how

different such a man feels from what he appears to others!

To himself his rage seems something ዾ erce and noble,

something awe-inspiring, something that distinguishes him

from the rest of the world, ex citing interest and respect,

or perhaps fear, in the bosom of the beholder. B ut it

doesn' t !  It makes some smile, and some scowl, and others

feel contempt for a man who adds to the sorrows of life,

that all have to bear, the depressing picture of his weak-

ness. F or the man is being run. H e has lost the owner-

ship of himself.

L ast of all comes a feeling of gratitude to the walking

image of human degradation, the man with a face distort-

ed by gloom or bitterness, anger or mere insolence;  for

he shows me what I look like when such moods get hold

of me. It is hard to believe that I could look as contempt-

ible as that, but common sense forces me to admit it

may be so.

Then comes along a man with a smile, a smile that

looks as if the man behind it were feeling kindly disposed

to every one and particularly to those he looks at. H e

may be of no account otherwise, but that man is worth

something for the lift his smile gives to those that feel

its effect. S uch things are catching, and if a man feels

a smile inside he is a better man and a pleasanter com-

panion than if he feels full of gall and bitterness. H e is

worth more;  his work is worth more, and his society is

worth more, and the world is richer by that much. A nd

if he not only feels a smile on the inside but lets it out

< o that others can get the beneዾ t of it, then he is doing

something to make the world a better place to live in than

it was before. S uch a man is a real reformer, and the

chance to be one like him is within every one૷ s reach.

F or it is only a q uestion of an attractive frontispiece.

B ut this sort of frontispiece is remarkable in that it alters

for the better the character of the whole volume. A lso

that it req uires will to engrave it. R . M.

The Great L ittle N ow

N  thinking over some great victory over our failings

I and weaknesses which we mean to win sometime, or

wish we could win, we neglect the opportunities for

small victories.

B ut we can never mount to the top step of a ladder

by looking up at it. W e must begin with the lowest. A nd

the lowest is j ust as important and necessary as any of

the rest.

E very now and then memory suddenly looks back, as

if by chance, at some apparently forgotten moment of

our past, a moment when we scored a little victory over

ourselves. It was so little in appearance that we j ust

took it in passing, hardly noticing.

B ut now, looking back, we ዾ nd that that little victory

was a seed sown. Y ears may have passed, marked by

many failures. W e may have even ceased to try any

more. B ut the little seed was growing there in the

back of the mind. N  0 such seed can ever be killed.

A nd one day we feel it, and its presence becomes an im-

pulse to take up the ዾ ght again, now with greater strength

than before, perhaps with strength enough to win out and

conq uer that weakness. O ur present strength depends on

that little victory won so long ago. L et us never neglect

to take a little victory over ourselves because it seems so

little. In reality it is not little. A  chance for a little

victory sometimes comes even while we are undergoing

a great defeat. Take it!  It is a great thing, if a man is

being swept along on a torrent of rage against some one

or something, that he stops a moment to say a kind word

to a dog. A t some other time that kind word will have

, become the strength to win a complete victory. There

are no small victories;  all victories are great. E specially

should we take one if we feel sure that tomorrow we

shall be beaten. O ur business is with today. The lower

man, over whom we take the victory, wants us to be dis-

couraged by the thought of tomorrow. F or our discour-

agement gives him a sure victory over us both now and

tomorrow. Don૷ t let us.be fooled. The one ૺ little"

victory, that he wants us to think isn' t worth taking, may

give us that last bit of strength necessary to ዾ nish him

up forever. It is the last minute that boils the kettle.

Till then there seems to be nothing doing. The present

little victory may be that last minute.

Do not play the enemy' s game by resolving to tackle

future small things. It is another of his ways of fooling

you. A ttend to this particular small thing now. Take

the little step of this moment. The enemy dislikes the

word N ow. It is tomorrow he wants you to think of.

Then he gets the N ow. A nd it is always N ow.

A  S ' rum-tN ' r

3

IF  thou hast yesterday thy duty done

A nd thereby cleared ዾ rm footing for today,

W hatever clouds make dark tomorrow૷ s sun,

Thou shalt not miss thy solitary way૲ Goethe
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THE NEW WAY 3

A Man’: Frontispiece
NLY the wise ones in the business know the real0 value of an attractive frontispiece, though every

one can see that there is at any rate some sort of
value in it.

But there are not so many people who understand the
value of a man’: frontispiece, and there are fewer still
who realize that this is a value that each one can create
for himself.

Whenever I meet a man with a face like a thundercloud
ready to burst with an overcharge of electricity, I feel
inclined to laugh; then I catch the infection of his ill-
temper, and hate him for so poisoning the pure airof
heaven with his rank blasphemy. Then comes a wave of
pity for the unfortunate victim of such black moods,
and a touch of shame is added by the reflection that I
too have sinned against my manhood in just that way, too
often to count. But how different it seemed to me then
from what it seems now, when I see the mood distorting
the dignity of a fellowman’s frontispiece! And how
different such a man feels from what he appears to others!
To himself his rage seems something fierce and noble,
somethingawe—inspiring, somethingthat distinguishes him
from the rest of the world, exciting interest and respect.
or perhaps fear, in the bosom of the beholder. But it
«la-t-.an't! It makes some smile, and some scowl, and others
feel contempt for a man who adds to the sorrows of life,
that all have to bear, the depressing picture of his weak-
I1t‘.\\‘. For the man is being run. He has lost the owner-

.~lllp of himself.
Last of all comes a feeling of gratitude to the walking

image of human degradation, the man with a face distort-
ed by gloom or bitterness, anger or mere insolencc; for
he shows me what I look like when such moods get hold
of me. It is hard to believe that I could look as contempt-
ible as that, but common sense forces me to admit it
may be so.

Then comes along a man with a smile, a smile that
lunks as if the man behind it were feeling kindly disposed
to every one and particularly to those he looks at. He
may be of no account otherwise, but that man is worth
wmcthing for the lift his smile gives to those that feel
its effect. Such things are catching, and if a man feels
a smile inside he is a better man and a pleasanter com-

panion than if he feels full of gall and bitterness. He is
worth more; his work is worth more, and his society is
worth more, and the world is richer by that much. And
if he not only feels a smile on the inside but lets it out
m that others can get the benefit of it. then he is doing
mmethingto make the world a better place to live in than
it was before. Such a man is a real reformer, and the
chance to be one like him is within every one’s reach.
For it is only a question of an attractive frontispiece.
Int this sort of frontispiece is remarkable in that it alters

for the better the character of the whole volume. Also
that it requires will to engrave it. R. U.

» Co gle

The Great Little Now
N thinking over some great victory over our failingsI and weaknesses which we mean to win sometime, or

wish we could win, we neglect the opportunities for
small victories.

But we can never mount to the top step of a ladder
by looking up at it. \Ve must begin with the lowest. And
the lowest is just as important and necessary as any of
the rest.

Every now and then memory suddenly looks back, as
if by chance, at some apparently forgotten moment of
our past, a moment when we scored a little victory over
ourselves. It was so little in appearance that we just
took it in passing, hardly noticing.

But now, looking back, we find that that little victory
was a seed sown. Years may have passed, marked by
many failures. VVe may have even ceased to try any
more. But the little seed was growing there in the
back of the mind. No such seed can ever be killed.

And one day we feel it, and its presence becomes an im-
pulse to take up the fight again, now with greater strength
than before, perhaps with strength enough to win out and
conquer that weakness. Our present strength depends on
that little victory won so long ago. Let us never neglect
to take a little victory over ourselves because it seems so
little. In reality it is not little. A chance for a little
victory sometimes comes even while we are undergoing
a great defeat. Take it! It is a great thing, if a man is
being swept along on a torrent of rage against some one
or something,that he stops a moment to say a kind word
to a dog. At some other time that kind word will have

,

become the strength to win a complete victory. There
are no small victories; all victories are great. Especially
should we take one if we feel sure that tomorrow we

shall be beaten. Our business is with today. The lower
man, over whom we take the victory, wants us to be dis-
couraged by the thought of tomorrow. For our discour-
agement gives him a sure victory over us both now and
tomorrow. Don't let us.be fooled. The one “ little "

victory, that he wants us to think isn't worth taking, may
give us that last bit of strength necessary to finish him
up forever. It is the last minute that boils the kettle.
Till then there seems to be nothing doing. The present
little victory may be that last minute.

Do not play the enemy's game by resolving to tackle
future small things. It is another of his ways of fooling
you. Attend to this particular small thing now. Take
the little step of this moment. The enemy dislikes the
word Note. It is tomorrow he wants you to think of.
Then In’ gets the X ow. And if it alrt-n_\'s Now.

A Srum-tN‘r
.33

ll-‘ thou bust _\‘e.ster<ln_\' thy (lut_\' done
:\nd thereby cleared firm footing for t0<l.'1y,

\\’lr:tte\~cr clouds nnrke «lurk tomorrow's sun,
Thou shalt not miss thy solitary wa_v.—Gm'Ilzv
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R eal and Counterfeit

O Y CE , the counterfeiter, ዾ rst appeared in the S un-

]  day afternoon classroom, because it was too stormy

outside to play baseball. H e braced himself for a

discourse on ૺmiserable sinners,ૻ  etc. H e chuckled in-

wardly, thinking that if his morals didn૷ t ex actly go up

and down with the mercury, he preferred going to a

warmer place than the yard, in N ovember, any way.

\IVith eyes trained to ዾ nd ዿ aws, he sat back and studied

W illiams who came regularly to talk with a group of the

men. H e tried to ዾ gure out what the talker૷ s deal was,

for he seemed to be telling a new story. It sounded

sq uare enough and so did the answers to q uestions that

followed. B ut when W illiams said that the real man

was a soul, Joyce૷ s clever hand went up to cover his

mouth in time to wipe a doubting grin olf and down under

his chin, before it was detected on his face.

ૺI know a lot of different men,ૻ  he thought;  ૺ and

if there૷ s a soulful of stuff in the whole bunch, I' d like

to see some one ዾ nd the goods on them.ૻ  W hen his turn

came he asked: ૺ H ow do you prove that man is a soul?  ૻ

ૺProve it by the counterfeits he makes,ૻ  was the

ready answer.

ૺ S ounds like arguing for both sides at once.

ahead.ૻ

ૺ W ell, a counterfeit is a counterfeit because there is

the real thing it pretends to be. Y ou can make new

things, but you can૷ t make a copy of something that does

not ex ist. A n imitation is serviceable only because of

the real worth of the original it pretends to be. A  coun-

terfeit bill ૶ goes૷  because there are real bills.ૻ

ૺ O h, that૷ ll do for money and things,ૻ  said Joyce,

ૺ but what about men?  There are twelve hundred men

right here that the S tate decided were bad and withdrew

from general circulation. S uppose we admit that they are

human counterfeits. W here are the real men, and what

proves they are genuine?  ૻ

B ut go

ૺThe real men are right here, as elsewhere, and fur-

nish living evidence of the fact. Their mistakes are lead-

ing clues to the truth, because they make false copies of

what the soul engraves upon each life when it has control.

B y right the soul is the governing power that gives mean-

ing and value to life, opening out more and more into it

as the man enlarges his manhood. It has unlimited re-

sources and is strong, fearless, pure, compassionate, and

j ust. It is all of these things;  it does not merely pre-

tend to be. It is the deep, inner source of knowledge and

feeling that every one gets hints or glimpses of in himself

at times. Great sorrow, peril of life, some general calam-

ity, like a wreck or ዾ re, devotion to a cause, sometimes

sweep away the pretenses and for a time the soul is

enabled to come out and show itself. \N hile this lasts

the man may seem transformed into a hero.

ૺ N ow it is because there is a soul within, and because

it is strong. fearless, pure, compassionate, and j ust, that

the lower man tries to make counterfeits of these q uali-

ties. H e ዾ nds it easier to do that than to live out the

real thing. A n animal cannot counterfeit a higher q uality,

has no conception of anything higher than it is. This is

its difference from man. H e can conceive of something

higher than he now is j ust because that something higher

is in him. A nd so he knows what to counterfeit. A c-

cording as he thinks it will serve him he makes a bluff

at having strength, courage, public spirit, devotion, or

what not, sometimes using drink or drugs to help him.

This ambition to seem something is his false homage

to his soul. It is the mark that he knows of his soul

though he may never have made his knowledge clear to

himself in words or thoughts.

ૺ That is what I meant when I said the soul is proved

by its counterfeits.ૻ

The clock struck to close as Joyce was saying:

ૺI must say you' ve given me some new points on

counterfeiting.ૻ  R E PO R TE R

.3

H ow to W in O ut

N  E nglish writer once published a series of articles

labeled The H uman Machine. H e supposed the

case of an average man suddenly realizing that he

is only the average man;  that the hopes and ambitions

of his youth can never be fulዾ lled;  that life offers now

nothing new for him;  that the days to come will be

pretty much like the days gone by ૲  save that his powers

will slowly fade as old age creeps upon him. H is future

has no more dawns, only one gray afternoon deepening

to a sunset that has no sun.

W hat shall he do?  S hall he accept the situation?  Is

there nothing that will better it, brighten it, ዾ ll it with

hope and achievement?

A ssuredly there is!  S uppose we survey the situation

for him a little more carefully.

F irst of all there is the body. That will grow old, wear

out and die anyhow. There cannot be anything obj  ection-

able or to be feared in that program because you see it

in every part of living nature૲ among plants, animals.

and men. It would not universally occur if it were not

useful in some way, and desirable.

B ut the mind: need that wear out and decay?

N ot necessarily. S ome men, for instance Gladstone,

have lived to very advanced age and died without the

slightest sign of mental failure. S o mental failure does

not seem to be ዾ x ed into the program.

S tudy the mind a little. Give it some topic or idea to

hold, some thought to think. Try to make it stay on

that thought or topic for say half an hour.

It cannot be done for half a minute!  It slips instantly.

May it not be that that wobbliness, that butterዿ y un-

steadiness, going on all day, and year after year, is the

cause of the mind૷ s growing old even before the body?

S uppose our depressed man were to try to cure this

failing. H e would practise every day j ust what we have

said. H e would select a thought, getting one of his own,
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Real and Counterfeit
OYCE, the counterfeiter, first appeared in the Sun-

day afternoon classroom, because it was too stormy
outside to play baseball. He braced himself for a

discourse on “ miserable sinners," etc. He chuckled in-
wardly, thinking that if his morals didn't exactly go up
and down with the mercury, he preferred going to a

warmer place than the yard, in November, any way.
With eyes trained to find flaws, he sat back and studied

Williams who came regularly to talk with a group of the
men. He tried to figure out what the talker’s deal was,
for he seemed to be telling a new story. It sounded
square enough and so did the answers to questions that
followed. But when Williams said that the real man

was a soul, Joyce's clever hand went up to cover his
mouth in time to wipe a doubting grin ofi‘ and down under
his chin, before it was detected on his face.
“I know a lot of different men,” he thought; “and

if there's a soulful of stuff in the whole bunch, I'd like
to see some one find the goods on them." When his turn
came he asked: “ How do you prove thatman is a soul? ”

“Prove it by the counterfeits he makes,” was the
ready answer.

" Sounds like arguing for both sides at once.
ahead.”

“ Well, a counterfeit is a counterfeit because there is
the real thing it pretends to be. You can make new

things, but you can't make a copy of something that does
not exist. An imitation is serviceable only because of
the real worth of the original it pretends to be. A coun-
terfeit bill ‘goes’ because there are real bills."

“Oh, that’ll do for money and things," said Joyce,
“but what about men? There are twelve hundred men

right here that the State decided were bad and withdrew
from general circulation. Suppose we admit that they are
human counterfeits. Where are the real men, and what
proves they are genuine?”

“ The real men are right here, as elsewhere, and fur-
nish living evidence of the fact. Their mistakes are lead-
ing clues to the truth, because they make false copies of
what the soul engraves upon each life when it has control.
By right the soul is the governing power that gives mean-

ing and value to life, opening out more and more into it
as the man enlarges his manhood. It has unlimited re-
sources and is strong, fearless, pure, compassionate, and
just. It is all of these things; it does not merely pre-
tend to be. It is the deep, inner source of knowledge and
feeling that every one gets hints or glimpses of in himself
at times. Great sorrow, peril of life, some general calam-
ity. like a wreck or fire, devotion to a cause, sometimes
sweep away the pretenses and for a time the soul is
enabled to come out and show itself. While this lasts
the man may seem transformed into a hero.

But go

“ Now it is because there is a soul within. and because
it is strong. fearless, pure, compassionate. and just, that
the lower man tries to make counterfeits of these quali-

» C0 gin:
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ties. l-le finds it easier to do that than to live out the
real thing. An animal cannot counterfeit a higher quality,
has no conception of anything higher than it is. This is
its difference from man. He can conceive of something
higher than he now is just because that somethinghigher
is in him. And so he knows what to counterfeit. Ac-
cording as he thinks it will serve him he makes a blutf
at having strength, courage, public spirit, devotion, or

what not, sometimes using drink or drugs to help him.
This ambition to seem something is his false homage
to his soul. It is the mark that he knows of his soul
though he may never have made his knowledge clear to
himself in words or thoughts.

“That is what I meant when I said the soul is proved
by its counterfeits.”

The clock struck to close as Joyce was saying:
“I must say you've given me some new points on

counterfeiting.” REPORTER
3

How to Win Out
N English writer once published a series of articles

labeled The Human illachinc. He supposed the
case of an average man suddenly realizing that he

is only the average man; that the hopes and ambitions
of his youth can never be fulfilled; that life offers now

nothing new for him; that the days to come will be
pretty much like the days gone by — save that his powers
will slowly fade as old age creeps upon him. His future
has no more dawns, only one gray afternoon deepening
to a sunset that has no sun.

What shall he do? Shall he accept the situation? Is
there nothing that will better it, brighten it, fill it with
hope and achievement?

Assuredly there is! Suppose we survey the situation
for him a little more carefully.

First of all there is the body. That will grow old, wear
out and die anyhow. There cannot be anythingobjection-
able or to be feared in that program because you see it
in every part of living nature-—among plants, animals.
and men. It would not universally occur if it were not
useful in some way, and desirable.

But the mind: need that wear out and decay?
Not necessarily. Some men, for instance Gladstone.

have lived to very advanced age and died without the
slightest sign of mental failure. So mental failure does
not seem to be fixed into the program.

Study the mind a little. Give it some topic or idea to
hold, some thought to think. Try to make it stay on

that thought or topic for say half an hour.
It cannot be done for half a minute! It slips instantly.
l\lay it not be that that wobbliness, that butterfly un-

steadiness. going on all day, and year after year, is the
cause of the mind’s growing old even before the body?

Suppose our depressed man were to try to cure this
failing. He would practise every day just what we have
said. He would select a thought, getting one of his own.



TH E

N E W  W A Y  5

or one from some good book, and try to make his mind

stay steadily on that for some few minutes. H ere for

instance is one thought that might be used:

[ am not my mind;  my mind is my servant and 1 will

train it to obey me.

In addition to this he can practise all day long keeping

his mind better upon his work.

Thus he gradually learns to prevent his mind from

wasting its life force by so much unnecessary butterዿ y-

ing about and by getting on to lines of thought that lead

to vicious and sensual action. S uch actions inj ure the

who stands up sq uare to a bit of unpleasant duty, but

feels a sense of approval coming upon him from some૲

where, as if some onlooking being, higher than he, were

encouraging him, sustaining him, and welcoming his

action. It is a benediction sent upon him from his own

soul.

B ut the soul did not happen upon him j ust at that

moment. It is there always, always ready to make its

presence felt. To feel out in the silence after that same

sense of an approving presence, is to feel out after the

soul. A nd the more this is done the clearer becomes the

TH E  S L E E PIN G CA T.

body, and for the work this man is engaged upon he

needs that his body shall be as sound as possible and stay

alive as long as possible.

B ut the thought which he selects for the last thing at

night is the most important of all. H e must try to get

his mind into touch with the S ource of life so as to have

it charged and cleansed. Part of him, his own soul, is

always in touch with that S ource. S o he must try to ዾ nd

and know his own soul, must carry his mind up to that.

This is not difዾ cult, but a thread of guidance is wanted.

H ow is the soul to be looked for?

H ere is one way. There is no one who does a kindly

deed for another, especially at some cost of trouble, or

L omalond Photo. 6'  E ngraving Dept.

CA R VIN G B Y  H IDA R I JIN GO R O  TH E  F A MO US  A R TIS T, A T N IK K O , JA PA N

feeling. The man will know of his soul;  he will raise

his mind constantly towards it, stilling for the time all

other thoughts;  and all the time he will be trying to

make his deeds and his thoughts such as will meet the

approval of his soul.

That is the way to alter the mind so that it is constantly

full of light and peace, so that it is constantly a better and

better instrument, so that death cannot touch it nor old

age dim it. That is the way to happiness.

The body૲ as healthy as you can make it;  the mind

૲ as obedient as you can make it;  the soul૲ as con-

scious of it as you can make yourself: here is the essence

of the art of life. A  S TUDE N T
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or one from some good book, and try to make his mind
stay steadily on that for some few minutes. Here for
instance is one thought that might be used:

lam not my mind; my mind is my servant and I will
train it to obey me.

In addition to this he can practise all day long keeping
his mind better upon his work.

Thus he gradually learns to prevent his mind from
wasting its life force by so much unnecessary butterfly-
ing about and by getting on to lines of thought that lead
to vicious and sensual action. Such actions injure the

who stands up square to a hit of unpleasant duty, but
feels a sense of approval coming upon him from some-

where, as if some onlooking being, higher than he, were

encouraging him, sustaining him, and welcoming his
action. It is a benediction sent upon him from his own
soul.

But the soul did not happen upon him just at that
moment. it is there always, always ready to make its
presence felt. To feel out in the silence after that same
sense of an approving presence. is to feel out after the
soul. And the more this is done the clearer becomes the

TUE SLEEPING CAT.

luMl_\‘, and for the work this man is engaged upon he
needs that his body shall be as sound as possible and stay
alive as long as possible.

But the thought which he selects for the last thing at
night is the most important of all. He must try to get
his mind into touch with the Source of life so as to have
it charged and cleansed. Part of him. his own soul, is
always in touch with that Source. So he must try to find
and know his own soul, must carry his mind up to that.

This is not (lifiicult, but a thread of guidance is wanted.
How is the soul to be looked for?

Here is one way. There is no one who does a kindly
deed for another, especially at some cost of trouble. or

~ Got -glc

Lcmalami Photo. & Engraving Dept.
CARVING BY HIDARI JINGORO THE FAMOUS ARTIST, AT NIKKO, JAPAN

feeling. The man will know of his soul; he will raise
his mind constantly towards it. stilling for the time all
other thoughts; and all the time he will be trying to
make his deeds and his thoughts such as will meet the
approval of his soul.

That is the way to alter the mind so that it is constantl_\’
full of light and peace, so that it is constantly a better and
better instrument, so that death cannot touch it nor old
age dim it. That is the way to happiness.

The budy—as healthy as you can make it: the mind
—as obedient as you can make it; the soul—as con~
seious of it as you can make yourself: here is the ess('I1L‘c
of the art of life. A Sruosxr
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W hy N ot?

A CK  B E L L E W  was doing a kick. S ome well૲ mean-

]  ing visitor had pushed into his cell a little tract with

the heading, ૺB e virtuous and you will be happy.ૻ

It was this that he could not stand. H e wanted to be

happy, certainly;  who does not?  B ut he felt that he did

not want the sleek sort of happiness that came of what

was called ૺvirtue.ૻ

H e thought of some of the people he had known who

had made a practice of ૺ virtue,ૻ  and, while he was bound

to admit that most of them were prosperous, yet some-

how they seemed to him almost contemptible in their

pride and well૲ fed self-satisfaction.

It made him mad, and he ex pressed himself accordingly

to the ዾ rst man that passed him, one S andy. S andy may

not have had all the virtues, but he had some;  for in૲

stance unfailing good-humor, readiness to listen, and a

kind of palky wisdom that was often better in clearing

up another man૷ s difዾ culties than any amount of argu-

ment or ex hortation.

S andy let him talk till he became almost incoherent

with scorn and disgust for all kinds of hypocrisy, includ-

ing virtue and the habit of giving good advice. W hen

he ዾ nally wound up S andy said:

ૺ B oy, try it the other way up. ૶ B e happy and you

will be virtuous.૷  Don૷ t you see, you score either way

then;  for if you are happy, you won૷ t have any need

to worry about the rest of the proposition;  and if you

should ዾ nd yourself growing virtuous, you won૷ t worry

over that neither, you૷ ll bear up all right;  and if good

luck comes on top of it all, well, why not?  what૶s the

odds so long as you૷ re happy?  Moreover the man that૷ s

happy in himself and not because he' s come in for some-

thing good, sheds his happiness around and likes doing

so. A nd ain' t most of the virtues, if you come right down

to it, included in liking to make others happy and working

for it?  S o you૷ re all right anyway.ૻ  A nd S andy strolled

off. Jack sat down to take another look at the proposition.

ૺ B e happy!  ૻ

this was straight talk. B e happy!  W hy it was a

revelation. It said: ૺ Y ou are a man. Y ou have a will,

and you can use it. Y ou can go to the right or to the left;

you can look up or you can look down;  you can speak

or you can keep silence;  you can sulk or you can smile.

Y ou can be happy if you will. Y ou don૷ t have to wait

for something to make you happy.ૻ

H e knew it was true. H e had a will, but he had never

used it that way. H e had a way of trying to think out

things, and he always got tied up in a lot of reasons why

not that seemed to make it useless for him to try to be

anything but driftwood on the tide of life. H is mind had

fooled him all along;  it never helped him with any new

light on his difficulties;  it was always engaged in tying

itself into knots called ૺreasons for not doing it."  N ow

a flash of light came in and stopped this kind of business

with a simple show૲ up of the whole game.

ૺ B e happy!  " '  It was like being told to stand up;  no

That hit him. S omehow he felt that.

more than that;  but when he stood up, he could see 0\' er

the wall!  A nd the view of open country all around him

made him laugh to think that he had sat all these years

behind that bit of wall trying to ዾ nd out how to get out

of a prison that only ex isted in his own fancy. Certainly

there was a wall, but it seemed no sort of an obstacle as

soon as he stood up. H e was awake now and meant to

stay so. H e had seen the light, and was not going back

to sulk in the shade again. N o, S ir!  H e felt as if he

had been a prisoner shut up in a room of which he had

the key in his pocket all the time. The key was his \N IL L ,

and now that he had found it, he meant to use it. H e

would make his own happiness as he went along, depend-

ent upon nothing to give it to him, and he would increase

it all the time by spreading it around somehow among

the other fellows. .\I.

a;

L ies

N E  day I got a sudden full view of that self that I

0 had hitherto been calling myself. My astonishment

was so great that at ዾ rst I could not believe my

own sight. I had thought myself strong and well-

eq uipped૲ and now saw before me only emptiness and

weakness;  I had seemed to myself true૲  and saw there

only a combination of clever appearances, seemings-so,

and not૲ q uite-realities. A s I scrutinized this self it burst

into rags and tatters and collapsed into its true smallness.

I had really been looking into a mirror and that mirror

was the kind eye of Truth. H itherto I had looked at a

painted ዾ gure of myself, done by vanity and hypocrisy.

Then, carefully and humbly, I and my new-found small

self picked our way out of the rags and confusion. W e

took the proffered hand of Truth and have since then

walked happily with her. It was that regained childhood

from which alone can grow true manhood. It was the

direct and sincere and kindly self of the heart, the self

that never compares itself with others, either to its own

advantage or disadvantage, and never tries to seem any-

thing.

The use of lies, spoken or acted, is generally to the user.

that he may seem what he is not, and through his seeming-

to-be, gain that which he had better never have coveted.

F or it will only bring pain and humiliation. In the end

a man always comes to appear visibly ex actly what he is,

though it may be long before he realizes that others thor-

oughly know him. W hy then should we not try to b"

that noble and courageous human soul we have wanted

to seem?  A  S TUDE N T

8

W E  L IVE  in deeds, not years;  in thoughts, not breaths:

In feelings, not in ዾ gures on a dial.

W e should count time by heart-throbs. H e most lives

W ho thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best.

James B ailey. F estus
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6 THE NEW WAY

Why Not ?
ACK BELLEW was doing a kick. Some well-mean-J ing visitor had pushed into his cell a little tract with

the heading, “ Be virtuous and you will be happy."
It was this that he could not stand. He wanted to be
happy, certainly; who does not? But he felt that he did
not want the sleek sort of happiness that came of what
was called “virtue.”

lie thought of some of the people he had known who
had made a practice of “ virtue,” and, while he was bound
to admit that most of them were prosperous, yet some-
how they seemed to him almost contemptible in their
pride and well-fed self-satisfaction.

It made him mad, and he expressed himself accordingly
to the first man that passed him, one Sandy. Sandy may
not have had all the virtues, but he had some; for in-
stance unfailing good-humor, readiness to listen, and a
kind of palky wisdom that was often better in clearing
up another man’s difliculties than any amount of argu-
ment or exhortation.

Sandy let him talk till he became almost incoherent
with scorn and disgust for all kinds of hypocrisy, includ-
ing virtue and the habit of giving good advice. When
he finally wound up Sandy said:

“Boy, try it the other way up. ‘Be happy and you
will be virtuous.’ Don’t you see, you score either way
then; for if you are happy, you won't have any need
to worry about the rest of the proposition; and if you
should find yourself growing virtuous, you won’t worry
over that neither, you’ll bear up all right; and if good
luck comes on top of it all, well, why not? what's the
odds so long as you're happy? Moreover the man that's
happy in himself and not because he's come in for some-

thing good, sheds his happiness around and likes doing
so. And ain't most of the virtues, if you come right down
to it, included in liking to make others happy and working
for it? So you're all right anyway.” And Sandy strolled
ofi. Jack sat down to take another look at the proposition.

“Be happy!” That hit him. Somehow he felt that
this was straight talk. Be happy! Why it was a
revelation. It said: “ You are a man. You have a will,
and you can use it. You can go to the right or to the left;
you can look up or you can look down; you can speak
or you can keep silence; you can sulk or you can smile.
You can be happy if you will. You don't have to wait
for something to make you happy.”

He knew it was true. He had a will, but he had never
used it that way. He had a way of trying to think out
things, and he always got tied up in a lot of reasons why
not that seemed to make it useless for him to try to be
anythingbut driftwood on the tide of life. His mind had
fooled him all along; it never helped him with any new

light on his difficulties; it was always engaged in tying
itself into knots called “ reasons for not doing it." Now
a flash of light came in and stopped this kind of business
with a simple show—up of the whole game.

“ Be happy!" It was like being told to stand up; no

. G0 Sh’

more than that; but when he stood up, he could see over

the wall! And the view of open country all around him
made him laugh to think that he had sat all these years
behind that bit of wall trying to find out how to get out
of a prison that only existed in his own fancy. Certainly
there was a wall, but it seemed no sort of an obstacle as

soon as he stood up. He was awake now and meant to
stay so. He had seen the light, and was not going back
to sulk in the shade again. No, Sir! He felt as if he
had been a prisoner shut up in a room of which he had
the key in his pocket all the time. The key was his VVILL.
and now that he had found it, he meant to use it. He
would make his own happiness as he went along, depend-
ent upon nothing to give it to him, and he would increase
it all the time by spreading it around somehow among
the other fellows. .\l.

J

Lies
NE day I got a sudden full view of that self that l0 had hitherto been calling myself. .\ly astonishment

was so great that at first I could not believe my
own sight. I had thought myself strong and well-
equipped—and now saw before me only emptiness and
weakness; I had seemed to myself true——and saw there
only a combination of clever appearances, seemings-so.
and not-quite-realities. As I scrutinized this self it burst
into rags and tatters and collapsed into its true smallness.

I had really been looking into a mirror and that mirror
was the kind eye of Truth. Hitherto I had looked at a
painted figure of myself, done by vanity and liypocrisy.

Then, carefully and humbly, I and my new-found small
self picked our way out of the rags and confusion. We
took the proffered hand of Truth and have since then
walked happily with her. It was that regained childhood
from which alone can grow true manhood. It was the
direct and sincere and kindly self of the heart, the self
that never compares itself with others, either to its own
advantage or disadvantage, and never tries to seem any-
thing.

The use of lies, spoken or acted, is generally to the user.
that he may seem what he is not, and through his seeming-
to-be, gain that which he had better never have coveted.
For it will only bring pain and humiliation. In the end
a man always comes to appear visibly exactly what he is.
though it may be long before he realizes that others thor-
oughly know him. Why then should we not try to In’
that noble and courageous human soul we have wanted
to scent? A Srumsxr

.3

\VI~: LIVE in deeds, not years: in thoughts, not l)reath.;
In feelings. not in figures on a dial.
VVe should count time by heart-throbs. He most li\‘e<
\Vho thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best.

James Bailey. Fmllls
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Courage

E DGA R  A . GUE S T

IS CO UR A GE D, eh?  The world looks dark,

A nd all your hopes have gone astray;

Y our ዾ nest shots have missed the mark,

Y ou' re heartsick and discouraged, eh?

Plans that you built from all went wrong,

Y ou cannot seem to ዾ nd the way,

A nd it seems vain to plod along,

Y ou૷ re heartsick and discouraged, eh?

Take heart!  E ach morning start anew,

R eturn unto the battle line;

A gainst far greater odds than you

B rave men have fought with courage ዾ ne.

Despite the buffetings of fate

They૷ ve risen, time and time again,

To stand, face front and shoulders straight,

A s leaders of their fellow-men.

A nd you, now blinded by despair,

H eartsick and weary of the ዾ ght,

O n every hand beset by care,

Can, if you will, attain the light.

3

K eep A -goin૷  !

F R A N K  L . S TA N TO N

F  you strike a thorn or rose,

K eep a-goin૷ !

E f it hails, or ef it snows,

K eep a-goin૷ !

૷ Taint no use to sit and whine

W hen the ዾ sh ain૷ t on yer line;

B ait yer hook an૷  keep a-tryin૲

K eep a-goin૷ !

\Vhen the weather kills yer crop,

K eep a-goin૷ !

W hen you tumble from the top,

K eep a-goin૷ !

S ' pose you૷ re out 0૷  every dime,

B ein૷  so ain૷ t any crime;

Tell the world you૷ re feelin૷  prime૲ -

K eep a-goin૷ !

W hen it looks like all is up,

K eep a-goin૷ !

Drain the sweetness from the cup,

K eep a૲ goin૷ !

S ee the wild birds on the wing,

H ear the bells that sweetly ring,

W hen you feel like sighin૷ , sing૲

K eep a-goin૷ !

,a

O ld A ge

L O N GF E L L O W

T is too late!

A h!  nothing is too late

Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate.

Cato learned Greek at eighty;  S ophocles

\N rote his grand ૺO edipus,ૻ  and S imonides

B ore off the prize of verse from his compeers

W hen each had numbered more than fourscore years;

A nd Theophrastus at fourscore and ten

H ad but begun his ૺ Characters of Men.ૻ

Chaucer, at W oodstock, with the nightingales,

A t six ty wrote the ૺCanterbury Tales.ૻ

Goethe at W eimar, toiling to the last,

Completed ૺ F aust ૻ  when eighty years were past.

W hat then!  S hall we sit idly down and say

ૺThe night hath come;  it is no longer day ૻ ?

The night hath not yet come;  we are not q uite

Cut off from labor by the failing light;

S omething remains for us to do or dare,

E ven the oldest trees some fruit may bear.

F or age is opportunity no less

Than youth itself, though in another dress;

A nd as the evening twilight fades away,

The sky is ዾ lled with stars invisible by day.

J'

L ooking F orward

W H ITTIE R

A IL  to the coming singers!

H ail to the brave light-bringers!

F orward I reach and share

A ll that they sing and dare.

The airs of heaven blow o૷ er me;

A  glory shines before me

O f what mankind shall be૲

Pure, generous, brave, and free.

A  dream of man and woman

Diviner but still human,

S olving the riddle old,

S haping the A ge of Gold.

The love of God and neighbor;

A n eq ual-handed labor;

The richer life, where beauty

\Valks hand in hand with duty.

Part and parcel of all,

I keep the festival,

F ore-reach the good to be,

A nd share the victory.

J

A  S ong

S . M. H A UGH TO N

ૺ H A T passed over. and this may, too.ૻ

Many sorrows have come and gone,

Pain has tarried૲ and then passed on.

ૺ That passed over, and this may, too.ૻ

This is the song I would sing to you,

N ow that trial has come once more.

Y ou૷ ve conq uered pain in the days of yore.

ૺ That passed over, and this may, too.ૻ

W ho forgets that the skies are blue,

In dreary seasons of fog and rain?

Tomorrow the wind may shift again,

ૺ That passed over, and this may, too.ૻ

4'

lN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N E W  W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex preS S ed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money O rders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E W  W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N ew W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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THE

Courage
EDGAR A. GUEST

ISCOURAGED, eh? The world looks dark,
And all your hopes have gone astray;

Your finest shots have missed the mark,
You're heartsick and discouraged, eh?

Plans that you built from all went wrong,
You cannot seem to find the way,

.\nd it seems vain to plod along,
You're heartsick and discouraged, ch?

Take heart! Each morning start anew,
Return unto the battle line;

Against far greater odds than you
Brave men have fought with courage fine.

Despite the buffctings of fate
They've risen, time and time again,

To stand, face front and shoulders straight,
As leaders of their fellow-men.

And you, now blinded by despair,
lleartsick and weary of the fight,

On every hand beset by care,
Can, if you will, attain the light.

.5!

Keep A-goin’!
Fm.-u: L. Snuron

E1? you strike a thorn or rose.
Keep a-goin'!

[if it hails, or ef it snows,
Keep a-gain’!

'Taint no use to sit and whine
When the fish ain't on yer line;
Bait yer hook an’ keep a—tryin—

Keep a—goin’!
\Vhen the weather kills yer crop,

Keep a-goin'!
\Vhen you tumble from the top,

Keep a—goin’!
S'pose you're out 0’ every dime,
Bcin' so ain't any crime;
Tell the world you're fet-lin' prime-

Keep a-goin’!
When it looks like all is up,

Keep a~goin’!
Drain the sweetness from the cup,

Keep a—goin’!
See the wild birds on the wing.
Hear the bells that sweetly ring.
When you feel like sighin'. sing-

Keep a-goin’!
J

Old Age
Lomzreuow

T is too late!
Ah! nothing is too late

Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate.
Cato learned Creek at eighty; Sophocles
\'\’rote his grand “ Oedipus," and Simonides
Bore off the prize of verse from his compeers
When each had numbered more than fourscore yr-::r.<:
And Theophrastus at fourscore and ten
Had but begun his "Characters of Men."

«Go glut
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Chaucer, at VVoodstock, with the nightingales,
At sixty wrote the “Canterbury Tales.”
Goethe at VVeimar, toiling to the last,
Completed "Faust” when eighty years were past.
What then! Shall we sit idly down and say
“The night hath come; it is no longer day"?
The night hath not yet come; we are not quite
Cut off from labor by the failing light;
Something remains for us to do or dare,
Even the oldest trees some fruit may bear.
For age is opportunity no less
Than youth itself, though in another dress;
And as the evening twilight fades away,
The sky is filled with stars invisible by day.

J‘
Looking Forward

Wnrrm-:n
AIL to the coming singers!

Hail to the brave light—bringcrs!
Forward I reach and share
All that they sing and dare.
The airs of heaven blow o'er me;
A glory shines before me
Of what mankind shall be-
Pure, generous, brave, and free.
A dream of man and woman
Diviner but still human,
Solving the riddle old,
Shaping the Age of Gold.
The love of God and neighbor;
An equal-handed labor;
The richer life, where beauty
V!/alks hand in hand with duty.

Part and parcel of all,
I keep the festival,
Fore-reach the good to be,
And share the victory.

J‘
A Song

S. M. HAUGHTON
“ HAT passed over. and this may, too.’

Many sorrows have come and gone.
Pain has tarried—and then passed on.

"That passed over, and this may, too."

1

This is the song I would sing to you,
Now that trial has come once more.
You've conquered pain in the days of yore.

“That passed over, and this may, too."
\Vho forgets that the skies are blue.

In dreary seasons of fog and rain?
Tomorrow the wind may shift again.

“That passed over, and this may, too."
.3!
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Cleaning: Grave

TH E Y  sum;  the mind stands between the soul and the

body, but for my part I think that the body stands

betwix t mind and soul. F or what, save the thick wall

of body, could hinder the mind from receiving constantly

the soul' s light?  Therefore is it that after death, when

the body has been withdrawn, the mind ዾ nds herself pure

and blessed, and wonders that in life she should have

borne herself so ill. B ut to q uell the tumult of the body

zc' hilst it lives, thus in life seizing the crown of death, is

a high art, not to be achieved without daily endeavor and

much patience૲ A n O ld Platonth

S CO R N  N O T him whom you see fall into some folly,

but restrain thyself and beware lest thou fall into the

same. Go not where thou art not called, nor interfere

in what does not concern thee. In conversation do not

lay hand upon another, nor speak too much, nor interrupt.

If thou hearest any one talking foolishly, and it is not

thy business to correct him, keep silence;  but if it does

concern thee, consider ዾ rst what thou art to say, and do

not speak arrogantly, that thy correction may be well

received. -૲  M ex ican S ayings

L E T no one deceive another;  let him never despise

another in any place;  let him not out of anger or resent૲

ment wish harm to another.

W e reach the immortal W ay only by continuous acts

of kindliness, and perfect our souls by compassion and

charity.

A s a mother at the risk of her life watches over her

own child, so let everyone cultivate a boundless friendly

mind towards all beings.

L et every one cultivate good will to all the world, a

boundless friendly mind, above and below and across,

unobstructed, without hatred, without enmity.

S tanding, walking, sitting, or lying, as long as he is

awake, let him devote himself to this mind.

Gautama B uddha

H A R D and weary was my life, and the years stretched

gray, threatening, and promiseless in front. Thus I

dwelt sunless.

B ut with search and silence I found at last the life

within. There came by moments a lifting of the gloom,

as it were a faint light;  then surety;  then a great dawn,

j oy, peace, a new presence within me. A nd thereafter

I cared nothing what might be the outer life, for the

inner overpowered it and shone through it. ૶

S ilence the mind-chatter;  search within in that silence,

and thou too shalt ዾ nd, 0 poor mind-harassed wayfarer.

To thee likewise shall come knowledge of what thou truly

art૲ F rom the A rabic

\VIIE N  thou hast --been compelled by circumstances to

be disturbed in a manner, q uickly return to thyself, and

do not continue out૶of, tune longer than the compulsion

lasts. F or thou wilt have more Mastery over the H ar-

mony by continually recurring to it.૲ Marcus A urelius

Cleaning: Gay

Mike: ૺPat, ye wor on a bad spree yesterday.ૻ

Pat: ૺI was that. B less me if O i wasn' t lyin'  in the

gutter wid a pig. F ather Dunn come along an૷  looked

at me an'  he says: ૶O ne is known by the company he

kapes,૷  says he.ૻ

Mike: ૺ A n૷  did ye get up, Pat? ૻ

Pat: ૺO i did not. B ut the pig did.ૻ

A  vacuum is an empty space with nothing in it. The

Pope lives in one.

L eap Y ear is instead of it' s being the nex t day on the

same day nex t year, it' s the day after.

Pompeii was destroyed by an eruption of saliva from

the vatican.

L ongfellow was born in Portland, Me., while his par-

ents were traveling in E urope.

There were no Christians among the early Gauls, they

were mostly lawyers.

George W ashington married Martha Custis and, in due

time, became the father of his country.

The government of E ngland is a limited mockery.

The stomach is part of the alimentary canal and is j ust

south of the ribs.

A  dog is best described as a canine animal with one

leg at each comer.૲ F r0m the E x amination PaPcr

A  woman, leading a little boy, said to the ticket agent

in a railroad station:

ૺW hat is the fare to Monmouth? "

ૺ Thirty cents,ૻ  the agent answered.

that eight times now,"  he added mildly.

ૺI know you have,ૻ  the woman answered, smiling;

ૺ but little W illie likes to see you come to the window.

H e says it reminds him of the Z oo."

ૺ I૷ ve told you

The chief clerk at a remote country depot received a

hurry order by wire to come up to the city ofዾ ce by the

nex t train. ૺ Can૷ t,"  he wired back;  "  wash-out on line."

ૺ Get yourself a new shirt and come along,"  was the reply.

A n editor who started about twenty years ago with

only 55 cents is now worth $ 10,000. H is accumulation of

wealth is due to his frugality. good habits, strict attention

to business, and the fact that an uncle died and left him

$ 9 9 9 9 .

Three men, E d O liver, and F red and B ertrand L ogan.

met q uite a mishap recently when the boat in which they

were sailing at L ower B end capsized and they were

drowned. ૲ - N  c' ws Item

The subj oined item appeared in a F rench newspaper:

ૺThere was found in the river this morning the body

of a soldier cut to pieces and sewed up in a sack. The

circumstances seem to preclude any suspicion of suicide."

Prisoner: ૺThere goes my hat;  shall I run after it? "

Policeman Casey: ૺPhwat?  R un away, would you?

Just you stay here and I૷ ll run after your hat."
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8 THE

Gleanings Grave
Till-ZY sin’ the mind stands between the soul and the

body, but for my part I think that the body stands
betwixt mind and soul. For what, save the thick wall
of body, could hinder the mind from receiving constantly
the soul's light? Therefore is it that after death, when
the body has been withdrawn, the mind finds herself pure
and blessed, and wonders that in life she should have
borne herself so ill. But to quell the tumult of the body
ta-Iiilst it Ii:.'c.s', thus in life seizing the crown of death, is
a high art, not to be achieved without daily endeavor and
much patience.—An Old Platouist

SCORN N()T him whom you see fall into some folly,
but restrain thyself and beware lest thou fall into the
same. Go not where thou art not called, nor interfere
in what does not concern thee. In conversation do not
lay hand upon another, nor speak too much, nor interrupt.
If thou hearest any one talking foolishly, and it is not
thy business to correct him, keep silence; but if it does
concern thee, consider first what thou art to say, and do
not speak arrogantly, that thy correction may be well
received. —— Mexican Sayings

LET no one deceive another; let him never despise
another in any place; let him not out of anger or resent-
ment wish harm to another.

VVe reach the immortal VVay only by continuous acts
of kindliness, and perfect our souls by compassion and
charity.

As a mother at the risk of her life watches over her
own child, so let everyone cultivate a boundless friendly
mind towards all beings.

Let every one cultivate good will to all the world, a
boundless friendly mind, above and below and across,
unobstructed, without hatred, without enmity.

Standing, walking, sitting, or lying, as long as he is
awake, let him devote himself to this mind.

Caufama Buddha
HARD and weary was my life. and the years stretched

gray, threatening, and promiseless in front. Thus I
dwelt sunless.

But with search and silence I found at last the life
within. There came by moments a lifting of the gloom,
as it were a faint light; then surety; then a great dawn,
joy, peace, a new presence within me. And thereafter
I cared nothing what might be the outer life, for the
inner overpowered it and shone through it.

,

Silence the mind-chatter; search within in that silence,
and thou too shalt find, 0 poor mind—harassed wayfarer.
To thee likewise shall come knowledge of what thou truly
art. — From the Arabic

\-\'nr,.\: thou hast-been emnpellezl by circumstances to
be disturbed in :1 manner, quickly return to thyself, and
do not continue ont_of_ tune longer than the compulsion
lasts. For thou wilt have more .\laster_\' over the Har-
mony by continually recurring to it.——.lIarru.r Aurelius

s
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NEW WAY

Cleaning; Gay
Mike: “Pat, ye wor on a bad spree yesterday."
Pat: " I was that. Bless me if Oi wasn't lyin' in the

gutter wid a pig. Father Dunn come along an’ looked
at me an’ he says: ‘ One is known by the company he
kapes,' says he.”

Mike: “ An’ did ye get up, Pat?”
Pat: “ Oi did not. But the pig did."

A vacuum is an empty space with nothing in it. The
Pope lives in one.

Leap Year is instead of it's being the next (lay on the
same day next )’\\,ar, it's the day after.

Pompeii was destroyed by an eruption of saliva from
the Vatican.

Longfellow was born in Portland, Me., while his par-
ents were traveling in Europe.

There were no Christians among the early Gauls, they
were mostly lawyers.

George \Vashington married Martha Custis and, in due
time, became the father of his country.

The government of England is a limited mockery.
The stomach is part of the alimentary canal and is just

south of the ribs.
A dog is best described as a canine animal with one

leg at each comer.—From the E.ra1m'nation Paper
A woman, leading a little boy, said to the ticket agent

in a railroad station:
“What is the fare to Monmouth?"
“Thirty cents,” the agent answered.

that eight times now,” he added mildly.
“I know you have,” the woman answered, smiling:

“ but little Willie likes to see you come to the window.
He says it reminds him of the Zoo."

“ I've told you

The chief clerk at a remote country depot received a

hurry order by wire to come up to the city ofiice by the
next train. “ Can't,” he wired back; “ wash—out on line."
“ Get yourself a new shirt and come along." was the reply.

An editor who started about twenty years ago with
only 55 cents is now worth $10,000. His accumulationof
wealth is due to his frugality, good habits, strict attention
to business, and the fact that an uncle died and left him

Three men, Ed Oliver, and Fred and Bertrand Logan.
met quite a mishap recently when the boat in which they
were sailing at Lower Bend capsized aml they were
drowned. —— ."\"c:('s Ifem

The subjoined item appeared in a French newspaper:
" There was found in the river this morning the body

of a soldier cut to pieces and sewed up in a sack. The
circumstances seem to preclude any suspicion of suicide."
Prisoner: “There goes my hat; shall I run after it?"
I‘oliceman Casey: “I‘hwat? Run away. would ynu?
Just you stay here and I'll run after your hat."
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These little ones are trained to think, and grow up recognizing the duality of their own natures, the centers

of evil and of good. Thus they are helped to understand and master those early temptations which wreck

so many a promising life. \Vould that all the ૺshut-ins"  could have had such help!

The Meaning of Christmas or use the old careless ex pression ૺturning over a new

A N  A DDR E S S  DE L IVE R E D A T S A N  Q UE N TIN  PR IS O N  leaf.ૻ  I think there are plenty of unዾ nished beginnings

I W IS H  to talk about the close of the year, the Christ- on the old one to make good. The old leaf of the past

mas and the N ew Y ear time. S uppose we name year, and those of years that have gone before, offer

our subj ect ૺ B eginnings."  splendid opportunities for picking up the good and carry-

S ome people talk about good resolutions at this season, ing it into action.
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These opportunities are presented to us by the ever-

bounteous giver, the S oul. F or this reason they are

sacred૲  as for that matter is every day we live. W hat-

ever the S oul calls a man to do is sacred, inasmuch as

the call comes from the highest, divinest part of his na-

ture. That is the way to look at whatever happens, as

an opportunity, a gift, a call to high action. B y answer-

ing these we gradually transform ourselves into all that

we can best hope to be.

W e are in the midst of a new period, and every human

being responds with a thrill to the spirit of the enthroned

K ing of this time and season, S anta Claus. W e have

all been children and love to recall the j oy that swept

through us on Christmas Morn, when we bounded out

of bed to see what S anta Claus had brought us.

N ow I really believe that in the olden time ૺS anta

Claus ૻ  was j ust a symbol of the S oul, S oul of the world

and S oul of man, especially giving to each man at Christ-

mastime (when the sun turns north from winter to spring)

a few ૺseedsૻ  of new power to be sown in his own

nature, as well as opportunity to sow them. The ancients,

I mean, invented the story of S anta Claus to remind

themselves of their belief that the S oul draws nearer to

the heart at the same time as the sun begins to throw

out the ዾ rst energies of spring.

To those who nourished these seeds into mature and

purposeful actions, to such, each day of the four seasons

of the year was a continuance of the j oy of Christmas.

The watcher and helper was S anta Claus, the S oul, whose

gifts are as many as the receiver is capable of putting to

good purpose, gifts of opportunity, of strength, of j oy,

and of understanding. It is what you and I will do with

these new energies that thrill through our hearts and ዿ ash

in new thoughts and impulses into our minds, which

determines whether we are true and loyal to our trust.

If we would advance to the highest manhood we must

learn to believe in the S oul as the little child believes

in S anta Claus. That is the ዾ rst step. Did any of you

ever know an ardent little believer in S anta Claus who

did not receive some gift?  A nd do you not believe that

behind the parent or friend who lovingly gave stood the

S oul that prompted the heart to give?  S o whichever way

we look, the beginning has its seat in the soul.

N ow a beginning calls for a continuation. A  little

child may receive a gift and keep it all to itself, which

is selዾ shness. To prevent this tendency it must do some-

thing with the gift to beneዾ t some one else. A nd when

we, as adult believers in the S oul, receive the higher

impulses, these S oul gifts must be put into action. If

not, if we do nothing with them and let them die, we

miss more than we realize. E very good impulse which

we do nothing with, dies and poisons us, changes into

something evil and rotten in our nature.

L et us remember that he who acts always according

to his higher impulses becomes a stronger and stronger

force for good. H is mind becomes illuminated, freed

from the cloud of selዾ sh desire, and he sees the mean-

ing of life. W as it not so that all the great Teachers

of humanity became what they were?  H ow could it be

otherwise?  W hat other way can there be to reach the

heights?  S o at this Christmastime, when every seed in

the ground begins to feel the touch of spring, let us too

begin upon a new life with the sunlight of the soul

upon every day and every act. Thus we shall daily move

nearer to the realization of our highest hopes. H . H . S .

.3

S eeing in the Dark

ૺ A R K  down here, ain' t it? ૻ

D ૺDark?  H ow' s that?  S eems all right to me."

ૺA ll the same it' s dark, mighty dark.ૻ

ૺW hy, what૷ s up with you?  A re you dreaming?  O r

j ust trying to seem clever? "

ૺ W hat can you see? "

ૺI can see you."

ૺCan you now?  H ow do you know that what you

see is me?  Y ou only see the outside of a small part of

my clothing, a few patches of skin, a pair of eyes. and

some few other things, and you call that Me!  \Vell.

that' s not me. Y ou can' t see me and the reason why is

because you૷ re in the dark. I tell you it૷ s mighty dark

down here.ૻ

ૺIn that way, yes.

about it?  ૻ

ૺA s you look at me now whilst we talk, you are see~

ing in a different way from what you would be doing if

you j ust looked up to see who was sitting here. Y ou are

trying now to see my mind, my meaning. Y ou are trying

to see in a deeper way, and you ዾ nd it rather dark for

that. W hat I said ዾ rst was true. It is dark down here.

here on earth, so far as mind-seeing is concerned.ૻ

ૺW ell, where is the light to come from? "

ૺ Maybe we have to make it before we can see with it.

A nd maybe there is plenty, notwithstanding what I said.

but of a sort too high for us at present to see with. In

that case our j ob is to learn a different kind of seeing.

W henever you try sympathetically to understand or to

feel the real character of a man, or the real sense of

what he is saying, or the real heart of him beneath his

perhaps ugly looks, you are trying to see in a new way.

Then you begin to know how dark it is down here.

S ympathy is sight by a higher light, and a man who had

fully developed this by practice on his fellows would be

able to ex tend it outward into nature and-know the life

that pulses everywhere and even at last the S ource of

that. S ympathy (which leads to and is brotherhoodl is

sight by a higher light. If we keep creating that feeling

and imagine it as a light uniting us all, especially our

hearts, we' ll soon ዾ nd that it is a light.ૻ  A  S TUDE N T

B ut what are you going to do

0૶

TH E  man who can keep his mind and imagination full

of light against the darkest surroundings and the heaviest

difዾ culties, is one of the world૷ s secret heroes. ૲  Chinese
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2 THE NEW WAY

These opportunities are presented to us by the ever-

bounteous giver, the Soul. For this reason they are

sacred— as for that matter is every day we live. What-
ever the Soul calls a man to do is sacred, inasmuch as

the call comes from the highest, divinest part of his na-

ture. That is the way to look at whatever happens, as

an opportunity, a gift, a call to high action. By answer-

ing these we gradually transform ourselves into all that
we can best hope to be.

\Ve are in the midst of a new period, and every human
being responds with a thrillto the spirit of the enthroned
King of this time and season, Santa Claus. \‘\’e have
all been children and love to recall the joy that swept
through us on Christmas Morn, when we bounded out
of bed to see what Santa Claus had brought us.

Now I really believe that in the olden time “ Santa
Claus " was just a symbol of the Soul. Soul of the worlzl
and Soul of man. especially giving to each man at Christ-
mastime (when the sun turns north from winter to spring’)
a few “ seeds” of new power to be sown in his own

nature, as well as opportunity to sow them. The ancients,
I mean. invented the story of Santa Claus to remind
themselves of their belief that the Soul draws nearer to
the heart at the same time as the sun begins to throw
out the first energies of spring.

To those who nourished these seeds into mature and
purposeful actions. to such, each day of the four seasons
of the year was a continuance of the joy of Christmas.
The watcher and helper was Santa Claus, the Soul, whose
gifts are as many as the receiver is capable of putting to
good purpose, gifts of opportunity, of strength, of joy.
and of understanding. It is what you and I will do with
these new energies that thrillthrough our hearts and flash
in new thoughts and impulses into our minds. which
determines whether we are true and loyal to our trust.

If we would advance to the highest manhood we must
learn to believe in the Soul as the little child believes
in Santa Claus. That is the first step. Did any of you
ever know an ardent little believer in Santa Claus who
did not receive some gift? And do you not believe that
behind the parent or friend who lovingly gave stood the
Soul that prompted the heart to give? So whichever way
we look, the beginning has its seat in the soul.

Now a beginning calls for a continuation. A little
child may receive a gift and keep it all to itself. which
is selfishness. To prevent this tendency it must do some-

thing with the gift to benefit some one else. And when
we, as adult believers in the Soul. receive the higher
impulses, these Soul gifts must be put into action. If
not. if we do nothing with them and let them die, we
miss more than we realize. I7.ver_v good impulse which
we do nothing with. dies and poisons us. changes into
something evil and rotten in our nature.

Let us remember that he who acts always according
to his higher lIll|)Ill.\t's becomes a stronger and stronger
force for good. llis mind l)ccotnc.s illuminated. ll‘t't‘tl
from the cloud of selfish desire. and he sees the mean-

.
Go -Cgle

ing of life. Was it not so that all the great Teachers
of humanity became what they were? How could it be
otherwise? VVhat other way can there be to reach the
heights? So at this Christmastime, when every seed in
the ground begins to feel the touch of spring, let us too
begin upon a new life with the sunlight of the soul
upon every day and every act. Thus we shall daily move

nearer to the realization of our highest hopes. H. H. S.

.33

Seeing in the Dark
“ ARK down here, ain't it?”D " Dark? How's that? Seems all right to me."

“All the same it's dark, mighty dark.”
" VVhy, what’s up with you? Are you dreaming? Or

just trying to seem clever?"
“ What can you see?"
“ I can see you."
“Can you now? How do you know that what you

see is me? You only see the outside of a small part of
my clothing, a few patches of skin, a pair of eyes. an'l
some few other things, and you call that He! Well.
that's not me. You can't see me and the reason why is
because you're in the dark. I tell you it's mighty dark
down here."

“ In that way. yes.
about it?”

“As you look at me now whilst we talk, you are see-

ing in a different way from what you would be doing if
you just looked up to see who was sitting here. You are

trying now to see my mind, my meaning. You are trying
to see in a deeper way, and you find it rather dark for
that. What I said first was true. It is dark down here.
here on earth, so far as mind-seeing is concerned."

“ Well, where is the light to come from?"
“ Maybe we have to make it before we can see with it.

And maybe there is plenty. notwithstandingwhat I said.
but of a sort too high for us at present to see with. In
that case our job is to learn a different kind of seeing.
Whenever you try sympathetically to understand or to
feel the real character of a man. or the real sense of
what he is saying, or the real heart of him beneath l1i~
perhaps ugly looks, you are tr_ving to see in a new \\‘a_\'.
Then you begin to know how dark it is down here.
Sympathy is sight by a higher light. and a man who hrnl
fully developed this by practice on his fellows would be
able to extend it outward into nature and know the life
that pulses everywhere and even at last the Source of
that. Sympathy (which leads to and is brotherhood’: i~
sight by a higher light. If we keep creating that feeling
and imagine it as a light uniting us all. especially our

hearts. well soon find that it is a light." A STl.'l)F..\‘T

But what are you going to do

.33

'l‘m<: man who can keep his mind and imagination full
of light against the darkest surroundings and the l'l(‘.’I\'ic~t
ditlieulties. is one of the worldis secret heroes. — (‘I1iI:.:\1‘
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ૺ The H igh R oad ૻ

(A  play by R ichard S heldon.)

H E R E  is no need to talk about the decay of the

drama so long as such a play as The H igh R oad

can be successfully produced, even though part of

the success is due to the simple and perfect art of Mrs.

F  iske.

The heroine (whose role Mrs. F iske takes) is repre-

sented as a high-spirited girl who is dissatisዾ ed with the

narrow and restricted life to which she is limited on her

father૷ s farm. The world of art and literature, she

thinks, may give her the ex pansion of soul she wants;

and so, leaving her home, she goes to the city and pres-

ently enters into an alliance with a millionaire artist lover.

A fter three years of it she comes to recognize that this

life is degrading and breaks away from it at once. H er

lover offers to marry her. B ut she will not consent. S he

has no respect for him and sees him to have been her

tempter. S he leaves him and takes up what she now

knows to be her real work.

F or she has gradually come to the realization of what

women are suffering in factories, workshops, and the

dens that they must call ૺhome.ૻ  S he feels that there

are things that matter more than pictures, and music,

and ዾ ne literature. A nd so she will give herself up no

more to the reዾ ned selዾ shness of her pleasures and make

her life henceforth one of service, trying to prevent others

from being enticed into the degradation from which she

has freed herself.

S he knows that to be able to help in any real way

she must understand, and that the sort of B rotherhood

work upon which she has entered cannot be done with

gloves on. S o she takes a place in a shirt factory, living

on her wage like the other women there and taking no-

thing with her from the home of lux ury she has aban-

doned.

E ighteen years are supposed to pass and now she

appears as President of the F ederated W omen' s L eague.

ዾ ghting the battle of herlsisters the workers, and has at

last succeeded in carrying a bill through the S tate legis-

lature for the improvement of factory conditions. In this

she has had the sympathy and support of the Governor,

who has been following her career for years. H e shares

her triumph and asks her to share his life. Then she

tells him of her whole past, simply and frankly, giving

him the right after hearing her story, to withdraw his

proposal.

H e realizes the nobility of her nature as he never had

before. H e recognizes the true woman and tells her that

his love and respect have been strengthened by her narra-

tion of what she has done and been through.

They are married and two years later it is he who is

in the ዾ ght. H e is candidate for the Presidency, and a

strong plank in his platform is the improvement of con-

ditions for women workers. This brings upon him the

enmity of a large employer of labor, one Maddock, a

man who also owns a string of newspapers. This worthy

comes to him and offers to call off an attack that is to

be made on his character on condition of his promise to

drop the women' s betterment plank from his election

platform, or at least agree to forget it if elected.

The Governor insists on receiving this proposal in pres-

ence of his committee and of course then rej ects it. H e

must therefore face the threatened attack. The whole

story of his wife' s past is accordingly brought up. A nd

in addition there is a fabricated charge that for corrupt

use in his election she furnished him with a large sum

of money obtained for the purpose from her former lover.

The situation is intense. The Governor sends for his

wife. A t ዾ rst she conዾ rms a story by which her husband

has attempted to cover over for her those three years of

life with her lover. B ut she feels at once that evasion is

unworthy;  she will face anything rather than be untrue

to herself. S he changes her course and courageously

admits the story of her past, disproving however the

money charge by showing that her lover has been dead

for a dozen years.

The committee is staggered by her admission and the

enemy triumphant. The Governor૷ s chances are regarded

as ruined by his association with a woman of such a past.

H e is due to speak that evening at a great meeting

and now proposes to send ex cuses. B ut urged by his wife

to show his worth and courage he ዾ nally goes. Then,

in his absence, she sends for Maddock and makes an

appeal to his higher nature, to his generosity.

B ut he is inaccessible. That kind of talk, he says,

makes him tired. S o she ዾ nally challenges him to go

ahead with his disclosures, warning him, however, that

she too, in that case, proposes to say something.

S o then and there she dictates, for immediate publi-

cation, her confession of her life, following it with a

short and clear ex position of the vile political plot that

compels her to tell the story. Maddock sees that her

account, put in this way, will arouse general indignation

against him and ruin his position. H e is beaten and

admits it. H e calls up his agents and tells them that

the matter must be dropped.

Meantime the Governor has triumphantly carried his

meeting with him and now comes home in high spirits,

full of courage. ૺ L et Maddock,ૻ  he says, ૺdo his

worst;  we will face what comes.ૻ  ૺ Maddock૷ s worst,ૻ

she answers, ૺ will not be very bad, I think.ૻ  A nd she

tells how she has drawn the man૷ s fangs.

S o the play closes on the happiness of the two who had

dared all rather than renounce the work to which they

had pledged themselves. R E PO R TE R

8

TH E  world' s burden can only be lightened by men and

women who will go beyond what is called their duty and

take up work to which nothing calls them but compassion,

desire to serve and help. This is the only real gift, for

it is gift of self, not of possessions.૲ F arrar
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THE

“ The High Road ”

(A play by Richard Sheldon.)
HERE is no need to talk about the decay of the
drama so long as such a play as The High Road
can be successfully produced, even though part of

the success is due to the simple and perfect art of Mrs.
Fiske.

The heroine (whose role Mrs. Fiske takes) is repre-
>Cllt€(l as a high-spirited girl who is dissatisfied with the
narrow and restricted life to which she is limited on her
father’s farm. The world of art and literature, she
thinks, may give her the expansion of soul she wants;
and so, leaving her home, she goes to the city and pres-
ently enters into an alliance with a millionaire artist lover.
.'\itCl‘ three years of it she comes to recognize that this
life is degrading and breaks away from it at once. Her
lover offers to marry her. But she will not consent. She
has no respect for him and sees him to have been her
temptcr. She leaves him and takes up what she now
knows to be her real work.

For she has gradually come to the realization of what
women are suffering in factories, workshops, and the
dens that they must call “ home.” She feels that there
are things that matter more than pictures, and music,
and fine literature. And so she will give herself up no
more to the refined selfishness of her pleasures and make
her life henceforth one of service, trying to prevent others
from being enticed into the degradation from which she
has freed herself.

She knows that to be able to help in any real way
she must understand, and that the sort of Brotherhood
work upon which she has entered cannot be done with
gloves on. So she takes a place in a shirt factory, living
on her wage like the other women there and taking no-
thing with her from the home of luxury she has aban-
doned.

Eighteen years are supposed to pass and now she
appears as President of the Federated Women's League.
fighting the battle of herysisters the workers, and has at
last succeeded in carrying a bill through the State legis-
lature for the improvement of factory conditions. In this
she has had the sympathy and support of the Governor,
who has been following her career for years. He shares
her triumph and asks her to share his life. Then she
tells him of her whole past, simply and frankly. giving
him the right after hearing her story, to withdraw his
proposal.

He realizes the nobilityof her nature as he never had
before. He recognizes the true woman and tells her that
his love and respect have been strengthened by her narra-
tion of what she has done and been through.

They are married and two years later it is he who is
in the fight. He is candidate for the Presidency, and a

strong plank in his platform is the improvement of con-
ditions for women workers. This brings upon him the
enmity of a large employer of labor, one Maddock, a

.
(Lo glc
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man who also owns a string of newspapers. This worthy
comes to him and offers to call off an attack that is to
be made on his character on condition of his promise to
drop the women's betterment plank from his election
platform, or at least agree to forget it if elected.

The Governor insists on receiving this proposal in pres-
ence of his committee and of course then rejects it. He
must therefore face the threatened attack. The whole
story of his wife's past is accordingly brought up. And
in addition there is a fabricated charge that for corrupt
use in his election she furnished him with a large sum
of money obtained for the purpose from her former lover.
The situation is intense. The Governor sends for his
wife. At first she confirms a story by which her husband
has attempted to cover over for her those three years of
life with her lover. But she feels at once that evasion is
unworthy; she will face anything rather than be untrue
to herself. She changes her course and courageously
admits the story of her past, disproving however the
money charge by showing that her lover has been dead
for a dozen years.

The committee is staggered by her admission and the
enemy triumphant. The Governor’s chances are regarded
as ruined by his association with a woman of such a past.

He is due to speak that evening at a great meeting
and now proposes to send excuses. But urged by his wife
to show his worth and courage he finally goes. Then.
in his absence, she sends for Maddock and makes an
appeal to his higher nature, to his generosity.

But he is inaccessible. That kind of talk, he says.
makes him tired. So she finally challenges him to go
ahead with his disclosures, warning him, however. that
she too, in that case, proposes to say something.

So then and there she dictates, for immediate publi-
cation, her confession of her life, following it with a
short and clear exposition of the vile political plot that
compels her to tell the story. Maddock sees that her
account, put in this way, will arouse general indignation
against him and ruin his position. He is beaten and
admits it. He calls up his agents and tells them that
the matter must be dropped.

Meantime the Governor has triumphantly carried his
meeting with him and now comes home in high spirits,
full of courage. “Let Maddock,” he says, “do his
worst; we will face what comes.” “ I\’la(ldock's worst,"
she answers, “ will not be very bad, I think." And she
tells how she has drawn the man’s fangs.

So the play closes on the happiness of the two who had
dared all rather than renounce the work to which they
had pledged themselves. REPORTER

.3!
Tina world's burden can only be lightened by men and

women who will go beyond what is called their duty and
take up work to which nothingcalls them but compassion.
desire to serve and help. This is the only real gift, for
it is gift of self. not of possessions.—Farrar
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S elf-Conq uest

R IS O N E R S  sometimes adopt strange ex pedients in

P order to escape the monotonous unhappiness of

their lives. S ome, of course, fall into assort of

stunned or lethargic state and come to be only half con-

scious of what they are doing and lose almost all note

of the passage of time.

I am not speaking of these. I am speaking of those

who remain what I may call awake and who try to de-

vise some means of getting out of themselves, out of the

weight of their surroundings, away from the gray pros૲

pect of the future.

The idea came to me that I could perhaps train my

mind to live almost altogether in old memories on the

one hand or in pleasant imaginings on the other, only

leaving j ust enough of it in the present to get through

my work with. I would be in imagination somewhere

else, outside, by the sea, with my family, happy in busi-

ness, and so on. S ometimes this aroused such ዾ erce

longing that it made the present bitterer still. B ut by

persistence, imagination did begin to win against the act-

ual. I did begin to live in an unreal world. and it was

my life in the real that began to take on an effect of un-

reality. I did all my usual duties, but as if in a dream.

This same result I got from living in memories. I

alternated and combined the two lines, and for a while

I thought I had at last the key to something in myself

which nothing and no one outside could interfere with.

I began to think that with practice I could go so far that

even the dreaded ૺcold storage,ૻ  should it fall to my

lot, would be no trouble.

E vents mercifully compelled me to stop this insanity,

or stop going on this way to insanity૲  for it was that.

I began to ዾ nd that I was not properly doing my usual

duties. My attention had become so slack or absent that

I was always now in trouble and punishment for ne-

glecting duties and points of routine. and for half ዾ nish૲

ing my work.

Then other things followed. My memory૲ ex cept

for the past૲ began to weaken. I could not ዾ x  my at-

tention on anything I was doing and I could not think.

A nd. ዾ nally, strange as it may seem, my limbs began

to be difficult to move and my sense of touch became so

bad that I could not tell that I had hold say of my knife

and fork ex cept by looking.

I was, as I think, sinking into paralysis. old age (at

forty), or imbecility. It was clearly up to me to stop

this game. if it was not too late. and try a new tack.

I did stop it and got back (though not entirely. even

to this day) what I had lost in mind and body.

A nd then I was up against the original problem.

O ne morning early I was in the yard sweeping. feel-

ing pretty shaky and rotten, when suddenly the sun be-

gan to rise and through the gate the intense living gold

seemed to come straight at me and revive and hearten

me all through, mind and body. It seemed to cnfold me

protectingly as if it had in it the love of some supreme

life. The picture of that splendid life૲ giving thing, that

burst of light, seemed to stay with me all day very clearly

and kept me feeling the same way as when I saw it. A nd

I thought: that picture, got from the real, is only in my

mind now, and yet it' s doing me nearly as much good

as when I saw it on the horizon through the gate bars.

I feel all alive and clear, and my heart some way seems

awake. A nd I' m feeling friendly and good, even to those

who have been hardest with me. They may have thought

they were doing their duty.

I wondered if it would be safe to keep hold of that,

of light, instead of the memories and imaginings that had

nearly done for me. I reckoned I૷ d try, any way, j ust

risk it.

In a few weeks it made a new man of me!  It gave

me a clear mind and a q uick body and senses. I got

courage for anything that might come along. That good

feeling towards the other fellows, that seemed centered

in my heart, stayed and got stronger, and they seemed

to answer to it and opened up to me in good comrade૲

ship more than ever before. I commenced to count time,

which had before been so heavy, as nothing so long as

I did my duty.

B ut there was more than this that happened. That

picture of golden, living light in my mind, it seemed to

become like a presence standing about me or around me

somehow, as well as in me. A t night especially I seemed

to get a kind_of help from it, ዾ ne thoughts, and ideas

about what it was best to do and leave alone. It stood

for my soul to me, and maybe my H igher S elf does use

it somehow as a way to get at my mind. They always

call the H igher S elf light, don' t they?  Maybe there' s

what we call "  real "  light, what we see, and mind light,

and a sort of light that' s still higher. Maybe the three

are the same, according to what it' s acting on, something

conscious all the time.

B ut that' s j ust ideas. I' m not understanding the thing

yet. I only started out to tell you what I know, what

the thought of light spread everywhere, in and around me

and the rest. did for me. It' s enabled me to take the ዾ rst

step to self-conq uest. It' s wakened me up and heart-

ened me up all through, and I' m not afraid of anything,

not even death. E X -CO N .

.3

The Glowing Trail

E VE R  in the wake of true achieving

There shines this glowing trail૲

S ome other soul will be spurred on, conceiving

N ew strength and hope, in its own power believing,

B ecause thou didst not fail.

N ot thine alone the glory૲ nor the sorrow

If thou dost miss the goal:

Undremned-of lives in many a far tomorrow

F rom thee their weakness or their force shall borrow૲

O n, on, ambitious souli૲ S vlrrtrd
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4 THE

Self-Conquest
RISOIVIQRS sometimes adopt strange expedients inP order to escape the monotonous unhappiness of

their lives. Some, of course, fall into a sort of
stunned or lethargic state and come to be only half con-
scious of what they are doing and lose almost all note
of the passage of time.

I am not speaking of these. I am speaking of those
who remain what I may call a\vake and who try to de-
vise some means of getting out of themselves. out of the
weight of their surroundings, away from the gray pros-
pect of the future.

The idea came to me that I could perhaps train my
mind to live almost altogether in old memories on the
one hand or in pleasant imaginings on the other, only
leaving just enough of it in the present to get through
my work with. I would be in imagination somewhere
else, outside, by the sea, with my family,happy in busi-
ness, and so on. Sometimes this aroused such fierce
longing that it made the present bittcrer still. hit by
persistence, imagination did begin to win against the act-
ual. I did begin to live in an unreal world, am] it was

my life in the real that began to take on an effect of un-

rcality. I did all my usual duties, but as if in a dream.
This same result I got from living in memories. I

alternated and combined the two lines, and for a while
I thought I had at last the key to something in myself
which nothing and no one outside could interfere with.
I began to think that with practice I could go so far that
even the dreaded “cold storage,” should it fall to my
lot, would be no trouble.

Events mercifully compelled me to stop this insanity.
or stop going on this way to insanity— for it was that.

I began to find that I was not properly doing my usual
duties. My attention had become so slack or absent that
I was always now in trouble and punishment for ne-

glecting duties and points of routine. and for half finish-
ing my work.

Then other things followed. .\ly memory—except
for the past—bcgan to weaken. I could not fix my at-
tention on anything I was doing and I could not think.

And. finally, strange as it may seem. my limbs began
to be difficult to move and my sense of touch became so

bad that I could not tell that I had hold say of my knife
and fork except by looking.

I was, as I think. sinking into paralysis. old age (at
forty). or imbecility. It was clearly up to me to stop
this game. if it was not too late. and try a new tack.

I did stop it and got back (though not entirely, even
to this day) what I had lost in mind and body.

And then I was up against the original problem.
One morning early I was in the yard sweeping. feelv

ing pretty shaky and rotten. when suddenly the sun be-
gan to rise and l'Ill‘(_)1lki‘l the gate the intense living gold
st-emcrl to come straight at me and revive and hearten
me all through, mind and body. It seemed to cnfold me

. Gt) SIC
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protcctingly as if it had in it the love of some supreme
life. The picture of that splendid life-giving thing, that
burst of light, seemed to stay with me all day very clearly
and kept me feeling the same way as when I saw it. And
I thought: that picture, got from the real, is only in my
mind now, and yet it's doing me nearly as much good
as when I saw it on the horizon through the gate bars.
I feel all alive and clear, and my heart some way seems

awake. And I'm feeling friendly and good, even to those
who have been hardest with me. They may have thought
they were doing their duty.

I wondered if it would be safe to keep hold of that,
of light, instead of the memories and imaginings that had
nearly done for me. I reckoned I'd tr_y, any way, just
risk it.

In a few weeks it made a new man of me! It gave
me a clear mind and a quick body and senses. I got
courage for anything that might come along. That good
feeling towards the other fellows. that seemed centered
in my heart, stayed and got stronger, and they seemed
to answer to it and opened up to me in good comrade-
ship more than ever before. I commenced to count time,
which had before been so heavy, as nothing so long as
I did my duty.

But there was more than this that happened. That
picture of golden, living light in my mind. it seemed to
become like a presence standing about me or around me

somehow, as well as in me. At night especially I seemed
to get a kind_of help from it, fine thoughts, and ideas
about what it was best to do and leave alone. It stood
for my soul to me, and maybe my Higher Self does use

it somehow as a way to get at my mind. They al\\'a_\'s
call the Higher Self light, don't they? Maybe there's
what we call “ real" light, what we see, and mind light.
and a sort of light that's still higher. Maybe the three
are the same, according to what it's acting on, something
conscious all the time.

But that's just ideas. I'm not understanding the thing
yet. I only started out to tell you what I know, what
the thought of light spread everywhere, in and around me

and the rest, did for me. It's enabled me to take the first
step to .self—conquest. It's wakened me up and heart—
ened me up all through, and I'm not afraid of anything.
not even death. E.\'—CoN.
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The Glowing Trail
EVER in the wake of true achieving

There shines this glowing trail-
Some other soul will he spurred on. coneei\'ing
.\'ew strength and hope. in its own power believing,

Because thou (Iidst not fail.

Not thine alone the ;zIor_\'——nor the sorrow
If thou dost miss the goal:

L'iulrean1e<1—of lives in n1.'m_v :1 far tomorrow
Iirom thee their \ve.'tkness or their force shall borrow-

On. nu, znnbitious .\'(')llll-'5t'It'('It"d
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The W ay O ut

IIA T a power૲ to be able to hold your mind

W  steady upon anything you wish, hold it till you

know something!

A s a rule we can' t do that. \Ve are slaves of our

minds, not masters, and have to take W hatever thoughts

they choose to furnish us with.

A nd again: what a power to be able to hold one' s

mood steady!  A s a rule we can' t do that either. W e

have to take whatever mood comes along, depressed or

cheerful, kindly or snarly, fearful or courageous, dark

or bright!

Doubly slaves!

tut some are only half slaves. They can perhaps keep

L omaland Phofo. 6'  E ngraving Dept.

S IL E N T PO W E R

(Photo. by Darge, Melbourne;  copyrighted. R eproduced by permission.)

vme mood all the time, and are, say, always kindly and

:heerful;  but they cannot keep their thoughts upon any

me thing any more than a dog or a kitten. It is a

:ase of chatter about everything.

O thers can keep their minds upon something, anything

' hcy like, as ዾ rmly as if they were nailed and glued there.

llut they cannot hold their moods. In the evening you

ind them friendly and companionable. N ex t morning

hey are as grumpy and unspeakable-to as a hedgehog

)r a hungry bear.

W hy should we be slaves at all?  B oth these slaveries

ran be cured. F or instance, the right use of memory will

TUTC both at once. This way:

Is there anything you ever read that stirred the best

.11 you, some poem, some words of a speech. the S emion

an the Mount, perhaps something in this very paper?

S ome of what is here printed is adapted j ust for this

very purpose.

\Vhen you come across such a passage, get it little

by little, by heart. A nd whilst you do so, study and

understand the mood, the state of feeling, which it in~

spires in you. W hen you have got it by heart, repeat

it carefully, along with its feeling, every day, say night

and morning. Gradually ዾ ll your mind with such pas-

sages. They will never leave you.

N  ow you have the double key. The effort to learn by

heart૲  if only a sentence or two a day ૲ and the effort

to repeat to yourself what you have learned, make a ዾ ne

lesson in concentration of mind and a ዾ ne study of the

mind' s dislike to obey and to stay where it is put. A nd

the repetition will easily bring back

the mood, the high feeling, that be-

longs to it. It is by living as much

as you can in that mood, that you

will at last get the L ight. F or the

mood gets higher every time you

try to make it higher and at last

it breaks through the limits that

have hitherto conዾ ned your mind

and nature. F rom the ዾ rst, you be-

gin to gain self-control. The will

grows. O uter circumstances don' t

bother you so much. and at last not

at all. L ongings for what cannot

be got, or ought not to be got, get

less and less. The mind, gradually

trained to concentration on this one

thing and for these few minutes,

eomes under your control so that

you can concentrate it at last upon

whatever you are doing. In every

way it will be a ten times better

instrument for all you want. Then

for the ዾ rst time you begin to know

yourself, know who you are. you

who control the mind. A nd this

is the greatest of all knowledges, for you are a part of

the creative L ight, something divine that is now veiled to

itself, that does not know itself.

Is not this worth thinking of and trying૲ say for a

year?  L ong before that you will understand its value.

S TUDE N T

.3

H ow humanity suffers!  A nd such opportunities are

today before it. There are no heights to which it might

not rise. Y et it is so inbred in the blood and bone of

man to demand what he wants rather than what he needs,

that the struggle to lift his consciousness out of its bond-

age to appetite and selዾ sh desires is a hard one indeed.

Y et there are those who dare to make this struggle and

succeed. -૲  K atherine Tingley
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THE

The Way Out

Wll.-\'l' a power—to be able to hold your mind
steady upon anything you wish, hold it till you
Imotu something!

.\s a rule we can't do that. \\'e are slaves of our
mmds. Ilut masters, and have to take whatever thoughts
they choose to furnish us with.

.\nd again: what a power to be able to hold one's
mum! steady! .\s a rule we can't do that either. We
love to take whatever mood comes along, depresseil or

cheerful. kindly or suarly. fearful or courageous, dark
or bright!

Doubly slaves!
But some are only half slaves. They can perltaps keep

Lanaload Photo. 6 Engraving Dept.
SILENT PHVVER

(Photo. by Darge. .\lelbr,-urne; copyrighted.

-ne mood all the time. and are. say. always kindly and
lit-erful: but they cannot keep their Ilumglits upon any
-ue thing any more than a dog or a kitten. It is a
'.'i~(' of chatter about everything.

I lthers can keep their mind: upon something. anything
In-y like. as firmly as if they were nailed and glued there.
l'-ut they cannot hold their moods. In the evening you
in-l them friendly and companionahle. Next morning
llt'_\' are as grumpy and unspeakable-to as a hedgehog
If :1 hungry bear.

Why should we be slaves at all? llntll these slaveries
‘an be cured. For instance. the right use of mrmor_v will
-nre both at once. This way:

is there anything you ever read that stirred the best
it you, some poem, some words of a speech. the Sermon
-u the Mount. perhaps something in this very paper?

f_.-..;,ItI.';r.1.;,~ GO; ‘isle

Reproduced by perntission.)

NEW WAY 5

Some of what is here printed is adapted just for this
very purpose.

When you come across such a [)aS>.'tgt:. get it little
b_v little. by heart. And whilst you do so, study and
understand the mood. the state of feeling. which it in»
spires in you. \\'hen you have got it by heart. repeat
it carefully. along with its feeling. every day. say night
and morning. Gradually till your mind with such pas-
sages. Tliey will never leave you.

Now you have the double key. The effort to learn by
heart —- if only a sentence or two a day — and the effort
to repeat to yourself what _vou have learned. make a line
lesson in concentration of mind and a fine study of the
mind's dislike to obey and to stay where it is put. .\nd

the repetition will easily bring back
the mood. the high feeling. that l)L-
longs to it. It is by living as much
as you can in that mood. that you
will at last get the Light. For the
mood gets higher every time _vou
try to make it higher and at last
it breaks through the limits that
have hitherto confined your mind
and nature. From the first. you be-
gin to gain self-control. The will
grows. Uuter circumstances don't
bother you so much. and at last not
at all. Longings for what cannot
be got. or ought not to be got. get
less and less. The mind, gradually
trained to concentration on this one

thing and for these few minutes.
comes under your control so that
you can concentrate it at last upon
whatever you are doing. In every
way it will be a ten times better
instrument for all you want. Then
for the first time you begin to know
_vcmr.reI/'. know who you are. you
who control the mind. And this

is the greatest of all knowledges. for you are a part of
the creative Light. something divine that is now veiled to
itself. that does not know itself.

ls not this worth thinkingof and trying—say for a

year? Long before that you will understand its value.
Srvnnxr

.30

[low humanity suffers! And such opportunities are

today before it. There are no heights to which it might
not rise. Yet it is so inbred in the blood and bone of
man to demand what he wants rather than what he needs.
that the struggle to lift his conseiousuewz out of its bond-
age to appetite and selfish desires is a hard one indeed.
Yet there are those who dare to make this struggle and
succeed. — 1\'atIn*riuc Tingley

[in 
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ૺ Go to the A nt, Thou . . .ૻ

ૺ H A T a pack of fools these men are!  "  said the

bee.

ૺ Y ou must not ex pect too much,"  replied the

ant. ૺ O f course they are not yet on our level in morals

or intelligence. B ut they may ዾ nd the way to get there

any time now;  ዾ nd the way to happiness at any rate, and

all the rest would follow on in time. They are nearer to

us than they know. I had a sort of nightmare the other

night and dreamed I was a man!  It was an awful ex -

perience, for whilst in a way I was limited to man૷ s mind

I was also conscious of my proper ant mind. I seemed

to be giving those poor humans a dickens of a roasting,

and though it was only a dream I can' t help thinking

that in some way I did really reach the minds of some

of them.

ૺI dreamed that I was on the platform of one of their

public halls, talking to a large audience. O nly the end

of my speech sticks clear in my mind. B ut I know I had

begun by reminding them how little real happiness there

was in their lives and how much pain. I seemed to have

been developing this point for some time, perhaps an

hour, and I remember how I tried to be q uite simple so

as to accommodate myself to their understanding. A nd

then I went on:

" ૶Y ou think all this can' t be changed. Y ou think

unhappiness is inevitable. N ow I happen to know of

another world of beings in a way that I cannot now ex _

plain to you. Y ou think you know it too, but in reality

know nothing whatever about it, or almost nothing. In

that world the individuals do not die in any chance way

or at any chance time. They know the laws of health

and follow them to the letter. S o there is no disease.

N o, they die when their work is for the time ዾ nished,

when their stock of life-energy for body and mind has

been clean run out and needs replacing. A nd when it

runs out, so far as the individual is concerned, when

he has spent it all in honorable work, it remains still

beneዾ cently active among the community. W hy?

ૺ ૶ B ecause it was not merely spent, as you spend yours,

but given. I hardly ex pect you to understand this. L et

me try to make it clearer. -

ૺ ૶ I called upon one of your leading inventors the other

morning and found him engaged on some new machine

for storing electricity. H e said he reckoned to make his

fortune by it. Very useful?  I asked. Immensely, he

said. W hat are you doing it for?  I asked. Cash, he

answered;  what else do you think?  _Then of course, I

said, no one will have any reason to be grateful to you?

People are grateful for gifts, and you are not making

them a gift. Y ou' ll get your full return in cash, getting

what you ask for. Transaction૷ s closed.

ૺ ૶I saw that he could not understand me, thought I

was mad. S o I cleared out, and got to thinking of that

other world I knew where everywhere is happiness. Per-

haps I can put the matter in this way:

ૺ ૶ E veryone works hard there as most of you do here,

and is happy over it, as most of you are not. There are

musicians and poets and inventors and all the rest of it,

same as you have;  though you half blind and deaf as

you really are૲ ex cuse me૲ look right into this world

and see and hear and know nothing of all this. O nly the

q uite outer activities, food-getting for instance, are known

to your૲ stupidity.૷  (B ut, my dear bee, I said that

word in a very low tone. They think they are very clever

and understand all about us.)

ૺ ૶ E veryone works hard, as I said, doing work which

you can see and understand, and in with it doing much

higher work that does not outwardly show and of which

you know nothing. O ne of even you could for instance

be mending shoes as a visible activity and at the same

time be thinking out a philosophy or composing music

as an invisible one. A nd if your minds were all sensi-

tive enough to each other there would be no need for

the philosophy or music to be written down.

ૺ ૶B ut whatever one of these individuals in that other

world is doing, he is thinking ዾ rst of the community.

H e thinks of the beneዾ t or pleasure or lift to the rest

that his work or thought will be. H is aim is, before he

dies to have poured himself into the common stock of

possessions, mechanical, mental, spiritual, or what not.

To give is the idea. A nd the community responds by

feeling grateful to each of its workers. W hy shouldn૷ t

you feel grateful to those fellows digging up the street

outside here to put in drain-pipes?  B ecause they' re not

working with the idea of pouring their work into the com-

munity. It' s the attitude of mind that makes all the

difference.

ૺ૶O f course they need their pay. B ut suppose they

did have the thought of their city and of you their fellow૲

citizens, and gave an ex tra faithful and hearty touch to

their work, knowing that you, as you passed by, were

feeling grateful and friendly. A nd of course the other

way about too. W hat a difference it would ૶make!

S uppose every sort of work was done in this spirit and

was accepted in friendly gratitude. The limits of your

poor little minds would fall away;  you' d begin to be

sharing each others૷  feelings and richness of inner life.

If one of you were ex tra happy for some reason any

morning, the rest would get a touch of it. If any of

you had a ዾ ne thought, the rest would be uplifted by it

that minute, long before they read it in the newspaper

or some book. A nd when one of you died the rest would

know by the still continuing heart-warmth from him

that he really still lived but was j ust resting and getting

a new stock of the life૲ energy that he spent into the com-

munity. The generous will to give is the soul of what' s

given. It brightens every heart it touches as it goes out

from the giver, wakening up others so that they too are

moved to work in the same spirit. That is what I mean

when I say that it remains behind after the giver of it

is gone.

ૺ ૶In that other world I speak of, this pouring૲ in way
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6 THE NEW WAY

“ Go to the Ant, Thou . . .”
“ HAT a pack of fools these men are! " said theU bee.

“ You must not expect too much," replied the
ant. “ Of course they are not yet on our level in morals
or intelligence. But they may find the way to get there
any time now; find the way to happiness at any rate, and
all the rest would follow on in time. They are nearer to
us than they know. I had a sort of nightmare the other
night and dreamed I was a man! It was an awful ex-

perience, for whilst in a way I was limited to man's mind
I was also conscious of my proper ant mind. I seemed
to be giving those poor humans a dickens of a roasting,
and though it was only a dream I can’t help thinking
that in some way I did really reach the minds of some
of them.

"I dreamed that I was on the platform of one of their
public halls, talking to a large audience. Only the end
of my speech sticks clear in my mind. But I know I had
begun by reminding them how little real happiness there
was in their lives and how much pain. I seemed to have
been developing this point for some time, perhaps an
hour, and I remember how I tried to be quite simple so
as to accommodate myself to their understanding. And
then I went on:

"‘You think all this can't be changed. You think
unhappiness is inevitable. Now I happen to know of
another world of beings in a way that I cannot now ex-
plain to you. You think you know it too, but in reality
know nothing whatever about it, or almost nothing. In
that world the individuals do not die in any chance way
or at any chance time. They know the laws of health
and follow them to the letter. So there is no disease.
No, they die when their work is for the time finished,
when their stock of life—enei-gy for body and mind has
been clean run out and needs replacing. And when it
runs out, so far as the individual is concerned, when
he has spent it all in honorable work, it remains still
beneficentlyactive among the community. Why?

“ ‘ Because it was not merely spent, as you spend yours,
but given. I hardly expect you to understand this. Let
me try to make it clearer.

“ ‘ I called upon one of your leading inventors the other
morning and found him engaged on some new machine
for storing electricity. He said he reckoned to make his
fortune by it. Very useful? I asked. Immensely, he
said. VVhat are you doing it for? I asked. Cash, he
answered; what else do you think? ‘Then of course, I
said, no one will have any reason to be grateful to you?
People are grateful for gifts, and you are not making
them a gift. You'll get your full return in cash, getting
what you ask for. Transaction’s closed.

“ ‘I saw that he could not understand me, thought I
was mad. So I cleared out, and got to thinkingof that
other world I knew where everywhere is happiness. Per-
haps I can put the matter in this way:

» G0 glut

" ‘ Everyone works hard there as most of you do here,
and is happy over it, as most of you are not. There are

musicians and poets and inventors and all the rest of it,
same as you have; though you half blind and deaf as

you really are—excuse me—look right into this world
and see and hear and know nothing of all this. Only the
quite outer activities, food-getting for instance, are known
to your—stupidity.’ (But, my dear bee, I said that
word in a very low tone. They think they are very clever
and understand all about us.)

“ ‘ Everyone works hard, as I said, doing work which
you can see and understand, and in with it doing much
higher work that does not outwardly show and of which
you know nothing. One of even you could for instance
be mending shoes as a visible activity and at the same

time be thinking out a philosophy or composing music
as an invisible one. And if your minds were all sensi-
tive enough to each other there would be no need for
the philosophy or music to be written down.

“ ‘But whatever one of these individuals in that other
world is doing, he is tlzinleing first of the community.
He thinks of the benefit or pleasure or lift to the rest
that his work or thought will be. His aim is, before he
dies to have poured himself into the common stock of
possessions, mechanical, mental, spiritual, or what not.
To give is the idea. And the community responds by
feeling grateful to each of its workers. Why shouldn't
you feel grateful to those fellows digging up the street
outside here to put in drain-pipes? Because they're not
workingwith the idea of pouring their work into the com-

munity. It‘s the attitude of mind that makes all the
difference.

“‘Of course they need their pay. But suppose they
did have the thought of their city and of you their fellow-
citizens, and gave an extra faithful and hearty touch to
their work, knowing that you, as you passed by. were

feeling grateful and friendly. And of course the other
way about too. What a difference it would make!
Suppose every sort of work was done in this spirit and
was accepted in friendly gratitude. The limits of your
poor little minds would fall away; you'd begin to be
sharing each others’ feelings and richness of inner life.
If one of you were extra happy for some reason any
morning, the rest would get a touch of it. If any of
you had a fine thought, the rest would be uplifted by it
that minute, long before they read it in the newspaper
or some book. And when one of you died the rest would
know by the still continuing heart-warmth from him
that he really still lived but was just resting and getting
a new stock of the life—energy that he spent into the Com-

munity. The generous will to give is the soul of \vl1at‘<
given. It brightens every heart it touches as it goes out
from the giver. wakening up others so that they too are

moved to work in the same spirit. That is what I mean

when I say that it remains behind after the giver of it
is gone.

“ ‘ In that other world I speak of, this [touring-in \va_\'
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of living, this constant will to give, and the general hearty

unity and good feeling everywhere, have brought it about

that after the rest time and recovery of energy the in-

dividual is born back again into the community and does

some more inventing or composing or thinking or gen૲

eral service of some kind, and so right along. S o these

communities are all getting richer through the ages in

culture and stores of thought and in a thousand other

ways you could not understand. They૷ re happy, I tell

you: their minds are rich and full;  there is no pain and

no ill feeling. A nd the same state would be j ust as easy

for you to get as for them. Y ou૷ re the worst sort of

of fools to be denying yourselves. age after age, the

pleasure and proዾ t of brotherhood!  ૷  ૻ

It

ૺ It was in this way. my dear bee . . .

B ut the bee had flown away long before, not having

ex pected so wordy an account of a mere dream. A E S O P

J'

The Cup and the W ine

N  his hour of inspiration the hand of the poet could

I not move fast enough to write down the images

which rushed into rhythm and rhyme. H e knew

not whence they came. H e knew only the j oy of record૲

ing them and giving them order and arrangement.

ૺA h,ૻ  he said, ૺwere I but the source, the creator,

of what I now only record!  W hat is that swift and

splendid thinker whose glad servant and scribe for this

hour I become? "

A nd the soul stood forth: ૺ Thou art more than my

scribe and recorder,ૻ  it said. ૺThou art verily a part of

myself. H ow otherwise couldst thou understand what

I send?  I send no words and no thought-images. I

send the essence, the molten living gold. The form, the

thought, the image૲ they are thine, brain-born of thee

in the hour of my felt presence. H ow, if thou wert not

one with me, couldst thou receive and understand and

form-fashion my essence, this living gold of my being?

ૺ Thou art myself in thy body of earth. I am thyself

in the world of light beyond thee.

ૺ S eek me when the shadows are upon thee, scattering

them. S eek me when hard duty confronts thee, ful-

ዾ lling it. S eek me when men despise thee and wrong

thee, forgiving them. S eek me in stedfast love of thy

fellows. S eek me by night and by day. Despair not;

that hour shall come when thou shalt be reborn into

unity with me."

I

TH E  soul of man is immortal, and its future is the

future of a thing whose growth and splendor has no limit.

The principle which gives life dwells in us, and without

us, is undying and eternally beneዾ cent, is not heard or

seen or smelt, but is perceived by the man who desires

perception૲ Myૻ  of the W hite L otus

The Vision of Peace

S IR  E DW IN  A R N O L D

E A CE , peace to come, to be.

If such were certainty,૲

A t last, far off, at latest, any while,૲

W hat woe were hard to bear?

W hat sorrow worth one tear?

Murder would soften, dark despair would smile.

Good will, ૲ -consider this!

W hat easy, perfect bliss,

If over all the earth the one change spread!

That hate and fear should die,

A nd men in amity

L et go rapine and wrong and fear and dread.

W hat lack of paradise,

If, in angelic wise,

E ach unto each, as to himself, were dear,

If we in souls descried,

W hatever form might hide,

O wn brother and own sister everywhere!

Till these things come to pass,

N ay,૲ if it be, indeed, alas!

A  vision, let us sleep and dream it true!

O r, sane and broad awake,

F or its great sound and sake,

Take it, and make it earth૷ s and peace ensue!

J

The W ord

E A R TH !  thou hast not any wind that blows

W hich is not music;  every weed of thine

Pressed rightly, ዿ ows in aromatic wine;

A nd every humble hedgerow ዿ ower that grows,

A nd every little brown bird that doth sing,

H ath something greater than itself and bears

A  living W ord to every living thing,

A lbeit it holds the Message unawares.

A ll shapes and sounds have something which is not

O f them: a S pirit broods amid the grass;

Vague outlines of the E verlasting Thought

L ie in the melting shadows as they pass;

The touch of an E ternal Presence thrills

The fringes of the sunsets and the hills૲ S elected

Jl

TH E R E  is a natural melody, an obscure fount in every human

heart. It may be hidden over and utterly concealed and silenced

૲ but it is there. A t the very base of your nature you will ዾ nd

faith, hope, and love. H e who chooses evil refuses to look within

himself, shuts his ears to the melody of his heart, as he blinds

his eyes to the light of his soul૲ L ight on the Path

6'

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N ew ૺN or was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money O rders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E W  W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N ew W A Y . Point L oma, California.
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of living, this constant will to give, and the general hearty
unity and good feeling everywhere, have brought it about
that after the rest time and recovery of energy the in-
dividual is born back again into the community and does
some more inventing or composing or thinking or gen-
eral service of some kind, and so right along. So these
communities are all getting richer through the ages in
culture and stores of thought and in a thousand other
ways you could not understand. They're happy. I tell
you: their minds are rich and full; there is no pain and
no ill feeling. And the same state would be just as easy
for you to get as for them. You're the worst sort of
of fools to be denying yourselves. age after age, the
pleasure and profit of brotherhood! ’ "

yv“ It was in this way. my dear bee
. . .

‘mt the bee had flown away long before. not having
expected so wordy an account of a mere dream. .‘\l£SOP

J3

The Cup and the Wine
.\’ his hour of inspiration the hand of the poet could

not move fast enough to write down the images
which rushed into rhythm and rhyme. He knew

not whence they came. He knew only the joy of record-
ing them and giving them order and arrangement.

‘‘.-\h," be said, “were I but the source, the creator.
of what I now only record! What is that swift and
splendid thinker whose glad servant and scribe for this
hour I become?”

And the soul stood forth: hou art more than my
scribe and recorder,” it said. “Thou art verily a part of
myself. How otherwise couldst thou understand what
I send? I send no words and no thought-images. I
send the essence, the molten living gold. The form, the
thought, the image—they are thine, brain-born of thee
in the hour of my felt presence. How, if thou wert not
one with me, couldst thou receive and understand and
form-fashion my essence. this living gold of my being?

“Thou art myself in thy body of earth. I am thyself
in the world of light beyond thee.

“ Seek me when the shadows are upon thee. scattering
them. Seek me when hard duty confronts thee, ful-
filling it. Seek me when men despise thee and wrong
thee, forgiving them. Seek me in stedfast love of thy
fellows. Seek me by night and by day. Despair not;
that hour shall come when thou shalt be reborn into
unity with me.”

54 PI‘

.1!

Tut: soul of man is immortal, and its future is the
future of a thingwhose growth and splendor has no limit.

The principle which gives life dwells in us, and without
us, is undying and eternally beneficent, is not heard or

seen or smelt, but is perceived by the man who desires
pcrception.—-—Idyll of the Ii/ltite Lotus

. G0 gin:

NEW WAY 7

The Vision of Peace
Sm Eowm ARNOLD

EACE, peace to come. to be.
If such were certainty.——

At last, far off, at latest, any while,—
What woe were hard to bear?
What sorrow worth one tear?

Murder would soften, dark (lespair would smile.

Good wi|l.—consider this!
What easy, perfect bliss,

lf over all the earth the one Cll:Il1l_'L‘ spre;ul!
That hate and fear should die,
And men in amity

Let go rapine and wrong and fear and dread.

\‘Vhat lack of paradise,
If, in angelic wise.

Each unto each. as to himself, were dear,
If we in souls descried,

Whatever form might hide,
Own brother and own sister everywhere!

Till these things come to pass,
Nay.—if it be. indeed, alas!

A vision, let us sleep and dream it true!
Or, sane and broad awake,
For its great sound and sake.

Take it, and make it earth's and peace ensue!

J

The Word

0 EARTH! thou hast not any wind that blows
Which is not music; every weed of thine

Pressed rightly, flows in aromatic wine;
And every humble hedgerow flower that grows,
And every little brown bird that doth sing.
I-lath something greater than itself and bears
A living Word to every living thing.
Albeit it holds the Message unawares.
All shapes and sounds have something which is not
Of them: a Spirit broods amid the grass:
Vague outlines of the Everlasting Thought
Lie in the melting shadows as they pass;
The touch of an Eternal Presence thrills
The fringes of the sunsets and the hills. —.S‘eIa-ted

.3

Tm-nu-: is a natural melody, an obscure fonnt in every human
heart. It may be hidden over and utterly concealed and silenced
—but it is there. At the very base of your nature you will find
faith, hope, and love. He who chooses evil refuses to look within
himself, shuts his ears to the melody of his heart, as he blinds
his eyes to the light of his soul.—Lig/it on the Path

.33

IN ADDITION to the purpose for which THE NEW VVAY was
established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money Orders and checks should be made payable to Tm:
New WAY, and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE New WAY, Point Loma, California.
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N ew W ay N otebook

VVH A T are the so-called misfortunes to the S oul?

\Vould there be any progress if all were smooth?  Just

as the muscles grow strong from use, so the S oul from

difዾ culties overcome, from temptation vanq uished, from

trouble met as a man. It rej oices in this work as a man

who is training his muscles rej oices in weights and resist-

ances, rej oices in them and seeks them.

GIVE  love, and love to your life will ዿ ow,

A  strength in your utmost need:

H ave faith, and a score of hearts will show

Their faith in your word and deed.

F or life is the mirror of K ing and slave;

૷ Tis j ust what we are and do;

Then give to the world the best that you have,

A nd the best will come back to you.

ૺ૷ 5 reach the immortal W ay only by continuous acts

of kinflliness and we perfect our souls by compassion and

charity. The man who walks in this noble ' W ay culti-

vates good will without measure among all beings. L et

him remain stedfastly in this state of mind, standing and

walking. awake or asleep. sick or well, living or dying;

for this state of heart is the best in the world.

Gautama B uddha

VVoUL ns' r shape a noble life?  Then cast

N 0 backward glances towards the past,

A nd though somewhat be lost and gone,

Y et do thou act as one new-born;

W hat each day needs, that shalt thou ask.

E ach day will set its proper task.૲  Goethe

N o MA N  in the world ever attempted to wrong another

without being inj ured in return૲ some way, somehow,

some time. The only weapon of oዿ ૶ense that N ature

seems to recognize is the boomerang. N ature keeps her

books admirably;  she puts down every item, she closes

all accounts ዾ nally, but she does not always balance them

at the end of the month. ૲  W . G. Jordan

H A VE  perseverance, as one who doth for evermore

endure૲ H . P. B la' z' afsky

IF  you let these irritating outside inዿ uences get the

better of you you are confessing your inferiority to them,

by permitting them to disturb you. S tudy the disturbing

elements, each by itself. bring all the will-power of your

nature to bear upon them, and you will ዾ nd that they will.

one by one, melt into nothingness. like vapors fading

before the sun.૲  W . G. Jordan

IT is a curious fact that if you admire a man for his

ዾ ne q ualities of character, his courage. generosity, sted-

fastness, unselዾ shness, and so on. your admiration pro-

duces in yourself an increase in the q ualities you admire:

and that if you hate him for his faults your hate will like-

wise nourish in you those same faults. \\' hat a man

thinks of. that he slowly becomes. whether it be noble

or base. ૲  The N otebook

Told A fter Dinner

A  farmer who went to a large city to see the sights

engaged a room at a hotel and before retiring he asked the

clerk about the hours for meals. ૺB reakfast 6 to 1] ,

dinner from 11 to 3, supper from 3 to 8 ,ૻ  replied the

clerk.

ૺ VVa-al, say,"  inq uired the farmer, ૺwhat time air I

goin'  ter git to see the town?  ૻ

The talk reminded Congressman R othermel of a certain

party named James. This James recently attended a

circus whereat the chief feature was a beautiful girl lion-

tamer. E ntering the animal' s cage she placed a lump of

sugar between her lips which the lion took from her with

his teeth. James sat up at this and took notice.

ૺGreat stunt, all right."  he loudly shouted to the girl,

ૺbut I can do it too!  ૻ

ૺR eally think so, do you? ૻ  said she scornftilly.

ૺ S ure,"  was the prompt rej oinder of James. ૺj ust as

well as the lion."

Giles was killed in a mine accident. A  small party took

the body home and one of them was dcputed to break

the news gently to the wife. H e presented himself in

advance at the door and when she opened it he said

sympathetically :

ૺMadam, does the widow Giles live here?  ૻ

ૺ N o, sir, she does not."

ૺ I' ll bet she does, madam, if you' ll ex cuse me. Permit

me another q uestion: Does B ill Giles live here?  "

ૺY es, sir, he does.ૻ

ૺMadam, I' ll bet he don' t. \Ve' ve got the evidences

here. I fear we have the grin on you both times."

S mith had j ust been operated upon for appendicitis.

During his period of convalescence he became q uite

chummy with the two other patients who shared the ward

with him.

"  H ow are you feeling, boys?  "  said S mith one morn-

ing to them.

ૺ O h, we are all right,"  they both answered together.

ૺconsidering that we had to undergo two operations."

ૺ\N hy, how was that? ૻ  said S mith in an agitated

voice.

ૺ B ecause the doctor is an ass. In collecting his in-

struments after the operation he missed a needle and a

scissors. The former he found in me and the latter in

my friend here.ૻ

Just then the doctor put his head in the door and

asked:

ૺ H as any one seen my silk hat?  ૻ

ૺY our honor,ૻ  said the arrested chauዾ ૶eur. ૺI tried

to warn the man, but the horn would not work."

ૺThen why did you not slacken speed rather than run

him down? ૻ

A  light seemed to dawn upon the prisoner.

one against me. I never thought of that.ૻ

ૺ That' s
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New Way Notebook
\Vu.\T are the so-called misfortunes to the Soul?

\\v'0uld there be any progress if all were smooth? Just
as the muscles grow strong from use, so the Soul from
difliculties overcome, from temptation vanquished. from
trouble met as a man. It rejoices in this work as a man
who is training his muscles rejoices in weights and resist-
ances, rejoices in them and seeks them.

GIVE love, and love to your life will How,
A strength in your utmost need:

llave faith, and a score of hearts will show
Their faith in yo11r word and deed.

For life is the mirror of King and slave;
’Tis just what we are and do:

Then give to the world the best that you have.
And the best will come back to you.

\\'i-: reach the immortal VVay only by continuous acts
of kindliness and we perfect our souls by compassion and
charity. The man who walks in this noble \’Vay culti-
vates good will without measure among all beings. Lct
him remain sted fastly in this state of mind. standing and
walking. awake or asleep. sick or well. living or dying;
for this state of heart is the best in the world.

Gaulama Buddha
\\’oL7Lns'r shape a noble life? Then cast
.\'o backward glances towards the past.
And though somewhat be lost and gone.
Yet do thou act as one new-born:
\\-’hat each day needs. that shalt thou ask.
Each day will set its proper task.—Goct/to

No MAN in the world ever attempted to wrong another
without being injured in return—some way. somehow,
some time. The only weapon of ofl'ense that Nature
seems to recognize is the boomerang. Nature keeps her
books admirably: she puts down every item. she closes
all accounts finally. but she does not always balance them
at the end of the month. -—- ll’. (7. Jordan

ll.v\vF. perseverance. as one who dvth for cvermore
cndure.— II. I’. BIa:'af.sk_v

IF you let these irritating outside influences get the
better of you you are confessing your inferiority to them.
by permitting them to disturb you. Study the disturbing
elements. each by itself. bring all the will-l)o\\'(‘rof your
nature to bear upon them. and you will find that they will.
one by one. melt into nothingness. like vapors fading
before the sun.— ll’. C. Jordan

11‘ is a curious fact that if you admire a man for his
fine qualities of character. his courage. generosity. stod-
fastncss. unsclfisliness. and so on. your admiration pro-
duces in yourself an increase in the qualities you admire:
and that if you hate him for his faults your hate will likc—
wise nourish in you those same faults. \\’bat a man

thinks of. that he slowly becomes. whcthcr it be noble
or base. — Tlzc .\'oIc/male

 
«Co glc

NEW WAY

Told After Dinner
;\ farmer who went to a large city to see the sights

engaged a room at a hotel and before retiring he asked the
clerk about the hours for meals. “ lreakfast 6 to 11.
dinner from 11 to 3, supper from 3 to 8,” replied the
clerk.

“ \’\’a—al, say." inquired the farmer, “ what time air I
goin' tcr git to see the town? "

The talk reminded Congressman Rothermcl of a certain
party named James. This James recently attended :4

circus whereat the chief feature was a beautifulgirl lion-
tamer. Entering the animal's cage she placed a lump of
sugar between her lips which the lion took from her with
his teeth. James sat up at this and took notice.

“ Great stunt. all right." he loudly shouted to the girl.
“ but I can do it too! ”

"Really think so. do you?' said she scornfully.
“ Sure," was the prompt rejoinder of James. “ just a~

well as the lion.”

9

Giles was killed in a mine accident. A small party tool»;
the body home and one of them was dcputed to lircak
the news gently to the wife. lie presented himself in
advance at the door and when she opened it he said
sympathetically1

“ :\ladam, does the widow (liles live here?"
“ No, sir, she does not.”
“ I’ll bet she does, madam, if you‘ll excuse me. Permit

me another question: Does Bill Giles live here?"
“ Yes, sir, he does.”
“ Madam. I'll bet he don't. \\'e've got the e\'idencc.~

here. I fear we have the grin on you both times."

Smith had just been operated upon for appemlicitis.
During his period of convalcscence he became (|l1ll('
chummy with the two other patients who shared the ward.
with him.

“ llow are you feeling. boys? "

ing to them.
“ Oh, we are all right." they both answered together.

“considering that we had to undergo two operations"
"\\’h_v. how was that?” said Smith in an agitate’

voice.
“ lccausc the doctor is an ass. In collecting his in-

struments after the operation he missed a needle and a

scissors. The former he found in me and the latter in
my friend here."

just then the doctor put his head in the door and
asked:

“ Has any one seen my silk hat?"

said Smith one morn-

“ Your honor." said the arrested cliauffeur. "I ll'lk‘l
to warn the man. but the horn would not work."

“Then why did you not slacken speed rather than ru'?

him down?"
.\ light seemed to dawn upon the prisoner.

one against me. I never thought of that."
‘ ’l‘ll;‘a'.'~
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Clear " P the Mind days running, and then right along, I took to kickin'  out

ૺ 0 when I had sufficiently undressed myself I found that scant૲ cat, if you like૲ and lettin'  in peace all

that I was happy.ૻ  I heard this curious remark through my body and mind. I found I was winning. It

as I passed old W illiams and Gately talking in came seldomer, stayed shorter, and didn' t yowl so much.

a corner of the yard. I lost nothing by that. I got my mind

" I can' t help stopping, boys,"  I said;  '  clearer;  some other worries began to

ૺthat remark sounds so darned q ueer go away;  I began to see that I could

that I must know about it.ૻ  win out altogether.

ૺS ure,ૻ  said W ' illiams;  ૺI was telling ૺ A  man can practise standing up-

Gately that the natural state of a man right or walking like a soldier, can' t he?

૲ or anything else that' s alive૲ is to A nd in a few weeks he wins out.

be happy. If he ain' t it only means that ૺ S ame with everything else. Prac-

he' s got to strip off what hinders him. tice surely does it. The trouble is that

A nd then he' ll ዾ nd that those same men don૷ t know that, in matters like

things hinder him in a thousand other getting the mind clear of cats. B ut it' s

ways, the same. A  few weeks does it.

ૺ If there' s a yowling cat in a man૷ s ૺ If there' s something unpleasant that

room, he j ust puts it out, don૷ t he?  you can change, up and at it!  B ut if

Then there' s no yowl and the man' s in you can૷ t change it, it૷ s only common

his natural state of peace. Then he can sense to kick out the want to do so. Go

do the natural lot of thinking that the ahead with that same game till all the

yowl hindered him from. fruitless wants are gone, and you' ll be

ૺ W  by don" t a man know things૲  happy. Y ou' ll have got back the natural

big, wide, deep things?  H e touches state of happiness. H appiness is the

them: he' s in among them;  he૷ s a absence of all the cats, and once they

part of life. W hy don' t he know life?  are gone no outer circumstances can

" B ecause of the cats!  I-Iis room૲  hinder a man from his happiness.

his mind room૲ is full of them. ૺI' ll say it again. If you don' t like

ૺ W hen I came in here ዾ rst I wanted your j ob and can change it for a better,

to get out૲ same as the rest;  worried change it. If you can૷ t, kick out the

day and night with that. I says to my- want to change: stop thinking of that

self, ૶O ld chap, your day for getting nicer j ob you૷ d like to have or nicer

out won' t come any nearer for that place you૷ d like to be in.

wanting. It૷ ll come of itself at the given I W IL L  ૺ The sunlight naturally gets into a

time. W hy not kick that want out o૷  In many O ld lugcm૷ s the unconq uer- house if you clean the windows. don' t

(I N ?  Ifq  l d _ , able will with which a man destroys _ ?  VV 1]  l l_ 1 1]

oo . use ess an a nuisance. the enemigs in his own nature, was it. e , tie sun igit natura y gets

ૺ K ickin૷  it out was easy and hard. symbolized as a sword. into a man૶s mind if he' ll get rid of

It was easy for a minute or an hour his wants The verv same thing

or two, easy to kick out want and with the same 0 enin ૺ There' s another oint: If you want something you

r b .

of the door to let in peace. B ut it came back. S o for a can' t get, and let the want stay with you. it' ll breed re-

while I gave up the j ob. Then it seemed to me_I was a sentment against the law, rule, or person that stands in

fool to be beaten by something I wanted to beat. S everal the way. There' s fellows here with a ዾ x ed resentment

ha"  7479 ,,

O I
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Clem’ up {he Mind ulays running. anal then right along. I tn-vk tn kICI<i11' Ollt
“ (1 when I had sufficit-ntl_\' uI1tlrcs.~t-tl in_\'~‘t'lf I Iuunul that tt'unt—cat. if you likt-—aml lcttin' in DCEICC allS that I was ltapp_\-." I heard this curious rt-mark thrnugh my l)t)(l_\' aml miml. I fouml I was winning. It

as I P2'lSS(’(l nltl Williams and (i3t('l_\’ talking in calm: sclulnmcr, .‘~la_\‘l.'(l sln,>rtv.-r. anal tlithft _\'m\'l 511 much.
I lu.~.t nuthing by that. I got my mintl
clt-art-r; .<ntllL' utlu-r worries ht-gan tn
gm awa_\'; I began to see that l L‘()lllLl
win out altugctlicr.

" .\ man can practise <ta1uIing up-
right or walking like a sulclicr. can't he?
.‘\ml in a few \\'CL‘l\’s he wins nut.

“ Same with cvcrytliing El."~t'. l'rac~
ticc surely (Inc.-R it. The trmihlc is that
mun ilun't know that, in matters like
getting the miml clear uf cats. l'-ut it's
the saint. .\ few weeks tlm.-5 it.

.1 turner nf lhe _\'arrl.
" I can't help stopping. lm_\'s." I .-mill:

“that remark snt1m|.=. so clarneul queer
that I must know about it."

"Stare," said \\'illiam.~': “I was telling
(Eat:-ly that the natural state of a man

-—nr au_\-thing t:l.<(' that's alivt-—i< tn
he happy. If he ain't it unly ntcans that
he's got to strip oft’ what liintlcr-a him.
\nd then he'll find that tl]tI~'t' same

things llIt‘lll('T him in a thnusaml nthcr
wa_\'«.

“ If tltcrt-‘s a yowling cat in a man‘:
r--mn, In: just puts it nut. don't lie?
Then there's no _\'n\\'I am] the man's in
his natural state of peace. Then he can
«In the natural Int of thinking that the
it-wl hinder:-cl him from.

" \\'h_v clrm't a man knuw things——
hig. widc. deep things? II1: tnucltcs
them: he's: in among them: ht-'5 .1

part of life. \\’l1_v drm't he know life?
" lJt‘mu.tc of the mix.’ llis rnmn—

hi~ mint] rrunn-—i~' full of them.
" \\"l1cn I came in here first I wantcul

In gvt nut — same as the rest; \\'t‘1I‘1'lL'1l
«lay and night with that. I eays to my-
self. ‘OM chap. _\'nur tla_\' fur gctting

“ If t|teru's somethingunpleasant that
_vuu can change. up and at it! ‘tut if
you can't change it. it".-1 nnly mnnnon
<L'n:~c to kick out the want tn llty su. Cu
ahead with that same game till all the
intitlcss wants are gone. and _\'1'»u'll be
happy. \’uu'|l have got hack the natural
state of happincma. llappincss is the
ah.~t-nci: nf all the cats. and once they
are gone nu 1llIlL'l' Cll‘l.‘lll1l5l.’{I'IC('S can
himh:-r a man from hi». happinc~'.~‘.

" I'll say it again. If you tlnn't like
_\':»ur jnh and can clunnzu it fur a ht-ttcr.
cltangc it. If 3'01: can't. kick out the
want tn change: Slnp thinkingnl that
1lICl'l' juh _mn'tl like to have nr nicvr

nut mini‘: come any nu-arcr for that pl:t(‘c_mu'tl like In he in.
uanting. It'll mme of itself at the given I I II W”-L “ Tlic -zunlight naturall_\' gets into a
time. \\'h\' nut kick that want out 0' " min” '."I "l“"i'"l" “W "mvmlufli IIIIIIHL‘ if \'u-u clt-an the wimlnw.=. 1lon't

_,J _
_ _

ahlc will wtlh \\‘IlIl‘Ilat man tlwstrn_\'=
_ _J __

-

_.luurs. It.» u.-'clt-.~s am] a ntusancc. H“. ‘.m.,“i‘,§ in his mm mmn,_ “W ll. \\ ell. the sunlu.-_|it Iiaturally gets
“ l\tckm' it nut was c-21$)’ antl l‘I8l'II. !~'_\‘llIll(Ill?.l'll as a swonl. In!“ 8 11111113 minll II llcill gt‘! riul of

It was easy fur a minute nr an hour his wants. The very «ante thing.
nr two. cas_\' tn kick out rvmtf anal with thu: Hfllllt‘ upcniltg " Tln-rc'.~' an:-tln-r pt-int: If you want >‘lll‘llL‘lllIllg ynn«vi the tlnnr tn ICI in pt-:u'v. llnt it t‘:ltlll' hack. Sun for :1 can't get. and let the want ~'t:1_\' with you. it'll l)l'('(‘ll rc-
wlltlc I gave up the job. 'l‘hcn it *l‘L'l‘Il('Il in HM’ I was a -t-ntlnt-nt against the law. rule. nr |)I'l'\’Oll that .~'tau«l< in
tunl to he bcatcn hy srunctlting I wantul l1.1 lwat. Suvt-ral the \\'a_\'. 'l‘l1t-rt-'.< It-lluws here with a fixt-1| ru.~c-ntmt-nt

Ill I.-.;I*j-,;-.1:.'(;O§ .819 W
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that they૷ ve been letting grow for years, poisoning their

minds and whole natures. A nd of no manner of smoke

to them, mark that. Vipers eating their hearts away.

In due time they mostly get out, and it' s that resentment

changing into deeds, that sure brings them back. N o man

after he gets out can keep straight if he' s got one of those

things in him. S ome of the second-timers come in again

from weakness;  but nine in ten come back because they

had the viper.

ૺ Just you try my prescription. A  man can live about

as full and rich 3 life in here as he can outside, notwith-

standing the drawbacks. It' s desires for what he hasn૷ t

got that make his mind small. I tell you the mind be-

comes something altogether new. S elf-respect comes,

and the respect of others. The body changes and gets

into better health. A nd with the peace comes along every

day a stream of thoughts and feelings that give a new

understanding of life. A  man sees that life stretches

forward and upward without end and that some day,

from some height, he૷ ll look back on these few years and

know what a grand thing he did for himself in beginning

this bit of self-training. F reedom and peace means un-

dressing yourself of wants.ૻ  R E PO R TE R

3

F reedom

ૺ H E R E ૷ S  nothing better in life than liberty. To

be free from all ties, free from all control, free

to go where one likes, and to do as one pleases,

that is to be. . . .ૻ

ૺ That is to be like a nut or a bolt that has got loose

in a machine, and is j erked around by every moving piece

that catches it, until it gets j ammed and stops the whole

engine. That is what you would call liberty, I suppose.

F reedom to run loose till you get j ammed in somewhere

where you don૷ t belong. and where you can do damage

to the machine you are a part of.ૻ

ૺ Call me a part of a machine, eh? ૻ

ૺ That is what we all are, more or less. W e each have

a place in the whole machine if we are good for anything

at all;  if not, we may be like loose nuts and bolts, or any

other kind of trash that j ust has to be cleared out of the

working part of the machine. A nd if you come to think

of it there is plenty of real good material thrown on

the scrap-heap because it was not kept in its right place.

A  nut is a very valuable part of a machine, but if it gets

loose and is ዿ ying around at liberty, it becomes a danger

that must be removed;  not because it is good for nothing,

but because it has got out of place;  in fact j ust because

it is free. Its value depended on its staying where it

belonged: once it gets free its value is gone. That

sounds hard, but any one can see the truth of it. and it

is not hard to see that a man may be in j ust the same

case.ૻ

ૺThere are more things than nuts and bolts in a

machine, and if you want to make comparisons like that,

why not say a man may be like some tool that is needed

to repair the machine, and that has to be kept free to

be of any use? ૻ

ૺW hy not?  There are all sorts of men and all sorts

of tools, but if a tool is not kept where it belongs it is

not much use either. If a man is running loose he is

not likely to be where he can be found when wanted;  he

may be like a tool that has been left out in the rain till

it is all rusted up, and when found may be only ዾ t for

the scrap-heap. That' s the way with plenty of men."

ૺ B ut I say a man is a man, and not a machine. A

man is born free.ૻ

ૺ H ow૷ s that?  There' s not much freedom for any baby

that I ever saw.ૻ

ૺW ell it૷ s his right to be free as soon as he can take

care of himself, I suppose.ૻ

ૺA nd how soon do you think he becomes able to do

that?  H ow many men have learned to do that before

they die?  W ould they die when they do if they had been

able to take care of themselves?  H ow can a man take

care of himself unless he knows j ust what he is, what his

life is for, what is his proper place in life, and what life

itself is?  A  man is born helpless and grows up by the

help of more people and things than he can count. H e

.lives by the help of more people and things than he ever

knows;  he is a part of a great living machine. and he

dies when he is separated from it. A  man is never in-

dependent, and the more he tries to get free the more

trouble he makes for himself and for the other parts of

the great living machine we call the world. \Vhen a

machine is running smoothly there is the least possible

friction between the parts, and there is no rattle or thump-

ing to be heard. S o too with a man૷ s own body;  when

it is in good health all the parts work so smoothly that

a man hardly knows they are there. \Vhen one of the

parts gets out of order he knows it. A nd what is it that

upsets the body and spoils the health?  Is it not the wrong

use of the machinery, or neglect, or ignorance? ૻ

ૺ W ell, that૷ s what I say. a man doesn૷ t have a chance:

he is forced to do things he wasn૷ t made for;  he should

be free to choose;  not scrapped without a chance."

ૺ The machine and all its parts are built and run by a

mind that is greater than the mind of any one of the

parts, and yet every part has a share in it. It is only

when one of these parts, a man, or a group of men, gets

free, that is, gets separated from the general mind so as

to feel separate. that they lose their share in the greater

mind of the whole body. If the machine is not working

well it is because all the parts are not sharing in the mind

of the whole. It is because there is no brotherhood in

the whole body. That is what brotherhood means, H elp-

ing and S haring. The more a man feels this brother-

hood, the nearer his mind comes to the mind of the

whole of humanity. and the more he is able to know what

is his real work, what he is really ዾ t for. what he is really

meant for. Then he has a chance to ዾ nd where he be-

longs. and then he can know what real freedom means.

B rotherhood is the key to real freedom.ૻ  R . M.
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2 THE NEW WAY

that they've been letting grow for years, poisoning their
minds and whole natures. And of no manner of service
to them, mark that. Vipers eating their hearts away.
In due time they mostly get out, and it’: that resentment
changing into deeds, that sure bring: them back. No man

after he gets out can keep straight if he's got one of those
things in him. Some of the second-timers come in again
from weakness; but nine in ten come back because they
had the viper.

" just you try my prescription. A man can live about
as full and rich a life in here as he can outside, notwith-
standing the drawbacks. It's desires for what he hasn't
got that make his mind small. I tell you the mind he-
comes something altogether new. Self—respect comes.
and the respect of others. The body changes and gets
into better health. And with the peace comes along every
day a stream of thoughts and feelings that give a new

understanding of life. A man sees that life stretches
forward and upward without end and that some day,
from some height, he'll look back on these few years and
know what a grand thing he did for himself in beginning
this bit of self-training. Freedom and peace means un-

dressing yourself of wants.” REPORTER
.53

Freedom
“ HERE'S nothing better in life than liberty. ToT be free from all ties. free from all control. free

to go where one likes, and to do as one pleases,
that is to be. . .

.”
“That is to be like a nut or a bolt that has got loose

in a machine, and is jerked around by every moving piece
that catches it, until it gets jammed and stops the whole
engine. That is what you would call liberty, I suppose.
Freedom to run loose till you get jammed in somewhere
where you don't belong. and where you can do damage
to the machine you are a part of.”

“Call me a part of a machine, eh? "

“ That is what we all are, more or less. \\'e each have
a place in the whole machine if we are good for anything
at all; if not. we may be like loose nuts and bolts, or any
other kind of trash that just has to be cleared out of the
working part of the machine. And if you come to think
of it there is plenty of real good material thrown on

the scrap-heap because it was not kept in its right place.
A nut is a very valuable part of a machine. but if it gets
loose and is flying around at liberty. it becomes a danger
that must be removed: not because it is good for nothing,
but because it has got out of place; in fact just because
it is free. Its value depended on its staying where it
belonged: once it gets free its value is gone. That
sounds hard. but any one can see the truth of it. and it
is not hard to see that a man may be in just the same
case.”

“There are more things than nuts and bolts in a

machine. and if you want to make comparisons like that.
why not say a man may be like some tool that is needed

C0 glc

to repair the machine, and that has to he kept free to
be of any use?”

“ VVl1y not? There are all sorts of men and all sorts
of tools, but if a tool is not kept where it belongs it is
not much use either. If a man is running loose he is
not likely to be where he can be found when wanted; he
may be like a tool that has been left out in the rain till
it is all rusted up, and when found may he only fit for
the serap—heap. That’s the way with plenty of men."

“But I say a man is a man, and not a machine. A
man is born free.”

“ How's that? There's not much freedom for any baby
that I ever saw.”

“ \-Vell it’s his right to be free as soon as he can take
care of himself, I suppose."

"And how soon do you think l1e becomes able to do
that? Ilow many men have learned to do that before
they die? VVould they die when they do if they had been
able to take care of themselves? How can a man take
care of himself unless he knows just what he is, what his
life is for, what is his proper place in life, and what life
itself is? A man is born helpless and grows up by the
help of n1orc people and things than he can count. He
lives by the help of more people and things than he ever

knows; he is a part of a great living machine. and he
dies when he is separated from it. A man is never in-
dependent, and the more he tries to get free the more
trouble he makes for himself and for the other parts of
the great living machine we call the \vorld. \Vhen a
machine is running smoothly there is the least possible
friction between the parts, and there is no rattle or thump-
ing to be heard. So too with a man's own body: when
it is in good health all the parts work so smoothly that
a man hardly knows they are there. \Vhen one of the
parts gets out of order he knows it. And what is it that
upsets the body and spoils the health? Is it not the wrong
use of the machinery. or neglect, or ignorance?"

“ VVell, that's what I say. a man doesn’t have a chance:
he is forced to do things he wasn't made for: he should
be free to choose; not scrapped without a chance."

“The machine and all its parts are built and run by a
mind that is greater than the mind of any one of the
parts, and yet every part has a share in it. It is only
when one of these parts. a man, or a group of men. gets
free. that is. gets separated from the general mind so as

to feel separate. that they lose their share in the greater
mind of the whole body. If the machine is not working
well it is because all the parts are not sharing in the mind
of the whole. It is because there is no brotherhood in
the whole body. That is what brotherhood means. Help-
ing and Sharing. The more a man feels this brother-
hood. the nearer his mind comes to the mind of the
whole of humanity. and the more he is able to know what
is his real work, what he is really fit for. what he is really
meant for. Then he has a chance to find where he be-
lrmgc. and then he can know what real freedom means.

I‘»rotherhoo<l is the key to real freedom." R. _\I.
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N ever Too L ate to L earn

O S T men get along without much of any kind of

M conscious theory as to the right way to live;  still

less have they a theory as to the meaning of life.

H erein they resemble the animals, who are likewise

free from theories.

B ut man has a mind, and it is this which makes the

results of having no well-based theory decidedly serious.

The animals need no theory. They have the proper

tendencies for their welfare woven into them by nature.

They are doing the best thing for themselves in obeying

happen to him if he does. A n animal does right in follow-

ing out its impulses, for nature gave it the proper ones

for it. B ut a man who followsout to the end those same

impulses gets into disease or into j ail. H e has developed

a will and a mind and is ex pected to use them in such a

way as to see with his mind what is proper for social life

and for his own body, and with his will to enforce this

conduct upon himself by controlling his impulses. The

whole of his troubles come from not using these two

instruments which he has and the animals have not.

There is a great deal of talk nowadays about a man' s

L omalond Photo. 6'  E ngraving Dlpt.

UP A MO N G TH E  R O CK IE S

those tendencies, and they have no desire or thought of

doing anything else. N ature then looks after their evo-

lution.

Man, entrusted with a mind, is given therewith the duty

of looking after his own evolution. If he lives like the

animals he gets into trouble or even wrecks himself and

society. F or a new set of laws are in play upon him

which do not apply to the animals.

It is by breaking them that he gets into all his troubles.

H e breaks them because he ዾ nds that he can do so.

B ecause he can do so he feels that it is well enough

that he should do so and that no particular harm will

right to realize his nature. This is interpreted as mean-

ing his right to give his animal impulses full ዿ ing. B ut

his nature, as distinct from animal, consists of mind and

will. H e has a right to realize them to the full. If he

does not, he breaks nature' s laws. N ature, manifested in

his body, resents this and gives him disease. N ature,

manifested in his fellows, resents it and puts him under

lock and key. N othing hinders man' s life from being

divine, happy, and illuminated by wisdom and insight

into all things૲ ex cept his refusal to see the truth about

himself with his mind, and act that truth with his will.

S o he must suffer till he learns.
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THE NEW WAY 3

Never Too Late to Learn
DST men get along without much of any kind of

conscious theory as to the right way to live: still
less have they a theory as to the meaning of life.

Herein they resemble the animals. who are likewise
free from theories.

llnt man has a mind. and it is this which makes the
results of having no well—based theory decidedly serious.

The animals need no theory. They have the proper
tendencies for their welfare woven into them by nature.
'l'he_v are doing the best thing for themselves in obeying

happen to him if he does. An animal does right in follow-
ing out its impulses, for nature gave it the proper ones

for it. But a man who follows out to the end those same

impulses gets into disease or into jail. He has developed
a will and a mind and is expected to use them in such a

way as to see with his mind \vhat is proper for social life
and for his own body, and with his will to enforce this
conduct upon himself by controlling his impulses. The
whole of his troubles come from not using these two
instruments which he has and the animals have not.

There is a great deal of talk nowadays about a man's

Lmnaland Phone. 6' Engraving Dru.
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those tendencies, and the_\' have no desire or thought of
doing anything else. Nature then looks after their evo-
lution.

.\la.n, entrusted with a mind, is given therewiththe duty
of looking after his own evolution. If he lives like the
animals he gets into trouble or even wrecks himself and
society. For a new set of laws are in play upon him
which do not apply to the animals.

It is by breaking them that he gets into all his troubles.
He breaks them because he finds that he can do so.
Pnecanse he can do so he feels that it is well enough
that he should do so and that no particular harm will

i_.-.;:vt~.;~ 6.‘ GO‘. isle

right to realize his nature. This is interpreted as mean-

ing his right to give his animal impulses full fling. But
his nature, as distinct from animal, consists of mind and
will. He has a right to realize them to the full. If he
does not, he breaks nature's laws. .\'aturc. manifested in
his body. resents this and gives him disease. Nature,
manifested in his fellows. resents it and puts him under
lock and key. Nothing hinders man's life from being
divine. happy. and illuminated by wisdom and insight
into all things—except his refusal to see the truth about
himself with his mind, and act that truth with his will.
So he must stiffer till he learns.
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N ow it is never too late to learn. F or if it is too late

wholly to undo what is done, it is not too late to learn how

to avoid some of the mistakes that might yet be made;

nor is it too late to learn how to turn a misfortune to good

account by learning all it has to teach. Misfortune is a

great teacher, if a man is willing and eager to learn. B ut

there is not much to be got out of it if a man lets it beat

him, and j ust sulks or mopes, or complains, or thinks

himself a martyr.

Misfortune is ex perience, if a man will look at it that

way;  and it can teach him things worth knowing, if he

will only believe that there is a good deal for him to

learn yet, and that it is never too late to begin. A  man

need not be afraid of trying to understand his own nature,

and to ዾ nd out what he is living for, because, whether

he likes it or not, his mind will make theories of life

for him, and fool him all the time. It is better to take a

hand in the business himself and do his own thinking;

then he will be willing to listen to men who have thought

longer than he has, and who can tell him things worth

knowing about his real nature;  how to be happy himself,

and how to make life worth living for others as well as

himself. It is never too late to learn.

A  F E L L O W  L E A R N E R

a!

Doers and Done-by

E N  are tied together in strange ways and know

mighty little about it. That૷ s a philosophy and

a religion all by itself, and as part of the same

you can divide men into two groups, the doers and those

who are done-by. Doers and done-by;  but not as the

world reckons doing and being done by.

I must go round a bit to ex plain, if you' ll let an old

man take his own way. ૶

I' ve heard one of you fellows say more than once that

he kind of knows what' s on the notice board before he

looks. H e gets a sort of feel of it, spreading around

in the air, from other fellows that have looked. H e gets

pleasant-feeling or all ruዾ ied up, in advance, according

to the nature of whatever new notice may have been

posted up that morning. F eelings is epidemic, catching.

They run round over large groups of men, and cause

general political or social or religious movements. Men

get prepared, unconsciously to themselves, by these waves

of feeling. and then suddenly some one speaks the word.

E verybody ዾ nds that that was the word he was waiting

for, and the tricks done. More than a century ago some૲

body said. ૺL iberty, E q uality, and F raternity,ૻ  and the

F rench R evolution followed. If he૷ d said it any other

time, nobody would have so much as listened. Men get

ideas before they know it, get ૷ em by infection in the air

into the back of their minds, and then somebody drops

the word that makes them know they are there.

I૷ m not arguing. boys, I૷ m laying down the law. A nd

you know it' s true. Men' s minds are tied together, in a

general way and more especially in small numbers, down

to twos and threes. Don' t it generally turn out that it૷ s

f' t' t' O  men, working q uite separately, that light upon the

great inventions?  O ne gets the cash and the honor. The

other mostly ain૷ t heard of or only after he' s dead or like

to die of poverty. B ut the two minds ran along in a

team;  what one got the other got, though they was a

thousand miles apart. A nd nobody can tell which was

really the ዾ rst.

Deductions is now in order. H ere' s one: That if I

feel the blues for some reason one morning, or feel that

I want to do up and ዾ nish out some other fellow૲ but

get on top of that feeling, bust it right up, I૷ ve killed the

blues and blacks for some other fellow inside or outside

this place that ain૷ t got strength to do it for himself or

don' t know enough to. F or some reason his mind and

mine are tied up together, neither of us knowing about

it, tied up either j ust accidentally then or right along

according to laws we don' t understand.

N ow that divides men up into the doers and the done-

by. If I bust my blues for myself, I૷ m a doer. The chap

I unknowingly help is a done૲ by. N ot so much harm,

maybe, in being a done૲ by if you are always done right

by, same as I helped that other chap. B ut the done-by

is mostly done wrong by, because the other fellows are

wrong, because the world is wrong. There૶s little enough

B rotherhood, little enough right-pointed strength, little

enough self-ruling, as I see the thing. Men live accord-

ing to their moods and act according to them, not knowing

or thinking where their moods come from and never

bossing them.

N ow I propose to be a doer. I૷ m going to make my

own moods, not ዾ nd them ready made in my mind. in-

fected on me by general or particular currents from out-

side. I' m for peace and good will all through and all

day and every morning, from the ዾ rst I wake.

That' s a challenge, and I know that no fellow issues a

challenge at large to the general enemy in the air without

being answered. H e૷ ll have to ዾ ght ten times the harder

for a while to keep his mind right. L ikely he' ll get

beaten;  which don૷ t.count. H e tries again tomorrow and

all the tomorrows ૲  which does count. F or he stands to

win, must win. Get out your challenge, boys, but always

look out for the answer. Y ou૷ ve challenged the rotten-

ness of the world and it don' t want to be beaten. I

mean that the act of challenge, of resolution, makes the

play worse for you for a while. It' s like putting up a

barrier against a wave which would otherwise ዿ ow

smooth and nice. B ut now it breaks up into froth and

foam, gets mad૲ like.

I reckon we live two lives, one within the other, and

know mighty little about the within one, the one where

the inዿ uence from others and the currents of particular

and general outside feeling come into and make us (if

we ain૷ t strong) one of the done-bys. The without one is

all we know, the one in which we eat and work and chat

and laugh. If we paid less attention to this outside per-

sonal business and tried in the silence, alone, to get
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4 THE

Now it is never too late to learn. For if it is too late
wholly to undo what is done, it is not too late to learn how
to avoid some of the mistakes that might yet be made;
nor. is it too late to learn how to turn a misfortune to good
account by learning all it has to teach. Misfortune is a

great teacher, if a man is willingand eager to learn. But
there is not much to be got out of it if a man lets it beat
him, and just sulks or mopes, or complains, or thinks
himself a martyr.

Misfortune is experience, if a man will look at it that
way; and it can teach him things worth knowing, if he
will only believe that there is a good deal for him to
learn yet, and that it is never too late to begin. A man
need not be afraid of trying to understand his own nature,
and to find out what he is living for, because, whether
he likes it or not, his mind will make theories of life
for him, and fool him all the time. It is better to take a
hand in the business himself and do his own thinking;
then he will be willing to listen to men who have thought
longer than he has, and who can tell him things worth
knowing about his real nature; how to be happy himself.
and how to make life worth living for others as well as
himself. It is never too late to learn.

.\ F1-:i.1.ow I.l€.\R.\'F.R
J

Doers and Done-by
EN are tied together in strange ways and know

mighty little about it. That's a philosophy and
a religion all by itself, and as part of the same

you can divide men into two groups, the doers and those
who are done-by. Doers and done-by; but not as the
world reckons doing and being done by.

I must go round a bit to explain, if you'll let an old
man take his own way.

I've heard one of you fellows say more than once that
he kind of knows what's on the notice board before he
looks. He gets a sort of feel of it, spreading around
in the air, from other fellows that have looked. He gets
pleasant-feeling or all ruflied up, in advance, according
to the nature of whatever new notice may have been
posted up that morning. Feelings is epidemic, catching.
’l‘hey run round over large groups of men, and cause

general political or social or religious movements. Men
get prepared, 1ll‘lCOl]SClOllSly to themselves, by these waves
of feeling. and then suddenly some one speaks the word.
Iiverybody finds that that was the word he was waiting
for, and the tricks done. More than a century ago some-

body said, “ Liberty, I7.qualit_v, and Fraternity,” and the
Ifrench Revolution followed. If he'd said it any other
time, nobody would have so much as listened. Men get
ideas before they know it. get 'cm b_\' infection in the air
into the back of their minds. and then somebod_v drops
the word that makes them know they are there.

I'm not arguing. boys. I'm laying down the law. .»‘\n«l
you know it's true. Men's minds rm‘ tied together. in a

general way and more especially in small numbers. down
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to twos and threes. I)on't it generally turn out that it's
IWO men, working quite separately, that light upon the
great inventions? One gets the cash and the honor. The
other mostly ain't heard of or only after he's dead or like
to die of poverty. But the two minds ran along in a

team; what one got the other got, though they was a
thousand miles apart. And nobody can tell which was

really the first.
Deductions is now in order. lIere's one: That if I

feel the blues for some reason one morning, or feel that
I want to do up and finish out some other fellow—lmt
get on top of that feeling, bust it right up, I’ve killed the
blues and blacks for some other fellow inside or outside
this place that ain't got strength to do it for himself or
don't know enough to. For some reason his mind and
mine are tied up together, neither of us knowing about
it, tied up either just accidentally then or right along
according to laws we don't understand.

Now that divides men up into the doers and the done-
by. If I bust my blues for myself, I'm a doer. The chap
I unknowingly help is a done-by. Not so much harm,
maybe, in being a done-by if you are always done right
by, same as I helped that other chap. But the done-by
is mostly done wrong by, because the other fellows are

wrong, because the world is wrong. There's little enough
Iirotherhood, little enough right-pointed strength, little
enough self-ruling, as I see the thing. Men live accord-
ing to their moods and act according to them, not knowing
or thinking where their moods come from and never
bossing them.

Now I propose to be a doer. I'm going to make my
own moods, not find them ready made in my mind, in-
fected on me by general or particular currents from out-
side. I'm for peace and good will all through and all
day and every morning, from the first I wake.

That's a challenge, and I know that no fellow issues :1

challenge at large to the general enemy in the air without
being answered. He'll have to fight ten times the harder
for a while to keep his mind right. Likely he'll get
beaten; which don't.count. He tries again tomorrow and
all the tomorrows— which docs count. For he stands to
win. must win. Get out your challenge, boys. but alwa_rs
look out for the answer. You've challenged the rotten-
ness of the world and it don't want to be beaten. I
mean that the act of challenge. of resolution, makes the
play worse for you for a while. It's like putting up a
barrier against a wave which would otherwise l‘lo\\'
smooth and nice. lut now it breaks up into froth and
foam, gets mad-like.

I reckon we live two lives, one within the other. and
know mighty little about the within one, the one where
the influence from others and the currents of particular
and general outside feeling come into and make us (if
we ain't strong) one of the (lone-bys. The without one i~
all we know, the one in which we eat and work and chat
and laugh. If we paid less attention to this outside per-
sonal business and tried in the silence, alone, to get
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acq uainted with the inner, we૷ d ዾ nd our souls there, our

real selves. A nd when, by bossing our moods and words

and getting hold of solid peace and good will, we૶d

strengthened up that inner so that we were doers all the

time, we૷ d know a mighty lot of things that go on be-

tween us and the sun that we haven' t much notion of

There' s divine thought blowing about in the morn૲

ings and noons and nights, sky-thought, sun-thought, and

star-thought, that we could get if we' d be positive and

learn to shut out the evil in man-thought and pay out

good.

That૷ s my philosophy and my religion.

man that' s got a better. I want to learn.

llUW .

S peak up, the

R E PO R TE R

lessen or remove the pain is to help in the work of scrap૲

ing, pruning, and teaching, to look oneself over and see

what' s needing to be done and then take an active hand

oneself. F or instance our will needs calling out, our

courage perhaps, our endurance. L et૷ s get at this work

on our own account. L et' s get the rot and dirt out of our

minds. L et' s stop longing either for what we ought not

to have or can' t get. A  few weeks of this would I be-

lieve stop most of our pain and even begin to give fun

instead૲ fun in the work of self૲ development.

Moreover I think that what a man can૷ t now get is

what he j ust now in a certain way had better not have.

F rom one standpoint, maybe, he has a right to certain

I

l

. l૶ \ V

aw ' r૷

all, .

ll J૶s.

L omatund Photo. 6?  E ngraving Dept.

K E E P!  N  G S CH O O L

The R ight to Pain

11¢ er a paper read by a prisoner at the debating club at

Prison.)

O ME  to think of it, if there really is a beneዾ cent

C power working itself out through human life, then

for that very reason human life must at present

be mostly painful. F or if we men are to come to any-

thing ዾ ne and noble in character we must get the rot

scraped out, the worthless branches cut off, and the good

but so far weak branches taught to grow strong, maybe

stung and whipped into growing strong.

A ll that means pain. A nd as I see it the only way to

things that are unj ustly denied him. I don' t gainsay that,

especially for us here. B ut from a higher standpoint,

he૷ d better not to have them, has a right not to have

them.

That sounds funny, but it is from the other standpoint,

the standpoint from which the development of our will

and character are looked at. F or there is nothing like an

inj ustice for giving a man an opportunity to use his will

in developing endurance and cheerfulness. It is his

opportunity, sure, though he mayn' t use it for anything

better than fretting and cussing. If we would stop that

fretting and cussing, and use the opportunity, it is my

ex perience that the inj ustice has soon got to fall away,
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THE NEW WAY 5
 

ztcqtiaiiitetl with the inner, we'd find our souls there. our
real selves. .\nd when, by l)o.~..sing our moods and words
and getting hold of solid peace and good will. we'd
~trengthened up that inner so that we were doers all the
time, we'd know a mighty lot of things that go on be-
tween us and the sun that we haven't nmch notion of
n--tr. 'l‘here's divittc thought blowing about in the morn-

ings and noons and nights, sky-thought. stm-thought. and
~l;tr~tll0ttgltt. that we could get if we'd be positive and
{earn to shut out the evil in mcm-thought and pay out
‘.:|llI(L

'l'hat's my philosophy aml my religion.
I want to learn.

Speak up, the
‘liflll that's got a better. Rm-oR'rte:R

lessen or remove the pain is to help in the work of scrap-
ing, pruning. and teaching. to look oneself over and see
what's needing to be done and then take an active hand
oneself. For instance our will needs calling out, our

eourag- perhaps, our endurance. Let's get at this work
on our own account. Let's get the rot and dirt out of our
minds. Let's stop longing either for what we ought not
to have or can't get. A few weeks of this would I be-
lieve stop most of our pain and even begin to give fun
instea(l—fun in the work of self-development.

I\lorc;-over I think that what a man can't now get is
what he just now in a certain way had better not have.
From one standpoint, maybe. he l‘I.’tS a right to certain

Lmnaluna Photo. 6- Engraving Dept.
KEEPING SCHOOL

The Right to Pain
-l‘ronI :1 paper read by a prisoner at the deluning club at

Prison.)
UME to think of it, if there really is a beneficcnt

power working itself out through human life. then
for that very reason human life must at present

be mostly painful. For if we men are to come to any-
thing fine and noble in character we must get the rot
scraped out, the worthless branches cut off, and the good
but so far weak branches taught to grow strong, maybe
-lung and whipped into growing strong.

.\II that means pain. .\nd as I see it the only way to

r.-..;:::.~;.-. a; .- G0‘. ipgle

things that are unjustly denied him. I don't gainsay that,
especially for us here. llut from rt higher standpoint.
he'd better not to have them, has a right no! lo Iran‘
them.

That sounds funny. but it is from the other .~lilll(l[)Ullll,
the stamlpoint from which the development of our will
and character are looked at. For there is nothing like an
injustice for giving a man an opportunity to use his will
in developing endurance and elteerfulness. it is his
opportunity, sure, though he mayn't use it for anything
better than fretting and cussing. If we \\‘«.»ttltl stop that
fretting and cussing. and use the oppot‘ttInll_\', it is my
experience that the injustice has soon got to fall aw.'t_v,

»:"l;1l' ’1llli"‘
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got to, for it૷ s over૲ ruled by a higher power. W e call

that higher power into this sort of action by taking up

this manly attitude. Its attention, if I may put it that

way, is specially attracted;  and as soon as the man has

got the j uice out of that situation it is removed. B ut

whilst he kicks and don' t turn it to proዾ t, it૷ ll sit on his

shoulders.

S o I reckon that pain is j ust because human life is over-

ruled for the good of human life, for its ennoblement

and growth to a life that is greater than anything we can

imagine, greater૲ I was going to say૲ than human.

L et૷ s take heart boys. It૷ s only man that૷ s bad, not the

power that has man in charge and overrules one man૷ s

badness to another for that other' s beneዾ t૲ if he૷ ll let

it and see the thing that way.

A nd I don૷ t mean, either, that man is in the lap of

some old nurse or tied to any apron-strings. The power

don' t eoddle him. H e૷ s got his freedom of choice all

the time. It wants to make a man of him, or, better,

encourage him to make a man of himself. It' s that that

gives its working another sort of outwardly stem or

heartless look. B ut there' s a heart to it all right.

6૶

Mood: and Monkeys

ૺ IIA T' S  wrong with Jack?  H e passed me j ust

now with a look as black as a thunder-cloud.

It made me feel as if I must have done him an

inj ury, though for the life of me I could not imagine

what.ૻ

ૺO h!  you need not take any notice of Jack૷ s moods.

There' s no sense in a man when a mood gets hold of him.

H e probably felt he was all wrong, and that if he let

you talk to him he might forget his grievance ;  so he tried

to scare you off. Jack doesn૷ t know enough to see that

when a mood gets hold of him he has either to drive it

out or be pushed up into a corner by it;  and that is what

generally happens to him. H e is really ashamed of him-

self, and the sight of a friend makes him want to be rid

of his keeper, the mood;  but the keeper has got posses-

sion and makes him scowl at his best friend. It knows

that it can only keep possession by making Jack think

it is himself, whilst in reality he is pushed into a corner

and made to do what the mood wants him to do. Moods

are like monkeys;  in fact I believe monkeys are j ust

moods in animal bodies."

ૺS teady now!  W hy, you are making a mood a real

living thing, yet everybody knows that moods are j ust

states of mind.ૻ

ૺ W ell, and what is a state of mind?  Is not that some-

thing real?  H ow could it make a man act in this way

or that, if it were not at least as real as the man?

ૺH ave you ever thought where the moods of men go

to when they are driven out?  It seems to me I have

heard of a lot of devils that were driven out of a man

and got into a herd of swine and ran all down a hill into

a lake, where they were drowned. W hen a man has a

mood he becomes more like some sort of animal than a

man.ૻ

ૺI don' t think I like your ex planation;  it makes me

feel as if I were a menagerie. If all my moods are things

like that, there would be enough to stock a small zoo."

ૺB ut you know enough to keep order in your house,

and you have got most of your moods under control, so

that they are not like a lot of wild beasts. If you think

of it, the idea of man being like a menagerie is not a bad

one;  that is, men who can not control themselves. The

wild beasts get loose, do some damage, and then leave the

proprietor of the menagerie to face the conseq uences.

A nd he, poor fool, thinks that it was he himself who did

the damage. O f course he was responsible for letting

his wild-beast-show get loose;  but then he ought to have

sense enough to see that his beasts (or his moods) are

not himself ;  that is the ዾ rst step towards mastering them.

S ome he can tame;  some he had best get rid of, be-

cause they do not belong to him, though he has let him-

self think they do. Y ou see, a man lets one of these

things get into him because it seems a harmless little cuss

to start with, and perhaps amusing as a puppy;  but it

grows into an ugly beast, and will sooner or later run

him and run over him. H e must either get rid of it, kill

it, drive it out, or master it, or it will master him;  and

then he is some sort of criminal or lunatic, and a danger

to the world about him;  and if he won૷ t part with his

beast he must go into retirement with it. A nd it will be

master j ust as long as the man allows, no longer. F or

man has power to be master in his own house, which

is his body.ૻ  A  N E W  W A Y F A R E R

3

TH E  human heart has not yet fully uttered itself, and

we have never yet attained nor even understood the ex -

tent of its powers. Is it too much to believe that man

should be developing new sensibilities and a closer rela-

tion with nature?  The logic of evolution must teach as

much, if carried to its legitimate conclusions. If, some-

where, in the line of ascent from vegetable or ascidian

to the noblest man a soul was evolved, gifted with intel-

lectual q ualities, it cannot be unreasonable to infer and

believe that a faculty of perception is also growing in

man, enabling him to descry facts and truths beyond our

ordinary ken૲ H . P. B lavatsky

H UMA N ITY  is everywhere searching for something.

Many are discontented with the present system of edu-

cation;  many feel that much more can be done for the

well-being of the human family. In the soul of man

glorious powers lie sleeping;  man must become conscious

of those powers, conscious that he is a part of the divine

plan. A s soon as man has acq uired this knowledge, the

highest possibilities will come to him. This is the same

message that Christ taught centuries ago. B ut in the

course of the ages much of the teaching of Christ has

beenv lost. ૲ ૲  K atherine Tingley
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6 THE

got to, for it's over-ruled by a higher power. \’Ve call
that higher power into this sort of action by taking up
this manly attitude. Its attention, if I may put it that
way, is specially attracted; and as soon as the man has
got the juice out of that situation it is removed. But
whilst he kicks and don't turn it to profit, it’1l sit on his
shoulders.

So I reckon that pain is just because human life is over-
ruled for the good of human life, for its ennoblement
and growth to a life that is greater than anythingwe can

imagine, greater———I was going to say—than human.
Let's take heart boys. It's only man that's had, not the
power that has man in charge and overrules one man's
badness to another for that others bcnefit—if he'll let
it and see the thing that way.

And I don't mean, either, that man is in the lap of
some old nurse or tied to any apron-strings. The power
don't coddle him. He's got his freedom of choice all
the time. It wants to make a man of him, or, better,
encourage him to make a man of himself. It's that that
gives its working another sort of outwardly stem or
heartless look. But there's a heart to it all right.

.53

Mood: and Monkeys
“ Il.»\T'S wrong with Jack? He passed me just

now with a look as black as a thunder-cloud.
It made me feel as if I must have done him an

injury, though for the life of me I could not imagine
what.”

“ Oh! you need not take any notice of Jack's moods.
'I‘l1ere's no sense in a man when a mood gets hold of him.
lle probably felt he was all wrong, and that if he let
you talk to him he might forget his grievance; so he tried
to scare you off. Jack doesn't know enough to see that
when a mood gets hold of him he has either to drive it
out or be pushed up into a corner by it; and that is what
generally happens to him. He is really ashamed of him-
self, and the sight of a friend makes him want to be rid
of his keeper, the mood; but the keeper has got posses-
sion and makes him scowl at his best friend. It knows
that it can only keep possession by making Jack think
it is himself, whilst in reality he is pushed into a corner
and made to do what the mood wants him to do. Moods
are like monkeys; in fact I believe monkeys are just
moods in animal bodies."

“Steady now! Why, you are making a mood a real
living thing, yet everybody knows that moods are just
states of mind."

“ Well, and what is a state of mind? Is not that some-

thing real? How could it make a man act in this way
or that, if it were not at least as real as the man?

" Have you ever thought where the moods of men go
to when they are driven out? It seems to me I have
heard of a lot of devils that were driven out of a man
and got into a herd of swine and ran all down a hill into
a lake, where they were drowned. \\'hen a man has a

L-I0 git’

NEW WAY

mood he becomes more like some sort of animal than a
man.”
“I don't think I like your explanation; it makes me

feel as if I were a menagerie. If all my moods are things
like that, there would be enough to stock a small zoo."

“ But you know enough to keep order in your l'lOU:~t‘.
and you have got most of your moods under control, 5-)

that they are not like a lot of wild beasts. If you think
of it, the idea of man being like a menagerie is not a bad
one; that is, men who can not control themselves. The
wild beasts get loose, do some damage, and then leave the
proprietor of the menagerie to face the consequences.
And he, poor fool, thinks that it was he himself who did
the damage. Of course he was responsible for letting
his wild-beast-showget loose; but then he ought to have
sense enough to see that his beasts (or his moods) are

not himself ; that is the first step towards mastering them.
Some he can tame; some he had best get rid of, be-
cause they do not belong to him, though he has let him-
self think they do. You see,' a man lets one of these
things get into him because it seems a harmless little cus-

to start with, and perhaps amusing as a puppy; but it
grows into an ugly beast, and will sooner or later run

him and run over him. He must either get rid of it, kill
it, drive it out, or master it, or it will master him; and
then he is some sort of criminal or lunatic, and a danger
to the world about him; and if he won’t part with his
beast he must go into retirement with it. And it will be
master just as long as the man allows, no longer. For
man has power to be master in his own house, which
is his body." A NEW VVAYFARER

.5!

Tm-,‘ human heart has not yet fully uttered itself. and
we have never yet attained nor even understood the ex-

tent of its powers. Is it too much to believe that man

should be developing new sensibilities and a closer rela-
tion with nature? The logic of evolution must teach as
much, if carried to its legitimate conclusions. If, some-
where, in the line of ascent from vegetable or ascidian
to the noblest man a soul was evolved, gifted with intel-
lectual qualities, it cannot be unreasonable to infer and
believe that a faculty of perception is also growing in
man, enabling him to descry facts and truths beyond our

ordinary ken.—H. P. Blaz/atsky
HUMANITY is everywhere searching for soniethin_;.

Many are discontented with the present system of edu-
cation; many feel that much more can be done for the
well—being of the human family. In the soul of rna-.:

glorious powers lie sleeping; man must become Consei--u~
of those powers, conscious that he is a part of the divinr
plan. As soon as man has acquired this knowledge. the
highest possibilities will come to him. This is the sunle

message that Christ taught centuries ago. hit in the
course of the ages much of the teaching of Christ hm
been lost.—I\'a!Iu‘riu¢' TfI1_([ft'_\'



TH E

N E W  W A Y  7

The Man W ho F ails

B Y  A L F R E D J. VVA TE R H O US E

L E T others sing to the hero who wins in the ceaseless fray;

W ho, over the crushed and the fallen, pursueth his upward

way.

F or him let them weave the laurel, to him be their paeans sung,

W hom the kindly fates have chosen, who are happy their loved

among. '

B ut mine be a different message, some soul in its stress to reach;

To bind o૷ er the wound of failure the balm of pitying speech:

To whisper, ૺ B e up and doing, for courage at last prevails."

l sing૲ who have supped with F ailure૲ I sing to the man who

fails. -

I know how the gray cloud darkens, and mantles the soul in

gloom;

I know how the spirit harkens to voices of doubt or of doom;

I know how the tempter mutters his terrible word, ૺ Despair!  "

B ut the heart has its secret chamber, and I know that our God is

there.

O ur years are as moments only;  our failures he counts as naught;

The stone that the builders rej ected perchance is the one he

sought.

.\Ia_vhap in the ultimate j udgment the effort alone prevails,

.~\nd the laurel of great achievement shall be for the man who

fails.

W e sow in the darkness only, but the R eaper shall reap in light;

A nd the day of his perfect glory shall tell of the deeds of the

night.

W e gather our gold and store it, and the whisper is heard,

ૺ S uccess!  ૻ

B ut tell me, ye cold, white sleepers, what were an achievement

less?

W e struggle for fame, and win it, and lo!  like a ዿ eeting breath

It is lost in the realm of silence, whose ruler and king is Death.

W here are the N orseland heroes, the ghosts of a housewife' s

tales?

I sing૲  for the F ather heeds him ૲ I sing to the man who fails.

0 men who are labeled " F ailures,"  up!  rise up again and do!

S omewhere in the world of action is room૲ there is room for

you!

.\Io failure was e૷ er recorded in the annals of truthful men,

E x cept of the craven-hearted who fails, nor attempts again.

The glory is in the doing, and not in the trophy won;

The walls that are laid in darkness may laugh to the kiss of the

sun.

0 weary, and worn, and stricken!  0 child of fate' s cruel gales!

I sing૲ that it haply may cheer him૲ I sing to the man who

fails!

.3

L et Prison O fficials and Prisoners Co~operate

for More H umane L aws in the Prisons

nY  K A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y

T does one' s heart good to read occasionally in our

I daily papers reports of the humane methods that are

now being introduced in some of the prisons in

A merica.

W ' arden Thomas, governing the S tate Penitentiary at

Columbus, O hio, is advancing some radical theories of

)rison reform. H e has placed some three hundred prison-

:rs outside the prison walls, on their honor. H e has

\bolished the prison stripes, the water-cure, and other

evere punishments.

H e is working in many ways on the theory of kindness,

and he is said to be making strenuous efforts to give

better food;  for he declares this produces better disci-

pline. H e offers the men an incentive for doing right.

N ow we must remember that the real results to be

gained from such an effort cannot come entirely from the

W arden ૲ ૲ for there must be co-operation on the part of

the Prisoners. It is a bold and daring step for W arden

Thomas to take;  and it is probable that there are other

wardens at other prisons. who, under favorable circum-

stances, may in time introduce the same measures.

B ut should not the prisoners themselves, instead of

trying to enforce changes, which bring about disturb-

ances and often end in serious diዿ iculties and loss of

life, thus defeating the very obj ect they hofwd to obtain.

take a new view of what their imprisonment means, and

look out of the present time into the future?

O h!  W hat splendid work can be done for themselves,

if they will do their part, even in the smallest way, to

prevent severe measures. It will take time to bring about

the desired changes;  but if the prisoners from this hour

will do their part, and attract the attention of the oዾ icials

to their sincerity and determined purpose for right action

on all lines, then surely all the prisons in A merica will

receive new light and beneዾ cial changes;  for it is not

to be conceived that there can be any warden in charge,

who cannot see that to work on lines of least resistance

is the best way;  but, as I have said before. the wardens

and the oዿ ૶icials must be met half૲ way.

.3

W hat૷ s the Use?

IF  all the end of this continuous striving

W ere simply to attain,

H ow poor would seem the planning and contriving,

The endless urging and the hurried driving

O f body, heart, and brain?

B ut ever in the wake of true achieving

There shines this glowing trail૲

S ome other soul will be spurred on, conceiving

N ew strength and hope, in its own power believing,

B ecause thou didst not fail.

N ot thine alone the glory૲ nor the sorrow

If thou shouldst miss the goal:

Undreamed-of lives in many a far tomorrow

F rom thee their weakness or their force shall borrow ૲

O n, on, ambitious soull૲ S electvd

at

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N E W  W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money O rders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E W  W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N E W  W A Y , Point'  L oma, California
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THE NEW WAY 7

The Man Who Fails
nv ALFRED J. WATERHOUSE

ET others sing to the hero who "wins in the ceaseless fray;
Who, over the crushed and the fallen, pursueth his upward
way.

For him let them weave the laurel. to him be their paeans sung,
\\'hom the kindly fates have chosen, who are happy their loved

among.
I

lint mine be a different message, some soul in its stress to reach;
To bind o’er the wound of failure the balm of pitying speech:
To whisper, “Be up and doing, for courage at last prevails."
l _~ing——\vlI0 have supped with Failure——I sing to the man who

fails.

I know ho\v the gray cloud darkens. and mantles the soul in
gloom;

I know how the spirit harkens to voices of doubt or of doom;
I know how the tempter mutters his terrible word, “ Despair!"
l’.nt the heart has its secret chamber, and I know that our God is

there.
llttr years are as moments only; our failures he counts as naught;
The stone that the builders rejected perchance is the one he

sought.
.\l:t}‘ll.’lp in the ultimate judgment the effort alone prevails,
.\ml the laurel of great achievement shall be for the man who

fails.

\\'e sow in the darkness only, but the Reaper shall reap in light;
.\n<l the day of his perfect glory shall tell of the deeds of the

night.
We gather our gold aml store it, and the whisper is heard,

“ Success! ”

But tell me, ye cold, white sleepers, what were an achievement
less?

We struggle for fame, and win it, and lo! like a fleeting breath
It is lost in the realm of silence, whose ruler and king is Death.
Where are the Norseland heroes, the ghosts of a housewife's

tales?
I sing— for the Father heeds him —I sing to the man who fails.

0 men who are labeled "Fa-ilures.” up! rise up again and do!
Somewhere in the world of action is room—there is room for

you!
\'n failure was e’er recorded in the annals of truthful men.
lixcept of the craven-hearted who fails, nor attempts again.
The glory is in the doing, and not in the trophy won:
The walls that are laid in darkness may laugh to the kiss of the

sun.
0 weary. and worn, and stricken! 0 child of fate's cruel galesl
l sing—that it haply may cheer him—I sing to the man who

fails!
.3

Let Prison Officials and Prisoners Co-operate
for More Humane Laws in the Prison:

BY KATIIERI NE TINGLEY
T does one's heart good to read occasionally in ourI daily papers reports of the humane methods that are

now being introduced in some of the prisons in
«\nierica.

\Varden Thomas, governing the State Penitentiary at
L‘r>lumbus, Ohio. is advancing some radical theories of
irison reform. He has placed some three hundred prison-
‘rs outside the prison walls, on their honor. He has
tholislied the prison stripes, the water—cure, and other
evere punishments.

. G0 glut

He is working in many ways on the theory of kindness,
and he is said to be making strenuous efforts to give
better food; for he declares this produces better disci-
pline. He offers the men an incentive for doing right.

Now we must remember that the real results to be
gained from such an effort cannot come entirely from the
VVarden—for there must be co-operation on the part of
the prisoners. It is a bold and daring step for Warden
Thomas to take; and it is probable that there are other
wardens at other prisons, who, under favorable circum-
stances, may in time introduce the same measures.

But should not the prisorters tlzenisclws, instead of
trying to enforce changes, rvlzich bring about disturb-
ance: and often end in rcriozts diflicultics and loss of
life, thus defeating the wry object they hoped to obtain.
take a new view of ‘what their imprisomncht means, and
look out of the prcscitt time into the future?

Oh! VVhat splendid work can be done for themselves,
if they will do their part, even in the smallest ?('0_\', to
prevent severe measures. It will take time to bring about
the desired changes; but if the prisoners from this hour
will do their part, and attract the attention of the officials
to their sincerity and determined purpose for right action
on all lines, then surely all the prisons in America will
receive new light and beneficial changes: for it is not
to be conceived that there can be any warden in charge,
who cannot see that to work on lines of least resistance
is the best way; but, as I have said before. the warden:
and the officials must be met half-r<'o_v.

.5!

What’: the Use?
IF all the end of this continuous striving

VVere simply to attain,
How poor would seem the planning and contriving,
The endless urging and the hurried driving

Of body, heart, and brain?
But ever in the wake of true achieving

There shines this glowing trail-
Some other soul will he spurred on, conceiving
.\'ew strength and hope. in its own power ht-lieving.

Because thou didst not fail.
Not thine alone the glor_v——nor the sorrow

If thou shouldst miss the goal:
Undreamcd-of lives in many a far tomorrow
From thee their weakness or their force shall borrow -

On, on, ambitious soul!—Sclcctcd

.33

IN ADDITION to the purpose for which THE NEW WAY was
established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to Sl1l)SCl'll)C
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year. Ten cents per copy.

Money Orders and checks should he made payal,)le to THE
NEW Vl/AY. and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE NEW WAY, Point" Loma, California
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H E  who holds back rising anger like a rolling chariot,

him I call a real driver;  other people are but holding

the reins.

IF  a man frets about the food and the drink given to

others he will ዾ nd no rest by day or by night. H e in

whom that feeling is destroyed and taken out with the

very root, he ዾ nds rest day and night.

TH IS  mind O f mine formerly went wandering about

as it liked, as it listed. as it pleased;  but I shall now hold

it in thoroughly as the driver holds in the furious elephant.

TH E  desires of a foolish man grow like a creeper;  he

runs hither and thither to gratify them, like a monkey

seeking fruit in the forest. H e who overcomes these

ዾ erce thirsts by non-attention to them, sufferings fall off

from him like water-drops from a lotus leaf.

GA U' rA MA  B UDDH A

IN ' ro the hands of every individual is given a marvel-

lous power for good or for evil ૲  the silent, unconscious,

unseen inዿ uence of his life. This is simply the constant

radiation of what a man really is, not what he pretends

to be. E very man, by his mere living, is radiating sym-

pathy, or sorrow, or morbidness, or cynicism, or happiness,

or hope, or any of a hundred other q ualities.

W . G. JO R DA N

O UT of this prison into the world go a hundred men a

week, carrying with them something of me, something

they have got from me by our months or years of as-

sociation, something I have spoken or thought or done or

been. A m I then nothing in life because I am within

these walls?  O N E  O F  us

B L E S S E D are the cheer૲ givers, for they shall be called

the sons and daughters of the morning.

I DO  not like the man who has gotten to the point

where he says at N ew Y ear૷ s:

ૺ I will not make any resolutions because I know I will

break them.ૻ

The man who makes his resolutions with fresh en-

thusiasm and fresh hope each year. even if he does break

most of them. has a far better chance of getting some-

where than the one who makes none.

I H A VE  had a lot of troubles, my dear, in my long life,

but most of them never happened.૲  R . L . S TE VE N S O N

ૺ Did yer ever try to dodge a man ye૷ d done wrong

to?  Give it up. it can' t be did. W alk up to ૷ im like a

man, grip his ዾ st an૷  own up an૷  sq uare up, that૷ ll sq uare

yerself with yerself. Men do that.ૻ ૲ O l(i .llan Green

DO N ૷ T ask, ૺH as the world been a friend to me?  ૻ

B ut, ૺ H ave I to the world been true? ૻ

૷ Tis not what you get, but what you give

That makes life \vorth while to you.

ME N  are like tea: it takes hot water to draw out

their strength.

H eard This ?

A  W O N DE R F UL  S PR IN G IN  GL A CIE R  N A TIO N A L  PA R K

IT seems that several thousand years ago the region now

occupied by the new national park was the home of a

most thriving and prO sperous people who raised great

q uantities of corn. O ne beautiful day, when the ዾ elds

smiled for miles and miles in every direction, there came

the earthq uake of A ugust 17, 2435 B . C. The cornዾ elds

were tossed high in the air and then dropped down great

ዾ ssures in the ground, and three or four mountain ranges

piled on top of them. A  hot-water geyser that had its

source deep down in the earth was turned from its

channel by the earthq uake, so that it ዿ owed through the

buried corn, distilling the grain and turning it to whiskey.

which flowed into a great cave down somewhere in the

bowels of the earth.

ૺW ell, sir,ૻ  says truthful old Iloke S mith, ૺ believe

it or not, but that whiskey ዾ nally found an outlet, and

now, right by the side of the main trail in the new park,

you will ዾ nd a cute little spring of ice-cold bourbon

whiskey bubbling up from the ground.

ૺA nd the funny thing about it is that this 4000-year-old

bourbon comes to the surface right in the middle of a

ten-mile patch of mint. It certainly makes a very superior

q uality of mint j ulep.ૻ

H O W  TO  CA TCH  A  W IMI૷ US S

A  wimpuss grows about as big as a hooglebug, but it

has a long tail like a collywop and has wings like a bear-

cat. It lives in the top of high trees, whence it ዿ ies down

to attack defenseless travelers. H owever, no harm is to

be feared from a wimpuss if you know what to do

when you see one coming. It is folly to shoot at them.

for a wimpuss catches bullets in its teeth and eats them.

The only way to do when a wimpuss comes at you is to

take a small piece of cheese, either E dam or S wiss, and

tack it securely on a waterfall. The wimpuss makes a

swoop at the cheese and gets mix ed up with the waterfall

and gets its feet wet. It makes a wimpuss mad as all-get-

out when he gets his feet wet, and so he hunts around

for a nice piece of grass to dry them on. The minute the

wimpuss lights on the grass the hunter rushes at him

and ties his tail in a double bow૲ knot. \Vhen a wimpuss

has his tail tied in a double bow૲ knot he is gone, because

when he ዿ ies he always ducks his head under his body

to see who is following him, and in doing this he gets his

head caught in the double bow૲ knot and chokes himself

to death.

(These facts about the spring and the wimpuss are

furnished by Mr. R . H . L ittel in the Chicago Tribune.

W hat do you think of them, boys? )

W arden: These prisoners refuse to work unless they

can practise their own trades. ૶

Governor: That is but natural.

are their trades?

\Y arden: O ne is an aviator and the other a lion૲ tamer.

L et them do it. W hat

Ge
ne

ra
te

d 
fo

r J
oh

n 
Pa

tr
ic

k 
De

ve
ne

y 
(U

ni
ve

rs
ity

 o
f C

hi
ca

go
) o

n 
20

15
-0

1-
07

 2
0:

45
 G

M
T 

 / 
 h

ttp
://

hd
l.h

an
dl

e.
ne

t/2
02

7/
uc

1.
c2

63
57

34
Pu

bl
ic

 D
om

ai
n,

 G
oo

gl
e-

di
gi

tiz
ed

  /
  h

ttp
://

w
w

w
.h

at
hi

tr
us

t.o
rg

/a
cc

es
s_

us
e#

pd
-g

oo
gl

e
8 THE

New Way Notebook
Ill-2 \vho holds back rising anger like a rolling chariot,

him I call a real (lriver; other people are but holding
the reins.

IF a man frets about the food and the drink given to
others he will find no rest by day or by night. He in
whmn that feeling is destroyed aml taken out with the
very root, he finds rest day aml night.

Tins mind of mine formerly went wandering about
as it liked, as it listed. as it pleased; but I shall now holzl
it in thoroughlyas the driver holds in the furious elephant.

Tm-: desires of a foolish man grow like a creeper; he
runs hither and thither to gratify them, like a monkey
seeking fruit in the forest. He who overcomes these
fierce thirsts by non—attention to them, sufierings fall off
from him like water-drops from a lotus leaf.

(‘.AI'T.—\.\m l‘.l'nnn.-x
I .\"ro the hands of every individual is given a marvel-

lous power for good or for evil —— the silent. unconscious,
unseen influence of his life. This is simply the constant
radiation of what a man really is, not what l1e pretends
to be. Every man. by his more living. is radiating sym-
pathy,or sorrow, or morbidness.or cynicism, or happiness,
or hope, or any of a hundred other qualities.

\-V. C. _IoRnAN
OUT of this prison into the \vorld go a hundred men a

week. carrying with them something of me. something
they have got from me b_v our months or years of as-

sociation, something I have spoken or thought or done or
been. Am I then nothing in life because I am within
these walls? OX1: or-‘ Us

BLEssF.n are the checr—givers, for they shall be called
the sons and daughters of the morning.

I DO not like the man who has gotten to the point
where he says at New Year’s:

“ I will not make any resolutions because I know I will
break them."

The man who makes his resolutions with fresh en-
thusiasmand fresh hope each year. even if he does break
most of them. has ‘a far better chance of getting some-
where than the one who makes none.

I Il.\\'E had a lot of troubles. m_v dear. in my long life,
but most of them never happened.— R. L. ST!-‘.vI-2.\’S():\'

“ Did yer ever try to dodge a man _ve’d done wrong
to? Give it up. it can't be did. \\"'alk up to ’im like a

man, grip his fist an' own up an’ square up. that'llsquare
_verself with yerself. Men do that.”——OI(l .lI(m Crrcn

Dox"I‘ ask, “ Has the world been a friend to me?"
But. “Have I to the world been true?"

'Tis not what you get, but what you give
That makes life \vorth while to _vou.

.\lI-ZN are like tea: it takes hot water to draw out
their strength.
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Heard This?
.-\ wo.\'m-2R1-‘rt. SPRING IN GLACIER .\'AT1ox.-u. 1'.-xxx

IT seems that several thousandyears ago the region now

occupied by the new national park was the home of a

most thriving and prosperous people who raised great
quantities of corn. One beautiful day, when the fields:
smiled for miles and miles in every direction, there came

the earthquake of August 17. 2435 1:. C. The cornfields
were tossed high in the air and then dropped down great
fissures in the ground, and three or four mountain ranges
piled on top of them. A hot—water geyser that had its
source deep down in the earth was tumed from its
channel by the earthquake, so that it flowed through the
buried corn, distilling the grain and turning it to whiskey.
which flowed into a great cave down somewhere in the
bowels of the earth.

“\Vell, sir," says truthful old Iloke Smith. “believe
it or not, but that whiskey finally found an outlet. and
now. right by the side of the main trail in the new park.
you will find a cute little spring of ice-cold bourbon
whiskey bubbling up from the ground.

“And the funny thingabout it is that this 4000-year-old
bourbon comes to the surface right in the middle of a
ten-mile patch of mint. It certainly makes a very superior
quality of mint julep.”

IIOW TO CATCH A \\-’l.\{l'I'SS

A wimpuss grows about as big as a hooglebug, but it
has a long tail like a eollywop and has wings like a bear-
cat. It lives in the top of high trees, whence it flies down
to attack defenseless travelers. However. no harm is to
be feared from a \vimpuss if you kno\v what to dn
when you see one coming. It is folly to shoot at them.
for a wimpuss catches bullets in its teeth and eats them.
The only way to do when a wimpuss comes at you is In
take a small piece of cheese, either Edam or Swiss, and
tack it securely on a waterfall. The wimpuss makes :1

swoop at the cheese and gets mixed up with the waterfall
and gets its feet wet. It makes a wimpuss mad as all-get~
out when he gets his feet wet, and so he hunts aroun-I
for a nice piece of grass to dry them on. The minute the
wimpuss lights on the grass the hunter rushes at hir-.
and ties his tail in a double bow-knot. \\-"hen a wimpuv
has his tail tied in a double bow-knot he is gone, becaus-.—
when he flies he always ducks his head under his l)od_\'
to see who is following him, and in doing this he gets his
head caught in the double bow-knot and chokes hiniseff
to death.

(These facts about the spring and the wimpuss are

furnished by Mr. R. H. Littel in the Chicago Tril-n.-=:.‘.
\\'hat do you think of them, boys?)

\\'arden: These prisoners refuse to work unless ti:-.3"
can practise their 0\vn trades.

(lovernor: That is but natural. Let them do it. \\'h;at
are their trades?

\\'arden: One is an aviator and the other a lion—tamvr.
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H ow I W on O ut

Just as muscular strength comes from physical training, and

is perfected by ex ercise, even so with strength of character and

moral force;  these come only by eዾ ort at self-conq uest. . . . N O -

thing less than ex perience and conq uest determine power. . . .

Can there be any q uestion as to what constitutes strength of

character?  It is the struggle of a stroni,r man against all his

foes. . . . H e recognizes no enemy without, all are within૲ and

having conq uered these he is master of the ዾ eld . . . at one with

N ature wit/rout and God within.

L ife૲  W . Q . Judge

ૺ F E E L  as black as thunder today.ૻ

ૺ Y ou certainly look like it. B ut I would not say

so if I were you, not even think it in j ust that way.ૻ

ૺ W hy not?  ૻ  '

ૺ B ecause you let the thing in on you and boss you.ૻ

ૺY ou speak as if it was some kind O f thing with a

H ere is the true meaning of

\૶ll' H ૶A  I?
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uni E on to another "Silence in Power."
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How I Won Out
Just .15 mu.-zculur strength comes from ph_x'.~ie:|| training. and

is perfected by exercise, even so with strength of l.‘lI:'ll‘:1Cl(‘l'and
moral force; these come only by rfim‘! at m-lf~e«-nqm-st. . . .

.\'n»
thing less than experience and conquest determine power. 1 . 1

Czm there be any question as to what usonstitutrs <treIIgl|1 uf
character.’ It is the struggle of :1 Strum: mun :u.-uimt all his
iucs,

. . .
He recognizes no enelny without. all arc tvirlain —:md

having conquered these he is master of the field
. . .

at one with

can -316

.\‘.n'urv :.-ilhuur and God rvirlliu.
[.ifl.'.—- U’, Q. Judgi-
“ FEEI. as black :15 liIllIIli('l't0(la}'."I “ You certainly lnuk like it. Int I would not my

_-an if I were you. not even think it in just that way."
" \\'h_\- not ? " '

" i’»cc.’nI.-c you let the thing in un you and boss _\«»tI."
“ You speak as if it was some kind of thing with :1

Here is the true meaning of

 
‘ 5:“:-'3iE7évv_ -'['*'."»l 9
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life of its own, as if it ex isted as a separate being."

ૺ W ell, it comes and goes j ust as if it had. It alters

your nature and makes you do and say things that you

don' t other times and that you૷ re sorry for after. A nd

when it is on you, you૷ d be glad if it wasn૷ t."

ૺ B ut where do you think it is in between times? ૻ

ૺ O h, it૷ s got a kennel somewhere inside you that it

retreats to.ૻ

ૺ N ow look here, say straight out what you mean.ૻ

ૺW ell, if you will have it, I do think these moods are

living things, living in odd corners of a man૷ s make-up

and always ready for a chance to j ump. I had a bad one

of my own, once;  got it by heredity they said. A nyhow,

I had a chance for study at close q uarters. Y ou have

often wondered at my showing so much sympathy for

criminals, even murderers. It is because I know that if

they could have had the light on their own natures that

I got, they would never have been where they are. Give

them an understanding of themselves, and then, as K ath-

erine Tingley is always urging, let them have another

chance.ૻ

ૺ L et' s have the yarn.ૻ

ૺMy father was a pretty heavy drinker;  gave it up

though towards his later years and became as nice and

peaceful a chap as you could wish to meet. B ut all the

years of his drinking, ex cept for short spells when his real

nature had a chance, he was a devil. W e young ones

wished he was dead from the time we were old enough

to wish anything. H e never did any violence, though, to

any of us ex cept with his tongue. B ut he was a night૲

mare in the house.

ૺ I always had his ዾ ts of gloom, one every so often,

lasted two or three days. B ut mother brought us up not

to drink and I never did till I was ዾ ve and twenty.

ૺ B ut once, along about that time, when I had one of

the black spells on me and did not want to see or speak

to anybody, something threw a drink in my way and I

took it. I remember it now, how good it tasted and how

it busted up the gloom spell inside of ዾ ve minutes. H ello,

I thought, have I found the cure for those black times?

ૺ I did not take any more then, though I thought a good

deal about the taste of it all the nex t day. B ut when the

nex t spell came I tell you I was ready with the medicine.

A nd I did not stop with one dose. N ex t day, same time,

eleven in the morning, I took another. Inside of a week

I was brought home drunk. Poor old mother!

ૺ That straightened me for a while. N ot long, though.

That black thing got me as usual, and the ዾ rst thing it said

was: Y ou take a drink. A nd I took it. and did not draw

another sober breath for three days.

ૺI don૷ t want to make a long story. Y ou see I had

now both parts of the heredity, the gloom and the drink.

They were really one and the same, but the brute had to

wait for his drink till I૷ d once tasted it. It never got in

on my father j ust as it' did on me. I had spells of free-

dom lasting two or three months or more. Then a black,

blind bust that lasted days, and of which, on recovery, I

mostly remembered nothing. S omething I did during one

of these busts got me behind the bars for two years. Then

I was back to where I was before I tasted drink, had the

black spells but couldn૷ t give them their medicine. I tell

you it was a lively time the ዾ rst year.ૻ

ૺB ut you don૷ t have ૷ em now? "

ૺ That૷ s j ust what I૷ m coming at, and it leads to what

we began with. I said to myself one day, when the blacks

was on me, and of course the drink crave too: ૶O ld chap,૷

I said, ૶ are you coming out of this place j ust the same

as you went in?  F or if you are, it' ll be about two twinkles

before you૷ re in again.૷

ૺ I saw that the blacks was the cause of the drink. If

I could win out with the one, I૷ d have no trouble with the

other.

ૺ A nd then it occurred to me that the blacks and the

drink-crave weren૷ t me at all, something that had come

over to me from my father, a bit of the bad side of his

life. I don૷ t know what you think of heredity. I think

that when a fellow, a soul if you like, comes here on earth,

it૷ s got to pick up a lot of living evil elements and do the

best it can against them. S ome of them come from hered-

ity, some out of the air ૲  impulses I૷ d call them. left be-

hind by evil thinking and doing. A nd the proof of that

is, for me, that there are times when you can catch most

any man, even the worst, when he૷ s what I૷ d call himself,

all kindly and straight. N ex t morning, or maybe in an

hour, he૷ s all shut in again, another fellow you might say.

B ut he don૷ t know what૷ s happened, never been taught

about it, thinks these changes is natural, or don૷ t think

about it at all. W ith me, as I told you, I૷ d be myself for

weeks before the devil૷ d buck in ૲ myself, ex cept of

course for small ups and downs.

ૺ W ell, I got to thinking over all this and wondering

what I could do. I thought, if I can hold myself right

through one of those black spells, not give an inch to it,

I guess I can win out for good.

ૺ A nd when it did come, I said: ૶ O ld black૲ wings, I૷ m

on to you. Y ou' re not me. I don૷ t feel black. I૷ m all

right. B ut I can see you trying to get in on me, trying

to make me feel that you are myself. B ut you don૷ t win

this trick.૷  A nd I went around letting on I was as j ovial

as a fed dog, saying Good Morning, old chap!  right and

left, and doing good turns for the other chaps as fast as

I could see any to do. It was a stiff ዾ ght for two or three

days, but at last it left me and' I felt better, more myself,

than I ever had before.

ૺ I' m not saying that was the ዾ nish. B ut nex t time was

easier, and nex t time easier again. A nd so, by when I got

out, I૷ d j ust about got through and knew I was safe. A nd

the funny thing was that for as much as a year before I

got out Dad had q uit drinking too, and he was another

chap. Mother said it went some way to pay her for

what she went through on my score.

ૺ N ow that૷ s my theory, and when I hear a fellow say.

૶ I feel as black as thunder,૷  it makes me want to tell him

my story. F or that૷ s j ust what the black thing wants him
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life of its own, as if it existed as a separate being."
“ Well, it comes and goes just as if it had. It alters

your nature and makes you do and say things that you
don't other times and that you’re sorry for after. And
when it is on you, you'd be glad if it wasn’t.”

“ But where do you think it is in between times?"
“Oh, it's got a kennel somewhere inside you that it

retreats to.”
“ Now look here, say straight out what you mean.”
“ VVell, if you will have it, I do think these moods are

living things, living in odd corners of a man's make-up
and always ready for a chance to jump. I had a bad one
of my own, once; got it by heredity they said. Anyhow,
I had a chance for study at close quarters. You have
often wondered at my showing so much sympathy for
criminals, even murderers. It is because I know that if
they could have had the light on their own natures that
I got, they would never have been where they are. Give
them an understanding of themselves. and then, as Kath-
erine Tingley is always urging, let them have another
chance."

" Let's have the yam.”
“My father was a pretty heavy drinker; gave it up

though towards his later years and became as nice and
peaceful a chap as you could wish to meet. But all the
years of his drinking. except for short spells when his real
nature had a chance. he was a devil. We young ones
wished he was dead from the time we were old enough
to wish anything. He never did any violence, though, to
any of us except with his tongue. But he was a night-
mare in the house.
“I always had his fits of gloom, one every so often.

lasted two or three days. But mother brought us up not
to drink and I never did till I was five and twenty.

“ But once. along about that time, when I had one of
the black spells on me and did not want to see or speak
to anybody. something threw a drink in my way and I
took it. I remember it now. how good it tasted and how
it busted up the gloom spell inside of five minutes. Hello.
I thought, have I found the cure for those black times?

“ I did not take any more then. though I thought a good
deal about the taste of it all the next day. But when the
next spell came I tell you I was ready with the medicine.
And I did not stop with one dose. Next day. same time,
eleven in the morning. I took another. Inside of a week
I was brought home drunk. Poor old mother!

“ That straightened me for a while. Not long. though.
That blackthinggot me as usual, and the first thing it said
was: You take a drink. And I took it. and did not draw
another sober breath for three days.
“I don't want to make a long story. You see I had

now both parts of the heredity. the gloom and the drink.
They were really one and the same, but the brute had to
wait for his drink till I’d once tasted it. It never got in
on my father just as it'did on me. I had spells of free-
dom lasting two or three months or more. Then a black,
blind bust that lasted days, and of which, on recovery, I
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mostly remembered nothing. SomethingI did during one
of these busts got me behind the bars for two years. Then
I was back to where I was before I tasted drink, had the
black spells but couldn’t give them their medicine. I tell
you it was a lively time the first year.”

“ But you don’t have ‘em now?"
“ That’s just what I'm coming at, and it leads to what

we began with. I said to myself one day, when the blacks
was on me, and of course the drink crave too: ‘Old chap,’
I said, ‘ are you coming out of this place just the same

as you went in? For if you are, it'll be about two twinkles
before you’re in again.’

“ I saw that the blacks was the cause of the drink. If
I could win out with the one, I’d have no trouble with the
other.

“ And then it occurred to me that the blacks and the
drink-crave weren’t me at all, something that had come

over to me from my father, a bit of the bad side of his
life. I don’t know what you thinkof heredity. I think
that when a fellow, a soul if you like, comes here on earth.
it’s got to pick up a lot of living evil elements and do the
best it can against them. Some of them come from hered-
ity, some out of the air — impulses I'd call them. left be-
hind by evil thinkingand doing. And the proof of that
is. for me, that there are times when you can catch most

any man, even the worst, when he's what I'd call hirnsplf,
all kindly and straight. Next morning. or maybe in an

hour, he's all shut in again. another fellow you might say.
But he don't know what's happened. never been taught
about it, thinks these changes is natural, or don't think
about it at all. \Vith me, as I told you, I’d be myself for
weeks before the (levil’d buck in—myself, except of
course for small ups and downs.

“ VVell, I got to thinking over all this and wondering
what I could do. I thought, if I can hold fll_\'SC[f right
through one of those black spells, not give an inch to it,
I guess I can win out for good.

“ And when it did come, I said: ‘ Old black~wings. I'm
on to you. You're not me. I don't feel black. I’m all
right. But I can see you trying to get in on me, trying
to make me feel that you are myself. But you don't win
this trick.’ And I went around letting on I was as jovial
as a fed dog, saying Good Morning, old chap! right and
left, and doing good turns for the other chaps as fast as

I could see any to do. It was a stiff fight for two or three
days, but at last it left me and'I felt better, more myself.
than I ever had before.

“ I'm not saying that was the finish. But next time was

easier, and next time easier again. And so, by when I got
out. I’d just about got through and knew I was safe. And
the funny thing was that for as much as a year before l
got out Dad had quit drinking too, and he was another
chap. Mother said it went some way to pay her for
what she went through on my score.

“ Now that's my theory, and when I hear a fellow 5.1)‘.
‘ I feel as black as thunder,’ it makes me want to tell him
my story. For that's just what the black thing wants him
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to say. W hat he ought to say is, ૶There૶s a black thing

trying to get into my mind and run me. B ut I don૷ t

propose to have it.૷  That૷ s the thing to say, and the thing

to feel, and it' s the ዾ rst step for a man to take if he wants

to ዾ nd out what he is.

ૺ A nd I wish the children could be taught from the ዾ rst

that they are souls. They૷ d have no trouble growing up

like that, no trouble showing the door to any of these

living things that crowd into the mind from what I call

the air and from the heredity of a parent that was never

taught to run himself.ૻ  R E PO R TE R

6'

The Great Compact

ૺ CA N N O T get the better of that."

I Most of us have some failing that we think we

cannot get over. W e have not will enough. W e

stand hopelessly and helplessly facing it, knowing perhaps

that it is ruining our life.

There are two selves in each of us, an upper and a

lower. It is the lower which has the faults;  it is the

lower that is now lamenting that it cannot conq uer a fault

or a bad habit.

To say in this way that there are two selves sounds like

a dogma, j ust an unproved assertion.

It is nnproved. N o man can prove it to another.

Though he may absolutely know it for himself, all he can

do for another is to show him the way to get to know it

likewise.

To overcome a grave failing, the two selves, the divine

and the human (or animal-human) must unite forces.

The power of the upper must come into play. Then all

will go well.

B ut there must be a compact, a sort of unspoken agree-

ment. The upper can only play its conq uering role if the

lower૲ we ourselves as we know ourselves૲ plays its.

ૺ B ut that૷ s j ust the point,"  we say;  ૺI cannot play

mine;  I cannot win at all. I have fought this thing for

years and make no headway.ૻ

L et us look aside from this fault for a moment. There

are some other little matters of failure, so small that we

do not see what they have to do with the great affair.

W e are slack in small duties, attend to them too late, or

leave them altogether undone;  stay talking with some

one when one of them is due;  leave things in disorder

that ought to be put in order;  lounge in bed when it

is time to get up;  go to bed with the mind full of the

day or busy with some little annoyance, instead of cleaned,

paciዾ ed, and raised by a few moments of better thought;

let our persons be dirty from mere laziness૲ in other

words, are unstrung or half-strung in ዾ fty little ways.

They may not seem to amount to much, and the doing

of them or leaving them undone may not seem to have any

connex ion with the great fault that troubles us so much.

H ere is the mistake. The doing of these small and easy

duties well is our part of the com/met. It is leaving them

undone or half-done that paralyses the higher man, who,

otherwise, would show himself all-conq uering. If we are

in situations where there are rules to be obeyed, let us

obey them like men of honor. If there are little duties

that can be scamped, let us attend to them with perfect

faithfulness.

A nd the result?  The result is that as in all these ways,

day by day, we keep the will going, it grows by additions

from the will above, the will of the higher than. O ur

character slowly changes and ripens. N ew and higher

interests take the place of old ones. A nd at last we ዾ nd

ourselves able to stand with a foot on the neck of that

failing which had threatened to wreck us. ૺ Do thy part,ૻ

says the diviner man within, ૺ and I will do mine.ૻ  The

compact, followed out on our side, enables him to make

us invincible.

The weakest of us may therefore take hope. N o one is

so weak that there are no ዿ aws in himself and in his ways

that he cannot better. L et him attend to them in q uiet

faith that his diviner ' and stronger self will be doing its

part. The greatest victories are thus won by winning the

little ones. B eginning with the full performance of duty

we at once begin to nourish the will, and all else follows.

S TUDE N T

J!

A L L  TH IN GS  the minutest that man does, minutely

inዿ uence all men, and the very look of his face blesses

or curses whom-so it lights on, and so generates ever new

blessing or new cursing. It is a mathematical fact that

the casting of this pebble from my hand alters the center

of gravity of the universe૲ Carlyle

L et us learn to bear pain without being hurt and

pleasures without being rej oiced. F or a man is great

(and therefore, if he will, of service to the world) in

proportion as he is disregardful of both૲ Chinese

A rchitect, consulting plan of house: ૺI would like to

get your wishes, sir, as to the position of the drawing-

room.ૻ

Magnate: ૺL ook here, young man, I૷ ve let you put

in a smoking-room when I don૷ t smoke, a music-room

when I can૷ t even play a mouth-organ, a nursery when

I ain૷ t got no nurse, a pantry when I can j ust as well

pant on the landing, and now you want me to have a

drawing-room!  That lets you out, young feller. I can૷ t

draw and I won' t draw, and that' s the end of this non-

sense.ૻ

The husband of a beloved deceased wife came to see

her bust.

ૺL ook at it well,"  said the sculptor, ૺand as it is only

in clay I can alter it if necessary.ૻ

The widower looked at it carefully with the most ten-

der interest. ૺ It is her very self,ૻ  he said. ૺ H er large

nose ૲  the sign of goodness!  ૻ  Then, bursting into tears,

he added: ૺ S he was so good!  Make the nose a little

larger!  ૻ
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to say. What he ought to say is, ‘ There’s a black thing
trying to get into my mind and run me. But I don’t
propose to have it.’ That’s the thing to say, and the thing
to feel, and it's the first step for a man to take if he wants
to find out what he is.

" And I wish the children could be taught from the first
that they are souls. They'd have no trouble growing up
like that, no trouble showing the door to any of these
living things that crowd into the mind from what I call
the air and from the heredity of a parent that was never

taught to run himself.” REPORTER
J

The Great Compact
“ CANNOT get the better of that.”

Most of us have some failing that we think we
cannot get over. Vt/e have not will enough. W'e

stand hopelessly and helplessly facing it, knowing perhaps
that it is ruining our life.

There are two selves in each of us, an upper and a
lower. It is the lower which has the faults; it is the
lower that is now lamenting that it cannot conquer a fault
or a bad habit.

To say in this way that there are two selves sounds like
a dogma, just an unproved assertion.

It is unproved. No man can prove it to another.
Though he may absolutely know it for himself, all he can
do for another is to show him the way to get to know it
likewise.

To overcome a grave failing, the two selves. the divine
and the human (or animal—human) must unite forces.
The power of the upper must come into play. Then all
will go well.

But there must be a compact, a sort of unspoken agree-
ment. The upper can only play its conquering role if the
lower—we ourselves as we know ourselves—plays its.

“But that's just the point,” we say; “I cannot play
mine; I cannot win at all. I have fought this thing for
years and make no headway.”

Let us look aside from this fault for a moment. There
are some other little matters of failure, so small that we
do not see what they have to do with the great affair.
We are slack in small duties, attend to them too late, or
leave them altogether undone; stay talking with some
one when one of them is due; leave things in disorder
that ought to be put in order; lounge in bed when it
is time to get up; go to bed with the mind full of the
day or busy with some little annoyance, instead of cleaned,
pacified, and raised by a few moments of better thought;
let our persons be dirty from mere laziness—in other
words, are unstrung or half-strung in fifty little ways.

They may not seem to amount to much, and the doing
of them or leaving them undone may not seem to have any
connexion with the great fault that troubles us so much.

Here is the mistake. The doing of these small and easy
duties well is our part of the compact. It is leaving them
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undone or half-done that paralyses the higher man, who,
otherwise, would show himself all-conquering. If we are
in situations where there are rules to be obeyed, let us

obey them like men of honor. If there are little duties
that can be scamped. let us attend to them with perfect
faithfulness.

And the result? The result is that as in all these ways,
day by day, we keep the will going, it grows by additions
from the will above, the will of the higher man. Our
character slowly changes and ripens. New and higher
interests take the place of old ones. And at last we find
ourselves able to stand with a foot on the neck of that
failingwhich had threatenedto wreck us. “ Do thy part,”
says the diviner man within, “ and I will do mine.” The
compact, followed out on our side, enables him to make
us invincible.

The weakest of us may therefore take hope. No one is
so weak that there are no flaws in himself and in his ways
that he cannot better. Let him attend to them in quiet
faith that his diviner ‘and stronger self will be doing its
part. The greatest victories are thus won by winning the
little ones. Beginning with the full performance of duty
we at once begin to nourish the will, and all else follows.

STUDENT
.33

Au. 'ru1N<;s the minutest that man does, minutely
influence all men, and the very look of his face blesses
or curses whom-so it lights on, and so generates ever new
blessing or new cursing. It is a mathematical fact that
the casting of this pebble from my hand alters the center
of gravity of the universe.—CarlyIe

Let us learn to bear pain without being hurt and
pleasures without being rejoiced. For a man is great
(and therefore, if he will, of service to the world) in
proportion as he is disregardful of both.— Ch1'ne.re

Architect, consulting plan of house: "I would like to
get your wishes, sir, as to the position of the drawing-
room."

Magnate: “ Look here, young man, I've let you put
in a smoking-room when I don’t smoke, a music-room
when I can’t even play a mouth-organ, a nursery when
I ain't got no nurse, a pantry when I can just as well
pant on the landing, and now you want me to have a

drawing-room! That lets you out, young feller. I can’t
draw and I won't draw, and that's the end of this non-

sense."
The husband of a beloved deceased wife came to see

her bust.
“Look at it well." said the sculptor, “and as it is only

in clay I can alter it if necessary."
The widower looked at it carefully with the most ten-

der interest. “It is her very self,” he said. “ Her large
nose-— the sign of goodness! ” Then, bursting into tears.
he added: “ She was so good! Make the nose a little
larger! "
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The Drama W e Play

Y  little girl was reading a story by a famous novel-

M ist. It was appearing in monthly parts, and in the

last of them, the one she was reading, a little girl

was represented as having been run over, and in likelihood

of death in the hospital to which she had been taken.

This volcano, on an island oዾ ૶ the coast of Japan, after being q uiet for

130 years, burst into activity with little warning, threw up a column of

dust and lava 20,000 feet high, engulfed the island in lava, and ዾ lled

View from K aj iki.

up the channel between it and the mainland.

L omaland Photo. 6૶ E ngraving Dept.

TH E  S A ME .

My child was in despair. A bout an hour after she had

gone upstairs to bed that night I thought I heard a sound

in her little room, and crept up to see what was the matter.

The door was half-open and I saw that she was kneeling

beside a chair laboriously writing something and using

the chair as a desk.

L O O K IN G F R O M K A GO S H IMA , S A ME  DA Y  A T N O O N

S o I came forward and asked her what she was writing.

ૺ O h papa, it' s to Mr. H olmwood,ૻ  she said;  ૺI do so

want him to make that little girl better and let her get out

of the hospital very soon, q uite well.ૻ

ૺ B ut it' s only a story, my dear,ૻ  I answered;  ૺ it isn૷ t

real.ૻ  ૺO h I know, I know,૷  she said;  ૺbut it' s real

to me and I must have her get better.ૻ

I let the letter be written and sent;

and whether as the effect of it or not,

in the nex t number the little girl did

get better. B ut I got some food for

thinking out of the incident.

W ith part of her mind my child

knew that the story was unreal. \Vith

another part she was fully in the story,

absorbed, the characters real and alive.

W ith the ዾ rst part she was arranging

with the novelist to have the story go

well, knowing that he could do what

he liked with his own inventions;  ar-

ranging, in fact, for the satisfaction of

that other part which took the charac-

ters as real.

Y ou see the same duality at the

theater. W ith part of their minds the

people know that a man invented the

play and that what they are looking at

is an affair of boards, hangings, and

acting. W ith the other part they take

the scenery as real, and laugh or agon-

ize with the characters. Y ou see all

grades of detachment, from the people

who have totally forgotten the un-

reality to those who see nothing but

the acting and came to criticise. The

ዾ rst sort can hardly be prevented from

climbing on to the stage and taking a

hand in the drama, rescuing the hero-

ine or slaying the villain.

I wondered whether life itself were

not a drama, a dream, in which we are

so thoroughly absorbed that we do not

notice that other, wiser, part of the

mind which tells us that we are but

ex cited dreamers.

B ut then what is the life-play for?

S urely it is not useless?

S urely not. If, while fully under

the illusion, we play our parts well.

we develop many strong and noble

characteristics, powers of will and en-

durance and sympathy and thought and insight, which

will every one have their full use and functions when we

have awaked. The violinist practises scales, and if he

fell under the illusion that he was playing real melodies

it would be no matter. The practice and ex pression he

gave to them would be all to his credit when he got out

Ge
ne

ra
te

d 
fo

r J
oh

n 
Pa

tr
ic

k 
De

ve
ne

y 
(U

ni
ve

rs
ity

 o
f C

hi
ca

go
) o

n 
20

15
-0

1-
07

 2
0:

45
 G

M
T 

 / 
 h

ttp
://

hd
l.h

an
dl

e.
ne

t/2
02

7/
uc

1.
c2

63
57

34
Pu

bl
ic

 D
om

ai
n,

 G
oo

gl
e-

di
gi

tiz
ed

  /
  h

ttp
://

w
w

w
.h

at
hi

tr
us

t.o
rg

/a
cc

es
s_

us
e#

pd
-g

oo
gl

e
4 THE NEW WAY
 

The Drama We Play
Y little girl was reading a story by a famous novel-M ist. It was appearing in monthlyparts. and in the

last of them. the one she was reading, a little girl
was represented as having been run over, and in likelihood
of death in the hospital to which she had been taken. 

This \-oleano, on an island of? the cnzist of Japan. after being quiet for
130 years. burst into activity with little warning, threw up a column of
dust and lava 2t'l,(lt.‘0 feet high. engulfed the island in lava, and filled

View from Kajiki.up the channel between it and the mainland. 
Lomaland Finale. 5' Engraving Dcpl.

THE S.~\.\IE.

My child was in despair. About an hour after she had
gone upstairs to bed that night I thought I heard a sound
in her little T01 mi. and crept up to see what was the matter.
The door was half-open and 1 saw that she was kneeling
beside a chair laboriously writing something and using
the chair as a desk.

i_..._;;.—:_-... 1.: .- G0; .819

L(J()l\'lNC: FRO.“ l\';\I‘.U5Hl.\I.‘\. SAME DAY .-\'I' NOON

So I came forward and asked her what she was writing.
" Oh papa. it's to Mr. Holmwood." she said; “I do so
want him to make that little girl better and let her get out
of the hospital very soon, quite well."

" But it's only a story, my dear," I answered: “ it isn't
real." “Oh I know, I know.‘ she said: “but it's real

to me and I must have her get better."
I let the letter be written and sent;

and whether as the effect of it or not.
in the next number the little girl did
get better. But I got some food for
thinkingout of the incident.

With part of her mind my child
knew that the story was unreal. \\'ith
another part she was fully in the story.
absorbed, the characters real and alive.
With the first part she was arranging
with the novelist to have the story go
well, kno\ving that he could do what
he liked with his own inventions; ar~

ranging. in fact, for the satisfaction of
that other part which took the charac-
ters as real.

You see the same duality at the
theater. With part of their minds the
people know that a man invented the
play and that what they are looking at
is an afiair of boards, hangings. and
acting. With the other part they take
the scenery as real, and laugh or agon-
ize with the characters. You see all
grades of detachment, from the people
who have totally forgotten the un~
reality to those who see nothing but
the acting and came to criticise. The
first sort can hardly be prevented from
climbing on to the stage and taking a
hand in the drama, rescuing the hero-
ine or slaying the villain.

I wondered whether life itself were
not a drama, a dream, in which we are
so thoroughly absorbed that we do not
notice that other, wiser. part of the
mind which tells us that we are but
excited dreamers.

But then what is the life-Play for?
Surely it is not useless?

Surely not. If, while fully under
thc illusion, we play our parts well.
we develop many strong and noble
characteristics, powers of will and en-

durance and sympathy and thought and insight. which
will every one have their full use and functions when we
have awaked. The violinist practises scales. and if he
fell under the illusion that he was playing real melodies
it would he no matter. The practice and expression he
gave to them would be all to his credit when he got out

:l‘lfi_:l‘ ':l H:''‘



TH E

N E W  W A Y  5

of his illusion and came to the real work to whose per-

formance the scales are a necessary training.

S o I thought it might be a good thing to learn little

by little to look upon life as an illusion and try to ዾ nd

that part of ourselves that is not under the sway of it,

that lives real life, that watches us૲ the other parts of

itself૲ compassionater and encouragingly and tries to

make us live the illusion worthin so as to get from it

the noble q ualities it can give. A nd by gleams that now

come to me from time to time I know that the awakening

is a great j oy and that the higher, watching life, the soul,

has unbroken j oy as its very breath. I know too that

death is but part of the illusion, is indeed itself an awak-

ening. B ut there is no need to wait for that. A s each

day closes, look back over the incidents of it, at how you

met them, what you felt and said and did. A nd then

imagine how you would have met them, how you would

L omaland Photo. 6'  E ngraving Dept.

TH E  S A ME  TH R E E  DA Y S  A F TE R

have spoken and acted, if you had been at your very best

and noblest. This, I have found, is the way to begin

awakening. A nd it gradually develops the strength to

live each day according to the pattern you sketch at the

close of each. The idea goes on working through the

night, and when you take up the nex t day you ዾ nd the

plan ready for you. S TUDE N T

H is R ose

(Translated from the diary of a R ussian Prisoner.)

of roses that day. Maybe it was the breath of S pring

in the air, maybe the scent blown into the yard from

the garden in front where so few of us had the chance of

going. S o I went back to my cell thinking of roses.

R oses would be the last thing you would associate with

a cell.

B ut a picture of a rose-sprig came into my mind, a

little stem with some leaves and one sweet full red ዿ ower

on the top nodding to me. It was almost as real as

the real.

A nd then I began to think: \Vhy shouldn' t I keep on

imagining that, perhaps in a little glass on my table, till

it was as real as the table, as real as if it was actually

there, scent and all?

I did it and in a few days I could almost see and smell

it. E very time I came in, there it was, sending to me

a kind of welcome. It was mine, my child, born of my

fancy, and I loved it.

Then I thought: Perhaps that' s the way the whole

world is, thoughts thought in a mind, a great mind.

A  rose made out of my mind. B ut my mind is living;

it૷ s me, a live thinker. Then why aren' t the things my

mind makes and that live in it, in a way really alive

too?  Mayn' t that be the way the Great Mind thinks all

of us into livingness, starts us out upon life૲ and loves

us same as I loved my rose?  Maybe love૷ s at the back

of things and the unlove has been put into them by

us men.

This is a diary that nobody૷ s going to see while I૷ m

alive, at any rate. A nd I૷ ll put down the truth even if

the nobody that sees it reckons me a liar. The j ailor

came into my cell one day, a little after I૷ d begun making

the rose. H e began talking about roses!  ૺS eems to

me,ૻ  he said, ૺas if you ought to have one in a glass to

stand on that table. F ond of roses?  ૻ

I could not believe my own ears. B ut I said I was

mighty fond of roses. ૺ I' ll get you one,ૻ  he said. A nd

he went out, was away some little time. ૺI thought

I૷ d pick you out a nice one,"  he said when he got back.

It was the very image of the one I૷ d made for myself,

same leaves, same flower nodding at me from the top

of the stem!

S O ME TH IN G, I don૷ t know what, had made me think

N ow I say, wasn' t the rose in my mind a living thing?

The j ailer didn૷ t ex actly see it;  at least he saw it without

seeing it, saw it clear enough to hunt up one j ust like it.

I wonder if we can get to know and somehow com-

municate with that Great Mind that thought out every-

thing, us and whatever else there is?  If it thought us

out it must love us same as I love the rose.

The j ailor' s a hard man;  cold as steel. B ut why did

he do me that good turn?  I was in the way of loving

my rose, the living thing I created. Did he get a bit of

my feeling as well as my thought?  I suppose I was
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THE NEW WAY 5

of his illusion and came to the real work to whose per-
formance the scales are a necessary training.

So I thought it might be a good thing to learn little
by little to look upon life as an illusion and try to find
that part of ourselves that is not under the sway of it.
that lives rm! life, that watches us—the other parts of
itself —compassionately and encouragingly and tries to
make us live the illusion worthily so as to get from it
tlte noble qualities it can give. And by gleams that now

come to me from time to time I know that the awakening
is a great joy and that the higher. watching life, the soul,
has unbroken joy as its very breath. I know too that
~leath is but part of the illusion, is indeed itself an awak-
ening. But there is no need to wait for that. As each
«lay closes, look back over the incidents of it, at how you
met them, what you felt and said and did. And then
imagine how you would have met them, how you would

Lomaland Phat». 5 Engraving Dtpl.

THE S.\.\ll£ TIIREI-2 D.-\\'S AFTER

have spoken and acted, if you had been at your very best
and noblest. This, I have found, is the way to begin
awakening. And it gradually develops the strength to
live each day according to the pattern you sketch at the
(lust: of each. The idea goes on working through the
night. and when you take up the next day you lind the
plan ready for you. STUDENT

t...,:~:~.;.. ., G0; .8]e

His Rose
(Translated front the diary of a Russian) Prisoner.)

O.\ll£'I‘llING,I don't know what, had made me thinkS of roses that day. Maybe it was the breath of Spring
in the air, maybe the scent blown into the yard front

the garden in front where so few of us had the chance of
going. So I went back to my cell thinking of roses.
Roses woultl be the last thing you would associate with
a cell.

But a picture of a rose-sprig came into my mind, a

little stem with some leaves and one sweet full red flower
on the top nodding to me. It was almost as real as
the real.

And then I began to think: ‘Why shouldn't I keep on

imagining that, perhaps in a little glass on my table, till
it was as real as the table, as real as if it was actually
there, scent and all?

I did it and in a few days I could almost see and smell
it. livery time I came in, there it was, sending to me

a kind of welcome. It was mine, my child, born of my
fancy, and I loved it.

Then I thought: Perhaps that's the way the whole
world is. thoughts thought in a mind, a great tnind.

A rose made out of my mind. But my mind is living:
it's me. a live thinker. Then why aren't the things my
mind makes and that live in it, in a way really alive
too? I\layn't that be the way the Great Mind thinks all
of us into livingncss, starts us out upon life—and loves
us same as I loved my rose? Maybe love's at the back
of things and the tuilove has been put into them by
us men.

This is a diary that nobody's going to see while I'm
alive, at any rate. And l’ll put down the truth even if
the nobody that sees it reckons me a liar. The jailor
came into my cell one day, a little after I'd begun making
the rose. Ile began talking about roses! “Seems to
me," he said, “as if you ought to have one in a glass to
stand on that table. Fond of roses?"

I could not believe my own ears. But I said I was

mighty fond of roses. " I'll get you one," he said. And
he went out, was away some little time. “I thought
I'd pick you out a nice one," he said when he got back.
It was the very image of the one I'd made for myself,
same leaves. same flower nodding at me from the top
of the stem!

Now I say, wasn't the rose in my mind a living thing?
The jailer didn't exactly see it; at least he saw it without
seeing it, saw it clear enough to hunt up one just like it.

I wonder if we can get to know and somehow com-
municate with that Great .\lind that thought out every-
thing. us and whatever else there is? If it thought us
out it must love us same as I love the rose.

The jailor's a hard man: cold as steel. llut why did
he do me that Shod turn? I was in the way of loving
my rose, the living thing I created. Did he get a bit of
my feeling as well as my thought? I suppose I was

l__l E 3. '7, »' I7‘! — I" ,‘_'. 3 Q Z:_ '2] _L‘
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throwing it out all around and he came inside of the

throw. H ow well things would go if everybody were to

get throwing that sort of thing around!  W e૷ d get to

understand the Great Mind that throws it around all the

time and has us all in it and in its love. L ove' s the

natural principle of things, at that rate, and if we throw

out enough of it we would get it ourselves.

L ove and imagination. I musn' t forget imagination.

L ove energizing imagination, that' s the secret of creation.

I૷ ll never get out of this place. B ut I don૷ t seem to care

as much as I did. S eems as if I૷ d discovered something.

The Mind is all around, and when I die out of this cell

and this body I guess I can come to it and know all about

it and take up something it may want me to do. I૷ ll

make ready by cultivating love and imagination. There

must be some ways to get at that j ob. I guess they૷ ll

open up, though I don૷ t ex actly see where and how yet.

I can imagine the Great Mind all about me anyhow, and

love it.

0'

The Three Players

ૺ H A T૷ S  that book, Jim, that y0u૷ re trying to hide

behind your back? ૻ

ૺ \IVell, I guess I' ll have to own up now you૷ ve

seen it. It' s what they call a dream book. Tells what

your dreams mean.ૻ

ૺI know. Tells you that if you dream of a cabbage

on a F riday night you' ll have a lawsuit during the year,

and a lot of stuff like that. Jim, I૷ m ashamed of you!

A nd if you come right down to it, we' re all of us dream-

ing all the time, night and day.ૻ

ૺA ll the time dreaming? ૻ

ૺS ure, you and everybody else. O nly we૷ re so taken

up with things outside we don' t notice what૷ s behind.

S ame way, perhaps, we don૷ t notice the water-markings

on notepaper when it' s covered with strong black writing.

A ll the time you' re looking at outside things and listen-

ing to them and talking about them, there૷ s a whole pro-

cession of little bits of thought bobbing up for a moment

૲ ૲  sort of half-and-half૲ into your mind, scraps of

memory, pictures of some other place or person or thing.

S ometimes they૷ re too q uick to notice;  sometimes you do

j ust notice them and let your attention get switched off

for a moment from what you૷ re doing. S ometimes they

sidetrack you altogether for a while and then maybe you

come to yourself with a start and get back to your work.

ૺ B ut whether you notice them or not, the procession

of such things is always going on j ust in the back out-

skirts of the mind.

ૺ That૷ s dreaming. W hen you૷ re asleep, that is, when

your senses are not working, so that the outer world don૷ t

get in on you;  when the mind is q uiet, that is, not direct-

ing its attention upon anything in particular, letting things

slide and not using will: then this procession is all there

is, no competition, no disturbance. That' s why it be-

comes so plain, so apparently real. There૷ s no real

reality, no outside stuዾ , to interfere with it. It has the

stage to itself.

ૺ S o the dream-business is always going on, whether

you are awake or asleep. W hen you are asleep, nothing

else is going on. W hen you are awake your attention is

on the outer world and the dream-procession goes un-

noticed. The procession comes out of the great back-

chambers of memory, passes across the back of the stage

of mind, and returns to the chambers. If you rest your

attention on it, j ust a little, you are day-dreaming. If

you ዾ x  your attention and your will upon it, you can have

forward what memories you choose, and as many as you

choose, from the chambers of memory. A nd with your

imagination you can combine these memories into new

shapes and scenes. In dreaming, the procession goes of

itself, unguided by will or j udgment or imagination, all

haphazard.

ૺB ut there૷ s something else present in the mind be-

sides the outer waking-business and the dream૲ procession.

It૷ s so faint, so ዾ ne, that it isn૷ t ordinarily noticed at all.

B ut it૷ s present, and it' s a presence, and it' s a presence

that૷ s watching what goes on. S tart in to do something

wrong, and you૷ ll know it as conscience. S ee another

man suffering, and you૷ ll know it as pity. S ee a calamity,

and you૷ ll know it as desire to help. H ear noble music,

and it૷ ll come forward as the feeling answering to that

music.

ૺB ut ordinarily this third thing૲ why not call it

spirit?  must use some name૲ is even less noticed than

the dream-procession. If you could ዾ x  your mind fully

on it, give it the whole stage, I reckon there૷ s very little

about life and death and man that you wouldn૷ t know."

ૺ H ow' s a man going to ዾ x  his attention upon it?  H e

scarcely knows it ex ists.ૻ

ૺ W ell, he૷ ll make a good beginning if he૷ ll silence all

his thoughts down for a while before he goes to bed,

drive the day and his surroundings out of his mind, and

listen into himself, feel into himself, for this high pres-

ence ;  he૷ ll begin to ዾ nd it. A nd then especially, but also

all day, let him try to feel as it feels;  that' s the way

to come to know as it knows.ૻ

ૺ H ow' s a man going to know how it feels? ૻ

ૺN ot hard. W hen he stands up to his honor and to

his duty he can feel that it is with him backing him up.

W hen he makes himself warm and friendly and kindly

to all about him, he can feel it approving him. L et him,

with those clues, turn his attention full upon it, and in

due time he૷ ll come to full knowledge of it and of himself.

ૺI read an old book once in which these three depart-

ments were called the W aking Man, the Dream Man, and

the K ing. The K ing was a form of light, crowned.

standing in the center of the stage, ዾ lling it with his light.

B ut neither the W aking Man before the footlights, nor

the Dream-Man at the back, could or would see him૲

though now and then an ex tra strong shaft of his light

struck both of them full in the face.ૻ  H . C.
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6 THE

throwing it out all around and he came inside of the
throw. How well things would go if everybody were to
get throwing that sort of thing around! \\’e'd get to
understand the Great Mind that throws it around all the
time and has us all in it and in its love. Loves the
natural principle of things, at that rate, and if we throw
out enough of it we would get it ourselves.

Love and imagination. I musn't forget imagination.
Love energizing imagination, that's the secret of creation.
I'll never get out of this place. But I don't seem to care
as much as I did. Seems as if I’d discovered something.
The Mind is all around, and when I die out of this cell
and this body I guess I can come to it and know all about
it and take up something it may want me to do. I'll
make ready by cultivating love and imagination. There
must be some ways to get at that job. I guess they'll
open up, though I don’t exactly see where and how yet.
I can imagine the Great Mind all about me anyhow, and
love it.

J0

The Three Players
“ HAT'S that book, Jim, that you're trying to hide

behind your back?”
“ Well, I guess I'll have to own up now you've

seen it. It's what they call a dream book. Tells what
your dreams mean."

"I know. Tells you that if you dream of a cabbage
on a Friday night you'll have a lawsuit during the year,
and a lot of stufi like that. Jim, I'm ashamed of you!
And if you come right down to it, we're all of us dream-
ing all the time, night and day."

“All the time dreaming?”
“ Sure, you and everybody else. Only we're so taken

up with things outside we don't notice what's behind.
Same way, perhaps, we don't notice the water-markings
on notepaper when it's covered with strong black writing.
All the time you're looking at outside things and listen-
ing to them and talking about them, there's a whole pro-
cession of little bits of thought bobbing up for a moment
—sort of half-and-half—into your mind, scraps of
memory, pictures of some other place or person or thing.
Sometimes they're too quick to notice; sometimes you do
just notice them and let you: attention get switched off
for a moment from what you're doing. Sometimes they
sidetrack you altogether for a while and then maybe you
come to yourself with a start and get back to your work.

“ But whether you notice them or not, the procession
of such things is always going on just in the back out-
skirts of the mind.

“ That’s dreaming. VVhen you're asleep, that is, when
your senses are not working, so that the outer world don't
get in on you; when the mind is quiet, that is, not direct-
ing its attention upon anything in particular. letting things
slide and not using will: I/It’)! this procession is all there
is, no competition, no disturbance. That's why it be-

. G0 glut

NEW WAY

There's no real
It has the

comes so plain, so apparently real.
reality, no outside stuff, to interfere with it.
stage to itself.

“ So the dream»business is always going on, whether
you are awake or asleep. When you are asleep, nothing
else is going on. VVhen you are awake your attention is
on the outer world and the dream-procession goes un-

noticed. The procession comes out of the great back—
chambers of memory, passes across the back of the stage
of mind, and returns to the chambers. If you rest your
attention on it, just a little, you are day-dreaming. If
you fix your attention and your will upon it, you can have
forward what memories you choose, and as many as you
choose, from the chambers of memory. And with your
imagination you can combine these memories into new

shapes and scenes. In dreaming, the procession goes of
itself, unguided by will or judgment or imagination, all
haphazard.

" But there's something else present in the mind he-
sides the outer waking-business and the dream-procession.
It's so faint, so fine, that it isn't ordinarilynoticed at all.
But it's present, and it's a presence, and it's a presence
that's watching what goes on. Start in to do something
wrong, and you'll know it as conscience. See another
man suflfering,and you'll know it as pity. See a calamity.
and you'll know it as desire to help. Hear noble music.
and it'll come forward as the feeling answering to that
music.

“But ordinarily this third thing-—wl1y not call it
spirit? must use some name—is even less noticed than
the dream-procession. If you could fix your mind fully
on it, give it the whole stage, I reckon there’s very little
about life and death and man that you wouldn't know."

“ How's a. man going to fix his attention upon it? He
scarcely knows it exists.”

“ Well, he'll make a good beginning if he’ll silence all
his thoughts down for a while before he goes to bed,
drive the day and his surroundings out of his mind. and
listen into himself, feel into himself, for this high pres-
ence; he’ll begin to find it. And then especially, but also
all day, let him try to feel as it feels; that's the way
to come to know as it knows."

“ How's a man going to know how it feels?"
“ Not hard. When he stands up to his honor and to

his duty he can feel that it is with him backing him up.
When he makes himself warm and friendly and kindly
to all about him, he can feel it approving him. Let him.
with those clues, tum his attention full upon it, and in
due time he’ll come to full knowledge of it and of himself.
“I read an old book once in which these three depart-

ments were called the Waking Man, the Dream Man, and
the King. The King was a fomi of light. crowne.-l.
standing in the center of the stage, filling it with his light.
But neither the Waking Man before the footlights. nor
the Dream-Man at the back, could or would see him —

though now and then an extra strong shaft of his light
struck both of them full in the face." H. C.



TH E  N E W

W A Y  ૷  7

W aking

H A VE  done at length with dreaming;

H enceforth, O  thou soul of mine,

Thou must take up sword and buckler,

W aging warfare most divine.

L ife is struggle, combat, victory!

W herefore have I slumbered on

W ' ith my forces all unmarsha-led,

\Vith my weapons all undra-wn?

O h, how many a glorious record

H ad the angels of me kept

H ad I done instead of doubted,

H ad I warred instead of wept!

B ut begone, regret, bewailing!

Y e but weaken, like the rest;

I have tried the trusty weapons

R usting crst within my breast.

I have wakened to my duty,

To a knowledge large and deep

That I recked not of aforetime,

In my long, inglorious sleep.

In this subtle sense of being

N ewly stirred in every vein,

I can feel a throb electric૲

Pleasure half allied to pain.

૷ Tis so sweet, and yet so awful,

S o bewildering, yet brave,

To be king in every conዿ ict

W here before I crouched a slave!

' Tis so glorious to be conscious

O f a growing power within.

S tronger than the rallying forces

O f a charged and marshaled sin!

N ever in these old romances

F elt I half the thrill of life,

That I feel within me stirring,

S tanding in this place of strife.

O h, those olden days of dalliance

W hen I wantoned with my fate!

\N hen I triዿ ed with a knowledge

That had well-nigh come too late!

Y et, my soul, look not behind thee;

Thou hast work to do at last:

L et the brave deeds of the present

O verarch the crumbled past.

B uild thy great aims high and higher;

B uild them on the conq uered sod

W here thy weakness ዾ rst fell bleeding,

A nd thy ዾ rst prayer rose to God. ૲ Caroline Mason

I

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N ew W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subseribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money O rders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E W  \VA Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N E W  W A Y , Point L orna, California

F eeding the Mind

ૺ E A DIN G, reading: that fellow always must be

R  reading."

ૺ W ell, reading૷ s a very good thing;  it' s half-way

between ruin and religion.ૻ

ૺ R uin, reading, religion૲ that your idea of possi-

bilities?  ૻ

ૺI think it is. Y ou see, a man૷ s mind is a good deal

like an animal: it૷ s got to be fed somehow. It' ll get a

meal of sensations;  it૷ ll get a meal out of thoughts;  it૷ ll

get one out of religion;  must have a meal.

ૺ S ome men, ዾ rst thing in the morning, think -૲  what૷ ll

I do today?  They mean what sort of a sensation can I

getP૲ an outing, an ex tra-ዾ ne dinner, a lark of some

sort. Mind૷ s hungry;  can૷ t stand the idea of nothing

that day. E ver seen a dog look around for something

to do?  That૷ s the idea.

ૺ A nother sort of man reaches around naturally for a

book. There are several types of this sort. S ome want

history, some a science, some poetry, some essays, some

the newspaper. That૷ s their way of feeding the mind.

ૺO thers again are q uite peaceful with some little

duty. B ut they૷ re not feeding their minds on it. though

they do it to the best. They૷ ve got religion. A nd I don૷ t

mean any special sort of beliefs. They૷ ve got a steady,

q uiet undertalk with a great Power beyond. the S ource

of L ife. N ot words, I mean;  not even ex act thoughts

that could go into words. In the beginning it૷ s j ust a

sense of the being and presence of that Power, as with

them. sustaining them, ዾ lling them. A s they keep on

with this, the feeling gets clearer and fuller and more

certain. Understanding of it comes. They see what it૷ s

at in human life, see what human life is going to be and

might be, see that no life is broken at death, nor begins

at birth. that no life is taken away from human life by

death. In this way, as I take it. they get thoughts at ዾ rst

hand, straight from the Power that is the thought of (and

is inl all things and is their meaning. They get thought

fresh from the mint, thought that' s never been thought

ex actly that way before, thought from the place where

all the Great Teachers and greatest writers got theirs

from. They get truth. These men may use books to help

them, more or less. B ut they don૷ t have to depend on

them. They learn the power to go in their silence and

duty to the H eadq uarters of thoughts.

ૺ N ow you see;  if a man goes only after sensations,

what૷ s good to eat. drink, and enj oy, he૶s on the way

to ruin. It૷ s the ዾ rst sort of man. The third sort gets

religion. The reading sort૷ s between, and overlaps into

the two others, some inclining towards the ዾ rst, some to

the third. There૷ s all sorts of mix tures.

ૺ B ut the mind૷ s got to be fed;  remember that. My

advice to a fellow would be to cultivate the power of

reading (not too much of novels, and those the best) and

of study, and to try to make his reading move him up-

ward towards the third way of mind-feeding.ૻ  C.
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THE NEW WAY ’ 7
 

Waking
HAVE done at length with dreaming;

Heneeforth, O thou soul of mine,
Thou must take up sword and buckler,

Waging warfare most divine.

Life is struggle, combat, victory!
Wherefore have I slumbered on

\\v'ith my forces all unmarshalcd,
With my weapons all undrawn?

Oh, how many a glorious record
Had the angels of me kept

Had I done instead of doubted.
Had I warred instead of wept!

But begone, regret, bewailiug!
Ye but weaken, like the rest;

I have tried the trusty weapons
Rusting crst within my breast.

I have wakened to my duty,
To a knowledge large and deep

That I recked not of aforetime,
In my long, inglorious sleep.

In this subtle sense of being
Newly stirred in every vein,

I can feel a throb electric-
Pleasure half allied to pain.

’Tis so sweet, and yet so awful.
So bewildering, yet brave,

To be king in every confiict
Where before I crouched :1 slave!

'Tis so glorious to be conscious
Of a growing power within.

Stronger than the rallying forces
Of a charged and marshaled sin!

Never in these old romances
Felt I half the thrill of life,

That I feel within me stirring.
Standing in this place of strife.

Oh, those olden days of dalliance
When I wantoned with my fate!

When I trifled with a knowledge
That had well-nigh come too late!

Yet, my soul, look not behind thee;
Thou hast work to do at last:

Let the brave deeds of the present
Overarch the crumbled past.

Build thy great aims high and higher;
Build them on the conquered sod

Where thy weakness first fell bleeding.
And thy first prayer rose to God. —Carolt'nc Mason

I

In ADDITION to the purpose for which THE NEW WAY was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money Orders and checks should be made payable to Tm!
NEW \VAY, and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE NEW WAY, Point Loma, California
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Feeding the Mind
“ EADING, reading: that fellow always must beR reading."

" Well, reading's a very good thing; it's half-way
between ruin and religion.”

“Ruin, reading, religion—that your idea of possi-
bilities?”

“I think it is. You see, a man's mind is a good deal
like an animal: it's got to be fed somehow. It'll get a

meal of sensations; it'll get a meal out of thoughts; it'll
get one out of religion; must have a meal.

“ Some men, first thing in the morning, think— what'll
I do today? They mean what sort of a sensation can I
get?—an outing, an extra-fine dinner, a lark of some
sort. Mind's hungry; can't stand the idea of nothing
that day. Ever seen a dog look around for something
to do? That's the idea.

“ Another sort of man reaches around naturally for a
book. There are several types of this sort. Some want
history, some a science. some poetry. some essays, some
the newspaper. That’s their way of feeding the mind.

“Others again are quite peaceful with some little
duty. But they're not feeding their minds on it. though
they do it to the best. They've got religion. And I don't
mean any special sort of beliefs. They've got a steady,
quiet undertalk with a great Power beyond. the Source
of Life. Not words. I mean; not even exact thoughts
that could go into words. In the beginning it's just a
sense of the being and presence of that Power, as with
them. sustaining them, filling them. As they keep on
with this. the feeling gets clearer and fuller and more
certain. Understanding of it comes. They see what it's
at in human life. see what human life is going to be and
might be. see that no life is broken at death. nor begins
at birth. that no life is taken away from human life by
death. In this way. as I take it. they get thoughts at first
hand. straight from the Power that is the thought of (and
is in) all things and is their meaning. They get thought
fresh from the mint, thought that's never been thought
exactly that way before, thought from the place where
all the Great Teachers and greatest writers got theirs
from. They get truth. These men may use books to help
them, more or less. But they don't have to depend on
them. They learn the power to go in their silence and
duty to the Headquarters of thoughts.

“ Now you see; if a man goes only after sensations,
what's good to eat. drink, and enjoy. he's on the way
to ruin. It's the first sort of man. The third sort gets
religion. The reading sort's between, and overlaps into
the two others, some inclining towards the first, some to
the third. There's all sorts of mixtures.

“ But the mind's got to be fed; remember that. My
advice to a fellow would be to cultivate the power of
reading (not too much of novels. and those the best) and
of study. and to try to make his reading move him up-
ward towards the third way of mind—feeding." C.
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H ow easy it is to put from us and wipe away every

alien, every disturbing thought, and straightway ዾ nd

ourselves in the midst of a great calm!

TH E  mind is able to transfer and transmute each ob-

stacle to its activity into an aid to the same;  so that

every barrier to action becomes an ally, and every stum-

bling-block set in our path carries us further on our

j ourney.

W H E N  force O f circumstances has j arred and j angled

thee, make haste to return to thyself, and suffer not the

bells to ring out of tune longer than that force constrains.

F or the surest path to perfect harmony is to recur to it

again and again.

L E T not the future trouble thee: thou wilt encounter

it, if need be, with the same sword of reason in thy hand

that now serves thee against the present.

PR A CTIS E  stedfastly the acq uirement of that which

thou despairest of thine ability to acq uire.

-૲ Marcus A urelius

E VE R Y  idea that you have, every thought, aዾ ' ects your

brain and mind by its impression. That begins the cycle.

It may seem to leave your mind, apparently it goes out,

but it returns again under cyclic law in some form either

better or worse, and wakes up once more the old impres-

sion. E ven the very feelings that you have of sorrow

or gladness will return in time, more or less according

to your disposition, but inevitably in their cycle. This is

a law it would be good for everyone to remember, espe-

cially those who have variations of j oy and sorrow, ex -

altation and depression. If when depressed you would

recollect the law and act upon it by voluntarily creating

another cycle of ex altation, on its returning again with

the companion cycle of lower feeling it would in no long

time destroy the depressing cycle and raise you to higher

places of happiness and peace. It applies again in mat૲

ters of study where we use the intellectual organs only.

W hen a person begins the study of a difዾ cult subj ect

or one more grave than usual, there is a diዾ iculty in

keeping the mind upon it;  the mind wanders;  it is

disturbed by other and older ideas and impressions. B ut

by persistency a new cycle is established, which, being

kept rolling, at last obtains the mastery. ૲  W . Q . Judge

W ITH  men of a speculative turn there come seasons

when in wonder and fear you ask yourself that un-

answerable q uestion: W hat am I;  the thing that can

say ૺI.ૻ  The world, with its loud trafዾ cking, retires

into the distance;  the sight reaches forth into the void

Deep, and you are alone with the universe, and silently

commune with it, as one Presence with another.

W ho am I;  what is this Me?  A  Voice, a Motion, an

A ppearance; ૲ some embodied, visualized Idea in the

E ternal Mind?  . H im, the Unslnmbering. whose

work both Dream and Dreamer are, we see not;  ex cept

in rare half-waking moments, suspect not૲ Carlyle

H eard This ?

Johnny: ૺPlease, Mrs. S mith, can I have my arrow?

It૷ s gone over into your garden.ૻ

Mrs. S mith: ૺ Certainly, my boy. W here is it? "

Johnny, timidly: ૺI૲ I think it૷ s in your cat."

S unday S chool teacher: ૺW hat do we mean by the

q uick and the dead?  ૻ

S mall B oy: ૺ Them as gets out of the way of motor-

cars is q uick, and them as don૷ t is dead.ૻ

A  CE R TA IN  man, who lives in a suburban town in north

Jersey, is no beauty. H e is not only long and angular.

but has a face and complex ion that neither pale blue.

sky yellow nor any other color in dress effect will at-

tune to.

O ne day the aforesaid party called to see an acq uaint-

ance, and, while waiting for him to appear in the parlor,

was entertained by the little eight-year-old son.

ૺ W ell, what do you think of me?  ૻ  asked the caller,

after conversing several minutes.

Instead of replying, the boy turned aside and thought-

fully hung his head.

ૺ Y ou haven૶t answered me.ૻ  smilingly persisted the

caller. ૺA ren૷ t you going to tell me what you think of

me?  ૻ

ૺ N O , sir,ૻ  returned the youngster. ૺ Do you suppose

that I want to get a licking? ૻ

ૺI never robbed a man but O nce,"  said the honest

tramp, ૺ and then I was starving. H e would not give me

a penny, and I couldn૷ t stand the gnawing of my stomach

any longer. S o I knocked him down and went through

his pockets. W hat kind of a haul did I make?  Just

one little bottle, which read on the label: ૺ Pepsin૲

for that full feeling after eating.ૻ

A  S MA L L  boy was asked by a clergyman what ૺ sins

of omission "  meant. H e replied they were sins we

ought to have done and haven૷ t.

ૺB ridget, were you entertaining a man in the' kitclien

last evening? ૻ

ૺ W ell, mum, that૷ s for him to say.

wid the materials at hand, mum.ૻ

I done my best

Tourist (landing on small island in H ebrides, to O ld

resident): ૺ W ho lives here, my friend? ૻ

ૺ O h, j ust me and the wife and my brither-in-law."

ૺA nd what sort of a place is it? ૻ

ૺ O h, an awfu૷  place for scandal.ૻ

Pat was hard at work digging a post૲ hole when the

boss strolled by. ૺ W ell, Pat,"  said he. noting the pro-

gress of the work, ૺ do you think you will be able to

get all that dirt back into the hole again? ૻ

Pat looked doubtfully at the pile of dirt, and then at

the hole, scratched the back of his head, and after some

thought said: ૺN O  sor, sure I don૷ t think I૷ ve dug

th'  hole deep enough."
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How easy it is to put from us and wipe away every

alien, every disturbing thought, and straightway find
ourselves in the midst of a great calm!

THE mind is able to transfer and transmute each ob-
stacle to its activity into an aid to the same; so that
every barrier to action becomes an ally, and every stum-
bling-block set in our path carries us further on our

journey.
VVHEN force of circumstances has jarred and jangled

thee, make haste to return to thyself, and suffer not the
bells to ring out of tune longer than that force constrains.
For the surest path to perfect harmony is to recur to it
again and again.

LET not the future trouble thee: thou wilt encounter
it, if need be, with the same sword of reason in thy hand
that now serves thee against the present.

PRACTISE stedfastly the acquirement of that which
thou despairest of thine ability to acquire.

-—Marcu.r Aurelius
EVERY idea that you have, every thought, affects your

brain and mind by its impression. That begins the cycle.
It may seem to leave your mind, apparently it goes out,
but it returns again under cyclic law in some form either
better or worse, and wakes up once more the old impres-
sion. Even the very feelings that you have of sorrow
or gladncss will return in time. more or less according
to your disposition, but inevitably in their cycle. This is
a law it would be good for everyone to remember, espe-
cially those who have variations of joy and sorrow, ex-
altation and depression. If when depressed you would
recollect the law and act upon it by voluntarilycreating
another cycle of exaltation, on its returning again with
the companion cycle of lower feeling it would in no long
time destroy the depressing cycle and raise you to higher
places of happiness and peace. It applies again in mat-
ters of study where we use the intellectual organs only.
When a person begins the study of a difficult subject
or one more grave than usual, there is a difficulty in
keeping the mind upon it; the mind wanders; it is
disturbed by other and older ideas and impressions. But
by persistency a new cycle is established, which, being
kept rolling, at last obtains the mastery. — W. Q. Judge

WITH men of a speculative turn there come seasons
when in wonder and fear you ask yourself that un-
answerable question: What am I ,' the thing that can

say “I.” The world, with its loud trafiicking. retires
into the distance; the sight reaches forth into the void
Deep, and you are alone with the universe, and silently
commune with it. as one Presence with another.

VVho am I; what is this flit‘? A Voice, a Motion, an

Appearance;——some embodied, visualized Idea in the
Eternal Mind?

. Him, the Unslumbering. whose
work both Dream and Dreamer are, we see not; except
in rare half-waking moments, suspect not.—(‘arl_\-Ic
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Heard This?
Johnny: “ Please, Mrs. Smith, can I have my arrow?

It's gone over into your garden."
Mrs. Smith: “ Certainly, my boy. \’Vhere is it ?"
Johnny, timidly: “ I—I think it's in your cat."

Sunday School teacher: “ W’ hat do we mean by the
quick and the dead?”

Small Boy: “ Them as gets out of the way of motor-
cars is quick, and them as don't is dead."

A CERTAIN man, who lives in a suburban town in north
jersey, is no beauty. He is not only long and angular.
but has a face and complexion that neither pale blue.
sky yellow nor any other color in dress effect will at-
tune to.

One day the aforesaid party called to see an acquaint-
ance. and, while waiting for him to appear in the parlor.
was entertained by the little eight-year-old son.

“ VVell, what do you think of me?” asked the caller.
after conversing several minutes.

Instead of replying, the boy turned aside and thought-
fully hung his head.

" You haven't answered me.” smilingly persisted the
caller. “Aren't you going to tell me what you think of
me?”

“ No. sir.” returned the youngster. “ Do you suppose
that I want to get a licking?”
“I never robbed a man but once,” said the honest

tramp. “ and then I was starving. He would not give me

a penny, and I couldn’t stand the gnawing of my stomach
any longer. So I knocked him down and went through
his pockets. VVhat kind of a haul did I make? Just
one little bottle. which read on the label: “ Pepsin—
for that full feeling after eating."

A SMALL boy was asked by a clergyman what “ si11~
of omission” meant. He replied they were sins we

ought to have done and haven't.
“ Bridget. were you entertaining a man in the'kitchcn

last evening? ”

“ \-Vell, mum. that's for him to say.
wirl the materials at hand, mum."

I done my best

Tourist (landing on small island in Hebrides. to old
resident): “\rVho lives here, my friend?”

“Oh, just me and the wife and my brither-in-law."
“ And what sort of a place is it?"
“ Oh, an awfu’ place for scandal.”
Pat was hard at work digging a post-hole when the

boss strolled by. “ \\'ell, Pat," said he. noting the pro.
gress of the work, “do you think you will be able t--
get all that dirt back into the hole again?"

Pat looked doubtfully at the pile of dirt, and then at
the hole. scratched the back of his head. and after sonar

thought said: “No sor, sure I don't think I‘ve dug
th’ hole deep enough."
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ૺThe soul of man is immortal, and its future

Is the future of a thing whose growth and splendor has no limit."
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Capital Punishment

A N  A nrmnss B Y  K A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y

N  A pril 6, in the Isis T heater. S an Diego, K ather-

ine T ingley, L eader of the Universal B rotherhood

and Theosophical S ociety throughout the world,

delivered to a densely packed audience an address on

Capital Punishment, from which we print the following

ex tracts. '

ૺ \VH IL E  we are in this atmosphere of music, of bro૲

therly love, of compassion for all that lives. we are

obliged to admit, if we think at all. that human society is

morally bankrupt. The sooner thinking people of the

present generation admit this the sooner will they reach

a point of discernment whereby they can see things as

they are and apply the remedy.

ૺH ow can you read your newspapers daily, as you
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“ The soul of man in immortal. And its future
In the future of I thing whose growth and splendor ha: no limit."

THE LNEW WAY
FROM

THE INTERNATIONAL THEOSOPHICAL LEAGUE OF HUMANITY
(UNSECTARMN AND NON-POLITICAL)

Published Monthly by the League under the direction of KATHERINE 'hNGLEY
For Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons

Pom LOMA, CALIFORNIA
Burma 3? Hannmrr Count. M. D. Cowrlchn 1911. by KatherineTtnxlov

VOL. N0. 6III JUNE 1914

‘rm-2 " .\[.-\RCH an-‘ THF. .\'.\TltJ.\'5 "

Lomaland Photo. 5 Engrafing Dept.

.\T Tlll-I l-I.\"l'l-IRT.\l.\I.\lE.\'T U1’ Tlll-I Sl'.\.\‘|)l.\'.\\'l.\.\' Sl|L‘ll-ZTY III’ S.\.\‘ ltll".l'-U
IN Till‘: GREEK 'l'lll"..-\Tl'IR. l.\"l'I§R.\'.\T[().\'.\L Tll|'Il)SUl'IllL'.\l. lll‘f.\l)(~Il'.\R'l'l-IRS. l’()l.\‘T I.U.\l.\_ L‘.\Lll-'l)R.\'l.\

Capital Punishment
.-\.\' .-\nnm:.<.< m‘ K.\-run-tntxr. 'l‘1.\-r.x.I-:\'

N .-\pril 6, in the Isis 'l‘hcatcr. San Diego. Kather-
inc 'l'inglc_\‘. I.ca(ler of the L'ni\‘cr.~';tl l‘.rntherhnml
and 'l‘l1cnscnpltical Society tllrnuglmut thu wurhl.

:14.-livercd tn :1 (lcnscl_v packer! zmcliu;-ncc an athlrt-.~< m1

Capital l"uni.~’hmcnt. from which we print thc fnlluwing
t-xtracts.

l_.n.;.?.'I ';v'. I: .'

" \\'Im.I-: we are in this 2lll'l‘lU5]Il)L‘fL‘uf music. of hm-
thcrly love. of cmnp:ts>itm fur all that liw.-'. we are

nbligctl to mlmit. if we think at all. that human sucit-t_\' is
mur:tll_\' bankrupt. The sumwr thinking [)('(Ipl(' of the
prc~'cnt generation admit this the mutter will they rcaclt
:1 point nf (llSCt.'l’lll‘IIClIt \\'hcrcl)_\- tl1c_v can see thin1.:~ as

they are and apply the rcmt-ul_\'.
" How can you rczul _\'uur nc\\'_~*papcrs ll:lll_\‘. as _\-nu

um July‘ 1! H\'IIx-VJ ll’-3 t5.“:-."'**--' -:::» 2 n::
_

=::::-:=_*-.1 A



2 TH E

N E W  W A Y

do, and feel satisዾ ed that all is well?  H ow can the so-

called Christians of the present age go to their prayers

and to their homes satisዾ ed?  H ow can they do it?  I

ask this in love, with all due consideration for their be૲

liefs: but I say, how can they do it?  Is it not true,

if we think well, that we have missed the real meaning

of the teachings of Christ and of the sages of old?  If

we had them in their simplicity and clearness and force

of spiritual life, we should not have to admit that society

is morally bankrupt, and that the conditions of the world

point to a degeneracy in human nature that one scarcely

dares to think about.

ૺ S o when we take up the subj ect of Capital Punish-

ment, before we look at it with unfriendly eyes, we must

consider why it is that with all the so-called education,

culture and the prosperity of the Twentieth century, there

is this great gap between ourselves and the unfortunates.

Can you recall anything that Christ ever taught, or any

of the Great Teachers, that could sustain you, or the

people at large, in taking the position that because a man

sins he is to be condemned?  That because he has sinned

he is to be punished through the laws of man?  I ዾ nd

nothing in the teachings of Christ to support any such

position.

ૺ Y ou have a perfect right to feel that it would be a

most unwise and inj udicious thing for us to attempt at

this moment to open all the prison doors and to let

the unfortunates go free. Y ou certainly might say to

me: Y ou have a theory that capital punishment should

be abolished, but where is your remedy?  W hat are we

to do with these unfortunates?  W hat is to become of

them?  Must they be allowed to go at large?  Must

they be permitted to continue their vices and their crimes?

N o, the spirit of B rotherhood answers, no;  but it says:

Treat them as something more than mere mortals. . .

ૺ If you had studied your own lives you would long

ago have reached the causes of these things and then

you would have been able to apply the remedy. Y our

remedy would not be unbrotherly, it would be Christian-

like;  because, if you had knowledge of the Divine L aw,

the heart and mind would be illuminated by its light.

by that power of discernment that would bring about such

conditions that all humanity, knowing its responsibili-

ties, would know how to treat the unfortunates.

" A ll down these years that you have come, in your

soul૷ s ex perience, you would have been teaching and

working and serving, and today there would not be a

prison in the land, not a prison, not a man caged and

bound and hunted down, held in like a caged animal.

N o!  Mercy, compassion, knowledge, wisdom and dis-

crimination would be in your lives;  you would have real-

ized that those in prison and out of prison who have

sinned૲ indeed, who has not sinned? ૲ -are entitled to

that kind of treatment that is in harmony with the H igh-

er L aw, with the Divine L aw;  they would be treated

as invalids.

ૺ Y ou treat your bodies with such gentleness and

consideration, but you forget the eternal self. the > ()lll.

the Christos within you;  and so, forgetting it in your

own lives, you forget it in the lives of those who naturally

look to you for help and ex ample.

ૺ S o you see I am not so far away from the truth

when I tell you that human society is bankrupt;  that the

moral and the spiritual life is not a living power in our

midst today. and only a very few men and women can

be found who are really working unselዾ shly;  only a few.

ૺIf we are to discuss this subj ect of the abolishment

of Capital Punishment, we must be prepared to state what

remedy to apply in its stead: not asking for the freedom

of the prisoners, not presuming to interfere with the law

of j ustice in any sense, but declaring and demanding that

every man and woman under the sun shall have their

spiritual rights.

ૺ L ast F riday a man of twenty-three years of age.

with not a very bad record in the past, was hanged in

this state. O h, when I think of it, when I think of it!

A nd that any mortal, any human being can think of it

and can look on the picture for even a moment. and be

at ease!  That is what alarms me૲ to ዾ nd the human

family forgetful૲ worse, indifferent!  That is the hor-

ror of it;  and the hardest work that a real helper of

humanity has in carrying the spirit of reformation to the

world is with the public;  it is with the minds of men:

it is with the people who support the laws. It is they

who must be pleaded with and cared for, and also, in

varying degree, treated as invalids.

ૺ This is a daring speech of mine, but it is true. A ll

humanity is in a state of invalidism, and so again that

statement supports the idea that human society is bank-

rupt, morally and spiritually. A nd so with the different

aspects that are presented to me tonight, of humanity

going along in a half-interested way, some totally indif-

ferent, some pretendingv that they are happy, satisዾ ed

as long as their little sq uirrel cage is not interfered with.

satisዾ ed as long as their interests are not touched. The

picture is appalling૲ humanity in its unrest, ignorance.

despair and indifference, with its weaklings going down

to degradation. and then ending up in prison;  and we

humans, we of God' s great family, supposed to have in-

tellects keen enough to discern right and wrong. pemiit

them to be sentenced to death૲ to be ex ecuted.

ૺ Think of it!  That we dare to support laws that

will allow such brutal and inhuman work;  that we dare

to interfere with God૷ s laws;  those wonderful, divine

laws that guide us in spite of ourselves.

ૺB ut to think of presuming to take God૷ s laws and

to defy them and to let a soul go out in the darkness,

in the shadows. in the despair, feeling that all the world

is against it;  to take a life, the rope around the neck:

cut down the body to earth;  but. oh, ye men and women

of the Twentieth century, what about that soul?

ૺA re you not, and is not the whole human family re-
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do. and feel satisfied that all is well? How can the so-
called Christians of the present age go to their prayers
and to their homes satisfied? Ho\v can they do it? I
ask this in love, with all due consideration for their be-
liefs: but I say, how can they do it? Is it not true,
if we think well, that we have missed the real meaning
of the teachings of Christ and of the sages of old? If
we had them in their simplicity and clearness and force
of spiritual life, we should not have to admit that society
is morally bankrupt, and that the conditions of the world
point to a degeneracy in human nature that one scarcely
dares to think about.

“ So when we take up the subject of Capital Punish-
ment, before we look at it with unfriendlyeyes, we must
consider why it is that with all the so—called education,
culture and the prosperity of the Twentiethcentury. there
is this great gap between ourselves and the unfortunates.
Can you recall anything that Christ ever taught, or any
of the Great Teachers, that could sustain you, or the
people at large, in taking the position that because a man
sins he is to be condemned? That because he has sinned
he is to be punished through the laws of man? I find
nothing in the teachings of Christ to support any such
position.

“ You have a perfect right to feel that it would be a

most unwise and injudicious thing for us to attempt at
this moment to open all the prison doors and to let
the unfortunates go free. You certainly might say to
me: You have a theory that capital punishment should
be abolished, but where is your remedy? VVhat are we

to do with these unfortunates? \Vhat is to become of
them? Must they be allowed to go at large? .\lust
they be permitted to continue their vices and their crimes?
No, the spirit of Brotherhood answers, no; but it says:
Treat them as something more than mere mortals.

. . .

“ If you had studied your own lives you would long
ago have reached the causes of these things and then
you would have been able to apply the remedy. Your
remedy would not be unbrotherly,it would be Christian-
like; because, if you had knowledge of the Divine Law,
the heart and mind would be illuminated by its light.
by that power of discernment that would bring about such
conditions that all humanity, knowing its responsibili-
ties. would know how to treat the unfortunates.

"All down these years that you have come. in your
soul's experience, you would have been teaching and
working and serving, and today there would not be a

prison in the land, not a prison. not a man caged and
bound and hunted down, held in like a caged animal.
No! Mercy, compassion, knowledge, wisdom an(l dis-
crimination would be in your lives; you would have real-
ized that those in prison and out of prison who have
.sinned—indeed, who has not sinned?——are entitled to
that kind of treatment that is in harmony with the High-
er Law, with the Divine Law; they would be treated
as invalids.
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“You treat your bodies with such gentleness and
consideration, but you forget the eternal self. the soul.
the Christos within you; and so, forgetting it in your
own lives, you forget it in the lives of those who naturally
look to you for help and example.

" So you see I am not so far away from the truth
when I tell you that human society is bankrupt: that the
moral and the spiritual life is not a living power in our
midst today. and only a very few men and women can
be found who are really working unselfishly; only a few.

“ If we are to discuss this subject of the abolishment
of Capital Punislnnent, we must be prepared to state what
remedy to apply in its stead: not asking for the freedom
of the prisoners, not presuming to interfere with the law
of justice in any sense, but declaring and demanding that
every man and woman under the sun shall have their
spiritual rights.

“ Last Friday a man of twenty—three years of age.
with not a very bad record in the past. was hanged in
this state. Oh, when I think of it, when I think of it!
And that any mortal, any human being can think of it
and can look on the picture for even a moment. and be
at ease! That is what alarms me-—to find the human
family forgetful—-worse, indifferent! That is the hor-
ror of it; and the hardest work that a real helper of
humanity has in carrying the spirit of reformation to the
world is with the public; it is with the minds of men:
it is with the people who support the laws. It is they
who must be pleaded with and cared for, and also. in
varying degree, treated as invalids.

“This is a daring speech of mine, but it is true. All
humanity is in a state of invalidism, and so again that
statement supports the idea that human society is bank-
rupt, morally and spiritually. And so with the dififerent
aspects that are presented to me tonight. of humanity
going along in a half-interested way, some totally indif-
ferent, some pretending that they are happy. satisfied
as long as their little squirrel cage is not interfered with.
satisfied as long as their interests are not touched. The
pieture is appalling—humanity in its unrest. ignorance.
despair and indifference, with its weaklings going down
to degradation. and then ending up in prison; and we
humans, we of God's great family, supposed to have in-
tellects keen enough to discern right and wrong. permit
them to be sentenced to death—to be executed.

“Think of it! That we dare to support laws that
will allow such brutal and inhuman work; that we dare
to interfere with God's laws; those wonderful, divine
laws that guide us in spite of ourselves.

" But to think of presuming to take God's laws and
to defy them and to let a soul go out in the darkness,
in the shadows. in the despair, feeling that all the world
is against it; to take a life, the rope around the neck:
cut down the body to earth: but. oh, ye men and women
of the Twentieth century, what about that soul?

“Are you not, and is not the whole human family re-
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sponsible for that act that I am now referring to and for

all acts of inj ustice?  S hould you blame the governors

and the lawmakers?  N o, blame yourselves. O h, be

courageous and blame yourselves!  May this blame sink

so deeply into your hearts that your conscience will take

new life, that a freedom of thought will come to you,

an enlightenment, discernment, the power to see the in-

j ustice of things as they now are.

ૺ W hen you reach that point, a new life will come to

glorify, and the Christian spirit will begin to work in

your lives. and you will not have to sit down and dis-

cuss and worry and be afraid. A fraid of what?  A fraid

that if Capital Punishment should be abolished we should

have more crimes. L et some one bring me some proof

that capital punishment has lessened crime. W hat evi-

dence have you?  N one at all. Y ou cannot bring any

evidence at all, none at all.

"  If we are to stem the tide of vice and degradation,

we must treat these unfortunates, these weaklings, as

souls;  not intimidate them, not arouse their lower

natures, not create a larger revenge, more passion, more

hate for the world and the laws of men. B ut we must

change these conditions through our spiritual effort. Y ou

may think and talk, and you may strain your intellects

to the utmost;  you may have your societies and your

systems;  you may make laws and laws, and yet not

reach a solution of this problem. I tell you that I know

this, and I know it, because I am a Theosophist.

ૺI know, largely from my association with criminals,

in trying to help them, that we never can restore society

to its dignity, we never can restore the unfortunate to his

rights, until we have reached that point of spiritual at-

tainment where we shall know right from wrong. and

have the courage to declare the right, to sustain it and to

uphold only those laws that make for the betterment

of human kind. A nd when we say the betterment of

human kind, we must include something more than the

physical life, or our wordly interests, or our society aims,

or our pride.

ૺ S o now to go back to our unfortunate and the type

he represents: L et us think, at the present time when

our prisons are overrun with criminals, when our youth

are going to the dogs so fast that we cannot count them,

and so many appalling things are happening in our own

state and other states, let us see, what can we do?

ૺ It will take time, because as humanity has been going

on the downward path so long, we cannot get back to

the old position of soul-life in a day. S o we must be

wise and work on middle lines, on lines of least resist-

ance, endeavor to do the best we can, according to our

opportunities;  but we must grasp every opportunity, and

we must have the courage born of the Gods, to work

out our opportunities in this direction.

ૺ S o in my opinion the ዾ rst thing is to arouse the

whole world, this great family of humans that we are

associated with, with the idea that it is savagery for us

to support Capital Punishment;  we must take a stand

and make the ዾ rst step, remove the ዾ rst stone, so to

speak, and arise in our righteous wrath and in the dignity

of our manhood and womanhood and declare: N o Capi-

tal Punishment in the state of California!  L et us not

take up the q uestion of other states tonight, because we

cannot make the world over in a minute. B ut what a

glorious thing it would be if California, under the pres-

sure of j ust our efforts here૲  this small body of people

૲ would abolish Capital Punishment;  if we could rise

to that point of discernment of knowing what is our

duty at this moment, not tomorrow ૲  not to think it out

or work it out by the brain-mind૲ but let us ዾ nd our

consciences!

ૺL et us get right down to that point, and stop and

think a moment!  Think j ust how we should feel if

our children were in prison today;  or if our children

were to be ex ecuted!  That is the way to get home to

the truth!  That is the way to arouse the hearts of men;

to bring the sorrows of others into our lives, feel them,

understand ' them.

ૺW hen that power comes, that knowledge, that love,

that compassion, that the N azarene and others taught

ages ago૲ when that comes૲ well, there will be no

q uestioning. Y our minds would repudiate the necessity

of discussing the q uestion. Y ou would declare that it

is savagery, that it is brutality, that it is a great disgrace

to the human race today ૲  that any man or woman would

support such unj ust measures. It is your duty;  it is

the duty of all humans to come closer to the realization

of what human responsibility is.

ૺ I have said it over and over again, and these words

are always singing in my heart like a beautiful refrain:

૶I am my brother૷ s keeper. I am my brother૷ s keeper,૷

and surely if we are our brothers૷  keepers, then we can

very q uickly see how we have failed and how our dear

ancestors have failed in doing j ustice to humanity,

and particularly in doing j ustice to those who are con-

demned to be hanged or electrocuted.

ૺI could conceive, and I always try to control my

imagination when I am meeting a mix ed audience, but I

could conceive the psychological inዿ uence of a body like

this, agreeing with me that Capital Punishment was

wrong૲ it would affect others, and before long we should

take another step in helping to change unj ust laws.

ૺ It would be our heart work, the voices of our souls

speaking. W e might think ahead ten years or ዾ fteen

and see the picture of some of our hills and our valleys

presenting a new feature in the Twentieth century civili-

zation, a something so splendidly remedial૲  and that is,

that we should have our hospitals for the weaklings, for

the more unfortunate, whose unbridled passions have

carried them so far beyond the pale of society૲ we

should have institutions of reformation with the name

unprinted૲ hospitals with the name unprinted.

ૺThere would be the gardens and the ዾ elds. There
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sponsible for that act that 1 am now referring to and for
all acts of injustice? Should you blame the governors
and the lawmakers? No, blame yourselves. Oh, be
courageous and blame yourselves! May this blame sink
so deeply into your hearts that your conscience will take
new life. that a freedom of thought will come to you,
an enlightenment, discernment, the power to see the in-
jlhtlcc of things as they now are.

“ \\'hen you reach that point, a new life will come to
glorify. and the Christian spirit will begin to work in
your lives. and you will not have to sit down and dis-
cuss and worry and be afraid. Afraid of what? Afraid
that if Capital Punishment should be abolished we should
have more crimes. Let some one bring me some proof
that capital punishment has lessened crime. VVhat evi-
dence have you? None at all. You cannot bring any
evidence at all, none at all.

" If we are to stem the tide of vice and degradation,
we must treat these unfortunates, these weaklings, as

souls; not intimidate them, not arouse their lower
natures, not create a larger revenge, more passion, more
hate for the world and the laws of men. But we must
change these conditions through our spiritual effort. You
may think and talk, and you may strain your intellects
to the utmost; you may have your societies and your
systems; you may make laws and laws, and yet not
reach a solution of this problem. I tell you that I know
this. and I know it, because I am a Theosophist.
"I know, largely from my association with criminals,

in trying to help them, that we never can restore society
to its dignity, we never can restore the unfortunate to his
rights, until we have reached that point of spiritual at-
tainment where we shall know right from wrong. and
have the courage to declare the right, to sustain it and to
uphold only those laws that make for the betterment
of human kind. And when we say the betterment of
human kind, we must include something more than the
physical life, or our wordly interests, or our society aims,
or our pride.

“ So now to go back to our unfortunate and the type
he represents: Let us think, at the present time when
our prisons are overrun with criminals, when our youth
are going to the dogs so fast that we cannot count them,
and so many appalling things are happening in our own
state and other states, let us see, what can we do?

“ It will take time, becauseas humanity has been going
on the downward path so long, we cannot get back to
the old position of soul-life in a day. So we must be
wise and work on middle lines, on lines of least resist-
ance, endeavor to do the best we can, according to our

opportunities; but we must grasp every opportunity, and
we must have the courage born of the Gods, to work
out our opportunities in this direction.

“ So in my opinion the first thing is to arouse the
whole world, this great family of humans that we are
associated with, with the idea that it is savagery for us

. G0 git’

NEW WAY
'

3
 

to support Capital Punishment; we must take a stand
and make the first step, remove the first stone, so to
speak, and arise in our righteous wrath and in the dignity
of our manhood and womanhood and declare: No Capi-
tal Punishment in the state of California! Let us not
take up the question of other states tonight, because we
cannot make the world over in a minute. llut what a

glorious thing it would be if California, under the pres-
sure of just our ettorts here— this small body of people
—would abolish Capital Punislinient; if we could rise
to that point of discernment of knowing what is our

duty at this moment, not tomorrow — not to think it out
or work it out by the brain—mind——but let us find our
consciences!

“Let us get right down to that point. and stop and
think a moment! Think just how we should feel if
our children were in prison today; or if our children
were to be executed! That is the way to get home to
the truth! That is the way to arouse the hearts of men;
to bring the sorrows of others into our lives, feel them,
understand ‘them.

“ VVhen that power comes, that knowledge, that love,
that compassion, that the Nazarene and others taught
ages ago—when that comes—well, there will be no

questioning. Your minds would repudiate the necessity
of discussing the question. You would declare that it
is savagery, that it is brutality, that it is a great disgrace
to the human race today — that any man or woman would
support such unjust measures. It is your duty; it is
the duty of all humans to come closer to the realization
of what human responsibility is.
“I have said it over and over again, and these words

are always singing in my heart like a beautiful refrain:
‘ I am my brother's keeper. I am my brother’s keeper,’
and surely if we are our brothers’ keepers, then we can

very quickly see how we have failed and how our dear
ancestors have failed in doing justice to humanity,
and particularly in doing justice to those who are con-
demned to be hanged for electrocuted.
“I could conceive, and I always try to control my

imagination when I am meeting a mixed audience, but I
could conceive the psychological influence of a body like
this, agreeing with me that Capital Punishment was
wrong—it would affect others, and before long we should
take another step in helping to change unjust laws.

“It would be our heart work, the voices of our souls
speaking. \Ve might think ahead ten years or fifteen
and see the picture of some of our hills and our valleys
presenting a new feature in the Twentiethcentury civili-
zation, a something so splendidly remedial——and that is,
that we should have our hospitals for the weaklings, for
the more unfortunate, whose unbridled passions have
carried them so far beyond the pale of society——we
should have institutions of reformation with the name
unprinted—hospitals with the name unprinted.

“There would be the gardens and the fields. There
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would be the houses and the homes. Do you know that I

dare conceive and have written it all out, that those pri-

soners should not be separated from their families!  That

they should be placed in these Institutions of B rother-

hood that I speak of, and cared for in such a way that

they would understand q uite well that they were under

a certain amount of restraint, but no more, perhaps૲

if we are very thoughtful૲ than that we give to in-

valids. They would feel that they were in a hospital.

in a school, with everything so helpful that there would

be no inducement to rebel.

ૺ If we can now send out from the prisons on parole

a certain number of men, put them on their honor, send

them out with only ዾ ve dollars, some of them with no

understanding, with no friends૲ if we can send these

out on parole and trust them to society, surely we can

take our unfortunates and give them the advantages of

reformation in the helpful environments I have described

to you. They would be self-supporting, and in the end

there would be less cost to the state૲ and less crime.

ૺA nd I know that in such environments it would be

possible that most of these unfortunates, through the

suffering that they had endured that you know nothing

about, would arouse the strength of their higher natures

and become in the course of time valuable citizens, and

some ultimately law૲ makers, teachers, and reformers.

H ow dare we stultify the possibilities of the soul of man?

Can we not let our imagination soar so far into this broad

arena of spiritual life and picture the future?

ૺIs my picture so far-fetched?  If you can take men

and let them out on parole now, with everything to con-

tend with, striving for the dollar and their bread and

butter, with no end of difዾ culties, everything to discour-

age them ૲ ૲  if you can do this now, surely you could sup-

port a scheme of brotherhood reformatories, leaving out

all creeds, making them a universal ex pression of the

hearts of the people, held down by no special system, ex -

cept that of the laws of the state ; _ but those laws would

have been made by you, and so you would have be૲

come a part of them.

ૺI can feel your hearts pulsating with the thought of

this picture. There are only a few here who are so held

in and limited and prej udiced, who cannot break the bars

and look out, who will ever advocate Capital Punishment

after this. Y ou can૷ t do it. My heart, the persuasion

of my heart and my voice, my love for humanity and

my hopes for the unfortunate, certainly will be enough

to move you to concerted action;  and concerted action,.

when hearts are united, is like one great throbbing ocean

of spiritual force.

ૺ\Vhen hearts and minds are united. then the soul

speaks. and then my prayer, my earnest prayer. is that

ye men and women of S an Diego will arise to the occa-

sion and that you will ዾ nd yourselves in a new way, that

you will study your duties in a new way. that you will

realize your responsibilities in a new way. that you may

feel the touch of that divine life, the divine law, that you

may feel so truly, so splendidly, so fully, so generously.

so divinely, that you will declare that California must

take the lead. California can no longer support Capital

Punishment."

A t the close of K atherine Tingley૷ s address the fol-

lowing resolutions were read. and were received with

hearty applause. S he then said:

ૺI wish to thank all present for their splendid atten-

tion, and the spirit of sympathy which I have felt in your

presence tonight. B ut I cannot let you go until I have

made j ust one more plea. May I not ask you that there

shall be a standing vote in support of these resolutions.

that Capital Punishment may be eliminated from the

statutes of the S tate of California? ૷

In response, the whole audience, with the ex ception

of but half a dozen out of the twelve hundred and ዾ fty

present, arose and gave their enthusiastic assent with loud

applause.

at

TH E  R E S O L UTIO N S

H E L E N A  PE TR O VN A  B L A VA TS K Y  CL UB

R A JA -Y O GA  A CA DE MY , PO IN T L ona, CA L IF O R N IA

ૺJudge N ot, That Y e B e N ot Judged.ૻ

The members of the H elena Petrovna B lavatsky Club.

a representative body of the students of the R aj a-Y oga

A cademy, a department of the S chool of A ntiq uity. of

which K atherine Tingley is F oundress૲ Directress, on

hearing of the death sentences of J. A llen, R alph F ariss.

and others. to be ex ecuted during this month of A pril.

19 14, have unanimously adopted the following resolu-

tions. to protest against this infringement of the Divine

L aw of Justice and Mercy.

\VH E R I-iA s: The R aj a-Y oga S chool was established to

educate the youth in accordance with the spiritual

laws of life. and one of the essential teachings of

R aj a૲ Y oga is the duality of human nature. and the

continual warfare between the L ower and the H igher

S elf;  and

W H E R E A S : This knowledge has been lost to the world.

and these men were not taught to rule the L ower

by the H igher S elf, and therefore cannot be con-

demned for their mistakes;  and

\VH E R E A s: \\' e are our B rothers'  K eepers, and are re-

sponsible for their welfare, and the death penalty

destroys all chance in this life of a man૷ s sq uaring

himself with the world;  and crime has not been

lessened by Capital Punishment: and the death pen-

alty creates misery and poverty in many homes:

and

W ' H E R E A s: The pyschological effect of the fear of death

adds to the despair which may lead others to crime:
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would be the houses and the homes. Do you know that I
dare conceive and have written it all out, that those pri-
soners should not be separated from their families! That
they should be placed in these. Institutions of llrother-
hood that I speak of. and cared for in such a way that
they would understand quite well that they were under
a certain amount of restraint. but no more, perhaps—
if we are very thoughtful—than that \ve give to in-
valids. They would feel that they were in a hospital.
in a school, with everything so helpful that there would
be no inducement to rebel.

“ If we can now send out from the prisons on parole
a certain number of men, put them on their honor. send
them out with only five dollars, some of them with no

understanding. with no friends-—if we can send these
out on parole and trust them to society, surely we can
take our unfortunates and give them the advantages of
reformation in the helpful environments I have described
to you. They would be self—supporting, and in the end
there would be less cost to the statc—and less crime.

"And I know that in such environments it would be
possible that most of these unfortunates, through the
suffering that they had endured that you know nothing
about, would arouse the strength of their higher natures
and become in the course of time valuable citizens, and
some ultimately law-makers, teachers, and reformers.
How dare we stultify the possibilitiesof the soul of man?
Can we not let our imagination soar so far into this broad
arena of spiritual life and picture the future?

“Is my picture so far-fetched? If you can take men
and let them out on parole now, with everything to con-
tend with, striving for the dollar and their bread and
butter, with no end of difliculties, everything to discour-
age them —- if you can do this now, surely you could sup-
port a scheme of brotherhood rcformatories. leaving out
all crccds. making them a universal expression of the
hearts of the people, held do\vn by no special system, ex-

cept that of the la\vs of the state; but those laws would
have been made by you. and so you would have be-
come a part of them.
“I can feel your hearts pulsating with the thought of

this picture. There are only a few here who are so held
in and limited and prejudiced, who cannot break the bars
and look out. who will ever advocate Capital Punishment
after this. You can't do it. .\ly heart. the persuasion
of my heart and my voice, my love for humanity and
my hopes for the unfortunate, certainly will be enough
to move you to concerted action: and concerted action.
when hearts are united. is like one great throbbingocean
of spiritual force.

“\\'hen hearts and minds are united. then the soul
speaks. and then my prayer. my earnest prayer. is that
ye men and women of San Diego will arise to the occa-
sion and that you will find yourselves in a new way. that
you will study your duties in a new way. that you will
realize your responsibilities in a new way. that you may

. G0 SIC’

feel the touch of that divine life, the divine la\\'. that you
may feel so truly. so splendidly. so fully, so generously.
so divinely. that you will declare that California must
take the lead. California can no longer support Capital
l’1n1ishinent."

.-\t the close of Katherine 'l‘ingley's ad<:lress the fol-
lowing resolutions were read. and were received with
hearty applause. She then said:

"I wish to thank all present for their splendid atten-
tion. and the spirit of sympathy which I have felt in your
presence tonight. But I cannot let you go until I have
made just one more plea. May I not ask you that there
shall be a standing vote in support of these resolution.-’.
that Capital Punislnnent may be eliminated from the
statutes of the State of California?’

In response, the whole audience, with the exception
of but half a dozen out of the twelve hundred and fifty
present. arose and gave their enthusiasticassent with loud
applause.

.8

THE RESOLUTIONS

Hl€l.E.\'.-\ PETRO\~'I\'A BLA\'.-XTSKY CLUB
R,‘\_r.\-Yor,.\ .~\c.—\ni«:Mv_. 1"oi.\"r Lona, C.\LIF()R.\’I.\

“Jm1'gc Not, That Yr Be Not Judged."
The members of the I-Ielena Petrovna lllavatsky Club.

a representative body of the students of the Raja-\'«-aga
Academy, a department of the School of Antiquity. of
which Katherine Tingley is Foundress-Directress. on

hearing of the death sentences of J. Allen, Ralph Fariss.
and others. to be executed‘ during this month of April.
1914, have unanimously adopted the following resolu-
tions. to protest against this infringement of the Divine
Law of justice and Mercy.
\\'u1£kI-:As: The Raja-Yoga School was established In

educate the youth in accordance with the spiritual
laws of life. and one of the essential teachings of
Riija-Yoga is the duality of human nature. and the
continual warfare between the Lower and the lliglr.-r
Self; and

\Vlll-IR!-f.\S: This knowledge has been lost to the \\'nI'l:l.
and these men were not taught to rule the Lower
by the Higher Self, and therefore cannot be con-
demned for their mistakes; and

\\'H1-:RI-:.\s: \\'e are our Brothers" Keepers. and are re»

sponsible for their welfare. and the death penalty
<lestroys all chance in this life of a man's szlttaring
himself with the world: and crime has not been
lessenetl by Capital Punishment; and the death pen-
alty creates misery and poverty in many homes:
and

Wu]-jki-:.\s: The pyscliologieal effect of the fear of deatli
adds to the despair \vhich may lead others to crime;
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and such a death liberates evil inዿ uences beyond

human power to control. which could be held in check

if the man were given another chance;  and

W H E R E A S : Capital Punishment makes death a,horrible

nightmare instead of the entrance into the L arger

L ife, as it is under the workings of the H igher L aw;

and

\\' nE R E .\S : L ife is heaven-given, and man cannot give

it, and so has no right to take it away: Therefore

be it

R E S O L VE D;  That not only should the present sentences

be removed, but the death penalty should be forever

blotted from the records of our civilization.

R E S O L VE D: That in order to accomplish this, we appeal

to the Divine in Man to arouse itself in protest

against this inhuman act.

R E S O L VE D: That to follow Christ' s teaching ૺ L ove thy

neighbor as thyself,"  it is our duty to help these men.

not put them beyond the reach of help.

R E S O L VE D: _ That we appeal to H is E x cellency Governor

Johnson to commute the death sentences of J. A llen.

R alph F ariss, and the other condemned men, in

accordance with the spirit of the H igher L aw, and

thus be a helper in the work of placing California

in the ranks of our most enlightened S tates.

In behalf of all the members of the H elena Petrovna

B lavatsky Club, founded July 19 13. among whom are

represented six  nations.

K A R IN  H E DL UN D

President

MA R GA R E T H A N S O N

S ecretary

A pproved: K A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y

F oundress-Directress

R aj a-Y oga A cademy, Point L oma, California, A pril 2, 19 14.

J.

\૶VIL L IA II Q UA N  JUDGE  CL UB

R im-Y O GA  CO L L E GE . Pom-r L O MA , CA L IF O R N IA

ૺ F ortune૷ s F avored S oldiers, L oyal and A lert."

PR IMA R Y  O B JE CTS !

1. To forin a nucleus of dependable R aj a-Y oga workers

for B rotherhood, under the guidance of our Teacher,

K atherine Tingley.

2. To aid in raising the standard of our R aj a૲ Y oga-

College, by the ex ample of our daily life.

3. To put into practice at all times, the highest ideals

of manhood, and the teachings of R aj a-Y oga.

S E CO N DA R Y  O B JE c' rs:

1. To acq uire a greater knowledge of, and facility in,

public speaking.

2. To gain a more thorough mastery of the E nglish

language.

3. To study and practise Parliamentary L aw.

ૻ  Thou S halt N ot K ill.ૻ

To H IS  E X CE L L E N CY , GO VE R N O R  H um.ૺ Jonx sox ,

S tate H ouse, S acramento, California.

H onorable S ir:

The W IL L IA M Q L ' A N  JUDGE  CL UB  was organized in

June, 19 06, by the students of the B oys૷  Department

of the R aj a૲ Y oga College, Point L oma, California, which

college is a Department of the S chool of A ntiq uity (In-

corporated), and of which college K atherine Tingley is

the F oundress-Directress. This Club is the central one

of many B oys૷  B rotherhood Clubs that have been estab-

blished by K atherine Tingley throughout the world since

18 9 8 .

A t a special meeting of this Club, held on this, the

S econd Day of A pril, 19 14, the following resolutions were

unanimously adopted:

\VH E R E .\S : J. A llen, R alph F ariss, and others, have been

legally condemned to be hanged during this month

of A pril, 19 14, and they are, in the sense that we are

all essentially divine, our brothers;  and moreover,

they have probably been deprived of the opportuni-

ties that ૷ Z t' t૷  have had of learning thc invaluable les-

sons of self-control;  and had we not been afforded

such opportunities, we do not know to what tempta-

tions we ourselves might have succumbed;  and

\VuE R E A S : It is the aim of the members of this Club

honorably to meet life૷ s responsibilities, and thus

prepare themselves to better serve humanity;  and

we believe in putting into practice the Golden R ule:

ૺDo unto others as ye would that they should do unto

youૻ ;  and in our opinion. every man worthy of

the name, must instinctively throttle the voice of

conscience and humanity, in order to permit a fellow-

being to be hanged or otherwise ex ecuted;  and

W H E R E A S : The \VIL L IA M Q UA N  JUDGE  CL UB  has been

given the opportunity of co-operating with K atherine

Tingley in her efforts to abolish Capital Punishment

in general, and in her protest against the ex ecution

of these men in particular;  and has also been given

the opportunity of co-operating with the Men૷ s In-

ternational Theosophical L eague of H umanity, in the

R esolutions unanimously adopted by that B ody on

March 31, 19 14: Therefore be it

R E sO L VE D: That the W  IL L IA M Q UA N  JUDGE  CL UB  appeal

to H is E x cellency, Governor H iram Johnson, to

commute the sentence of our condemned brothers,

and thereby give them another chance to learn their

lessons from their serious mistakes, and thus pos-

sibly become in time worthy citizens;  and that in

no sense do we presume to ask that our condemned

brothers be set free;  but that we repeat the words
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THE NEW WAY 5

and such a death liberates evil influences be_vond
human power to control. which could be held in check
if the man were given another chance; and

\\'m-:iu-:.\s: Capital Punishment makes death a.horrible
nightmare instead of the entrance into the Larger
Life, as it is under the workings of the Higher La\\-';
and

\\'m-tki-2.\s‘: Life is heaven—given, and man cannot give
it, and so has no right to take it a\va_v: Therefore
be it

Ri:soL\'I-:1): That not only should the present sentences
be removed, but the death penalty should be forever
blotted from the records of our civilization.

R1-:soL\'Eo: That in order to accomplish this. \ve appeal
to the Divine in Man to arouse itself in protest
against this inhuman act.

REsoLvI-:1): That to follow Christ's teaching “Love thy
neighbor as thyself." it is our duty to help these men.
not put them beyond the reach of help.

REsnLvEb:
_

That we appeal to His Excellency Governor
Johnson to commute the death sentences of J. Allen.
Ralph Fariss, and the other condemned men, in
accordance with the spirit of the Higher Law. and
thus be a helper in the work of placing California
in the ranks of our most enlightened States.

In behalf of all the members of the Helena Petrovna
Illavatsky Club, founded July 1013. among whom are
represented six nations.

K.-mix lII~:m.t'.\'n
PI’|.‘Sltl¢’IIl

.\l.-\Rr..\m:r H.—\.\'sox
Secretary

.~l/v/vro2'cd: K.-xrm-:RI.\‘E 'l‘1.\'c.LI-:v
F0undress-Dircc!rc.rs

R:'ija—Yoga .-\cad(-my. Point Loma. California. .-\pril 2. 19H.

.3!

\\'ILLl.-\.\I QLT.-\.\' JUDGE CL['ll
R.-i_I.\-Yo(‘.A COLL:-tm-:. POINT Lo.\r.\. C.-\LH~‘ORNI_\
“ I"0r!um"'.r Far-orcd Soldiers, Lo_\'ul and .-llrrl."

Pm MARY ()u_112ers:
1. To form a nucleus of dependable Raja—Yoga workers
for Brotherhood, under the guidance of our Teacher.
Katherine Tingley.
2. To aid in raising the standard of our Raja—Yoga
College, by the example of our daily life.
3. To put into practice at all times. the highest ideals
of manhood, and the teachings of Raja—Yoga.
Si-:co.\'n..un' OBJECTS:
1. To acquire a greater knowledge of. and facility in.
public speaking.
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2. To gain a more thorough mastery of the English
language.
3. To study and practise l’arliamentar_v Law.

Tlmu Shall Not Kill."

To His Exci-:1,u-:.\'ev, C()\'l~ZRNUR lln<.\_\1 Jon.\'so.\'.
State Ilouse. Sacramento, California.

Honorable Sir:
The \\'ILI.L\.\1 Q1'.\.\' _ll.'I)(‘.I-I CLUI: was organized in

June, 190-"v_. by the students of the Boys" Department
of the Raja-Yoga College, Point Lorna, California, which
college is a Department of the School of Antiquity (In-
corporated), and of which college Katherine Tingley is
the Foundrcss-Directress. This Club is the central one
of many l;'oys' Brotherhood Clubs that have been estab-
blished b_v Katherine Tingley throughout the world since
1898.

At a special meeting of this Club, held on this. the
Second Day of April, 1914, the following resolutions were

unanimously adopted:
\\-"H1-:Ri«‘..\s: J. Allen, Ralph Fariss, and Others, have been

legally condemned to be hanged during this month
of April, 1914, and they are, in the sense that we are
all essentially divine, our brothers; and moreover,
tlmy ll(l'L'£' probably been d¢'[>rir-rd of the opportuni-
tiex that we ll(l‘i'(' had of Icarm'u_(/ the irwaluablc 1:’:-
sons of .r¢'lf-control; and had we not been afforded
such opportunities, we do not know to what tempta-
tions we ourselves might have succumbed; and

\\'11ERE.\s: It is the aim of the members of this Club
honorably to meet life's responsibilities, and thus
prepare themselves to better serve humanity; and
we believe in putting into practice the Golden Rule:
"Do unto others as ye would that they should do unto
you”; and in our opinion. every man worthy of
the name, must instinctively throttle the voice of
conscience and humanity, in order to permit a fellow-
being to be hanged or otherwise executed; an(l

\\'m-:iu-:.\s: The \VxLLIA.\1 QLTAN JUDGE CLL‘n has been
given the opportunity of co-operating with Katherine
Tingley in her efforts to abolish Capital Punishment
in general. and in her protest against the execution
of these men in particular; and has also been given
the opportunity of co-operating with the Men's In-
ternational Theosophical League of Humanity, in the
Resolutions unanimously adopted by that Body on
March 31, 1914: Therefore be it

RI-:soLv1-tn: That the \VILL1A.\1 QUAN JUDGE Cum appeal
to His Excellency, Governor Hiram Johnson, to
commute the sentence of our condemned brothers,
aml thereby give them another chance to learn their
lessons from their serious mistakes, and thus pos-
sibly become in time worthy citizens; and that in
no sense do we presume to ask that our condemned
brothers be set free; but that we repeat the words
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of our Teacher, K atherine Tingley: ૺThey should

have another chance in the most humane environ-

ments."

R E S O L VE D: That H is E x cellency, Governor Johnson, be

reminded that we are to make the future citizens of

this S tate;  and that we ૲  and we feel all the people

of our S tate, who have the true Christian S pirit૲ ૲

will ever cherish his memory for any act of clemency

he may show to erring fellow૲ beings.

R E S O L VE D: That the following words from S hakespeare

ዾ ttingly ex press our own sentiments:

The q uality of mercy is not strain૷ d;

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven

Upon the place beneath;  it is twice blest;

It blesscth him that gives and him that takes:

૷ Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes

The throned monarch better than his crown;

H is scepter shows the force of temporal power,

The attribute to one and maj esty, I

W herein doth sit the dread and fear of kings:

B ut mercy is above this sceptered sway;

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings;

It is an attribute to God himself;

A nd earthly power doth then show likest God૷ s

W hen mercy seasons j ustice.

TH E  ME R CH A N T O F  VE N ICE , iv. 1.

In behalf of all the members of the \VIL I.IA M Q UA N

JUDGE  CL UB , among whom are represented nine different

nations.

H UB E R T DUN N

Censor

MO N TA GL ' E  A . MA CH E L L

President

IvE R sO N  L . H A R R Is, JR .

S ecretary

A pproved: K A TH E R IN E  TIN CL E Y

F oundress-Dircctrcss

R aj a-Y oga College, Point L oma, California, A pril 2, 19 14.

.5

A N  A PPE A L

To H Is E X CE L L E N CY , TH E  GO VE R N O R ,

S acramento, California.

Dear S ir:

The members of the \Voman' s International Theoso-

phical L eague (unsectarian, humanitarian) of Point

L oma, California, associated with other L eagues through-

out the world under the L eadership of Madame K ather-

ine Tingley, their F oundress-Directress. and organized

to protect the homes and to safeguard the interests of

civic and national life and harmonious international re-

lations, at a meeting of the Council of said L eague on

this date, March 31, 19 14, do hereby adopt the following

resolutions :

\VH E R E A S Z  we learn that the fate of J. A llen and R alph

F ariss and others now in S an Q uentin penitentiary

legally condemned to death, is, in your hands and

their cry for mercy is in your heart;  and know that

the inዿ uence of your decision is a responsibility that

will react upon many lives and that it will be far-

reaching and potent in its effects for good or ill;  and

\N H E R E A S Z  \Ve hold that, in view of the tie of human

brotherhood as a fact in N ature, we, as intrinsic parts

of the body politic, enj oying its rights, also share

in the responsibility of its wrongs;  and that, in

the eyes of the H igher L aw, we also share in the

guilt of evil-doers who may be more blindly led and

more sorely tempted than we ourselves, through the

inዿ uence of environing conditions for which we hold

that we are, in part, responsible;  and

ૺ' IIE R E A S I W e believe that nothing which is morally

wrong should be considered legally right;  that the

common law should be an instrument not of destruc-

tion but of instruction and that its mission should be

not to destroy but to fulዾ l;  that no beneዾ cent pur-

pose can be served, either for the men now con-

demned or for others in like case or for S ociety,

by thus cutting short the lives of these unfortunate

men and removing them by force from the S chool

in which N ature has placed them, but that, on the

contrary, in so doing we miserably shirk a sacred

responsibility and cruelly deprive them of whatever

opportunities for improvement this life might other-

wise have to offer;  and

\N H E R E A S : \Ve hold that all men have the God૲ given

right to correct their mistakes and do what they can

to restore the harmony their acts have violated, no

less than the harmony within their own natures;  that

this, in short, is the Divine E nd towards which all

are struggling, and that the greater the sin the great૲

er the need for help and opportunity for readj ust-

ment;  and

\VH E R E A s: \V e believe that in every man, even in those

who temporarily lose all control of their passions,

there resides an inner Divine Power which, if ap-

pealed to in the spirit of true brotherliness and

strengthened by discipline and co-operation, enables

even those who have failed many times to conq uer

the evil impulses which impelled them, and trans-

mute the evil into good;  and

VVH E R E A S Z  It is our conviction and belief that if he who

who has done the evil deed does not himself atone

by transmuting the evil in his nature into good, these

wicked impulses live on after the man૷ s body is dead

and constitute a menace to weak and innocent per-

sons, poisoning the atmosphere of thought and feel-

ing in which we all live and breeding crime by their

unseen inዿ uence૲ thus accounting for many of

Ge
ne

ra
te

d 
fo

r J
oh

n 
Pa

tr
ic

k 
De

ve
ne

y 
(U

ni
ve

rs
ity

 o
f C

hi
ca

go
) o

n 
20

15
-0

1-
07

 2
0:

45
 G

M
T 

 / 
 h

ttp
://

hd
l.h

an
dl

e.
ne

t/2
02

7/
uc

1.
c2

63
57

34
Pu

bl
ic

 D
om

ai
n,

 G
oo

gl
e-

di
gi

tiz
ed

  /
  h

ttp
://

w
w

w
.h

at
hi

tr
us

t.o
rg

/a
cc

es
s_

us
e#

pd
-g

oo
gl

e
6 THE

of our Teacher, Katherine Tiugley: "They should
ha\'e another chance in the most humane environ-
ments."

R1-:soi,\'i:n: That His Excellency, Governor Johnson, be
reminded that we are to make the future citizens of
this State; and that \ve — and we feel all the people
of our State, \vho have the true Christian Spirit—
will ever cherish his memory for any act of clemency
he may show to erring fellow-beings.

Rt-:soL\’i-to: That the following \vords from Shakespeare
fittingly express our own sentiments:

The quality of mercy is not strain'd;
It droppcth as the garlic rain from hca7'i'n
Upon the place beneath; it is twice blest.‘
It blesseth him that gives and him that talccs:
’Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown;
His scepter shows the force of tz-m[>oraI power,
The attribute to awe and majesty, I

H"herc-in doth sit the dread and fear of kings:
But mercy is above this sccpte-red sway;
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings;
It is an attribute to God himself;
And earthly [ta-zeer doth then show likes! God's
l'l"hen ntcrcy seasons justice.

Tm: .\liaRc1I.\.\"r 01-‘ \-'1-:.\=IcE, iv. 1.
In behalf of all the members of the \\'II.I.L-\.\r QC.-\\'

]L'nc.1-: CLUB, among whom are represented nine different
nations.

l’lUB1£RT DU\'N
Censor

.\lo.\'r.\c.('i-: A. .\l.-\c1-IELL
President

Ivisksox L. H.-xmus. JR.
Secretary

A1»/vro:-ed: K;\TlIERI.\‘E TX.\'(‘.Ll~Z\'
Fanndress-Directress

Raja-Yoga College, Point Lt-ma, California, April 2. 1914.

.53

AN :\I’PE:\L
To His ExcELLI«:xc\'. THE CovI2k_\'oiz.

Sacramento, California.
Dear Sir:

The members of the \\"omau's International Theoso-
phical League (unscetarian, humanitarian) of Point
Loma, California. associated with other Leagues through-
out the world under the Leadership of ;\ladame Kather-
ine Tiugley, their Foundrcss—Directress. and organized
to protect the homes and to safeguard the interests of
civic and national life and harmonious international rc-

lations. at a meeting of the Council of said League on

this date. .\larcl1 31, 1914, do hereby adopt the following
resolutions :

i
Go -gle

NEW WAY
 

\\'m-‘.R1:.-\s: \\-"e learn that the fate of J. Allen and Ralph
Fariss and others now in San Quentin penitentiary
legally condemned to death, is, in your hands and
their cry for mercy is in _vour heart; and know that
the influence of your decision is a responsibility that
will react upon many lives and that it will be far-
reachiug and potent in its effects for good or ill; and

\\’11i-:kl-:.-\s: \\'e hold that, in view of the tie of human
brotherhood as a fact in Nature, we, as intrinsic part:
of the body politic. enjoying its rights. also share
in the responsibility of its wrongs; and that, in
the eyes of the Higher Law, we also share in the
guilt of evil-doers who may be more blindly led and
more sorely tempted than we ourselves. through the
intluence of environing conditions for which we hold
that \\'c are, in part, responsible; and

VVIIERI-IASZ \\'e believe that nothing which is morally
wrong should be considered legally right; that the
common law should be an instrument not of destruc-
tion but of instruction and that its mission should be
not to destroy but to fulfil; that no beneficent pur-
pose can be served, either for the men now con-
demned or for others in like case or for Society,
by thus cutting short the lives of these unfortunate
men and removing them by force from the School
in which Nature has placed them, but that, on the
contrary, in so doing we miserably shirk a sacred
responsibilityand cruelly deprive them of whatever
opportunities for improvement this life might other-
wise have to offer; and

VVH1-:R1~:As: \\-'e hold that all men have the God—given
right to correct their mistakes and do what they can
to restore the harmony their acts have violated, no

less than the harmony within their own natures: that
this, in short, is the Divine End towards which all
are struggling, and that the greater the sin the great-
er the need for help and opportunity for readjust-
ment; and

\\'n1£R1-:As: \\'e believe that in every man, even in those
who temporarily lose all control of their passions,
there resides an inner Divine Power which, if ap-
pealed to in the spirit of true brotherliness and
strengthened by discipline and co-operation. enables
even those who have failed many times to conquer
the evil impulses which impelled them, and trans-
nmte the evil into good; and

\\"nI-rm-:.\s: It is our conviction and belief that if he who
who has done the evil deed does not himself atone
by trausmutingthe evil in his nature into good. these
wicked impulses live on after the man's body is dead
and ermstitute a menace to weak and innocent per-
sons, poisoning the atmosphere of thought and feel-
ing in which we all live and breeding crime by their
unseen intluence——thus accounting for many of
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those sporadic outbursts of crime which are as yet

neither controlled nor understood;  and that a living

man, guarded within prison walls, is better than a

disembodied evil passion seeking a victim to satisfy

its desires;  and

W H E R E A S : A s law-abiding citizens, we believe in re-

straint and correction for wrong-doers, but believe

that our beloved commonwealth of California is

powerful enough to impose the necessary restraint

upon those who are dangerous to S ociety;  and that

fearless mercy will lead to an intuitive understand-

ing of even the criminal૷ s nature, to the end of true

reform, while his death warrant must ever bear,

when challenged, the stamp of social ignorance and

weakness;  and

W H E R E A S : It has been our good fortune to assist K ather-

ine Tingley for many years in her efforts to reform

and uplift the discouraged and the fallen, in and

out of prisons and among both men and women;  and

\VH E R E A S : we have observed the eዾ ect of her teachings

of Man' s essential Divinity and the B rotherhood of

Mankind upon erring men and women૲ in parti-

cular upon the unfortunates in our prisons૲ and

have seen many a hardened criminal reformed

through the knowledge that there were those who

believed in his Divine power to redeem himself and

who, while not condoning his guilt, still looked upon

him as a brother;  therefore, be it

R E S O L VE D: That, whatever the guilt of these condemned

men may be, or of other condemned men in other

S tates or nations, they are human, like ourselves,

and are our brothers, with like need of merciful

j udgment;  that shameful death will not undo their

crime while it will act to prevent them from learning

needed lessons in L ife૷ s great S chool of E x perience;

that their ex ecution serves no purpose of reform

in their embittered fellow૲ prisoners or in the ranks

of hardened criminals at large, while the shadow of

the scaffold that ever darkens the saddened lives of

a wide circle of innocent ties would, in some mea-

sure, surely fall with deepened horror upon us all,

since no man can sin or suffer the effects O f sin

alone;  that the signs O f the times point to an awak-

ening of the public conscience regarding the un-

realized horror of Capital Punishment, and that it

were well for the fair name of sunny California

that it early abolish the outgrown barbarity which

our children will be embarrassed to ex plain;  and,

be it also

R E S O L VE D!  That, in the name of thousands of humani-

tarian women throughout the world who are united

in seeking to understand better their own respon-

sibilities to their homes and to the world, we earnest-

ly entreat you to use the power of your honorable

position in staying the ex ecutioner' s hand in the case

O f these condemned men, that you may give to hu૲

man brothers what is yours alone to give;  that you

may make your act a signal response to the cry for

another chance that pleads in every human heart;

That, as \Vomen, many of us mothers O f sons,

we plead for the condemned;  as workers for hu-

manity, we plead for the good name and the pro-

tection O f S ociety;  that, as members of God૷ s great

family, we plead for all those who, in spite of their

mistakes, are still our B rothers;  and that, in addi૲

tion. we declare it our conviction that Y our E x cel-

lency, as the F irst Citizen of our fair S tate, by re-

solute courage in stepping out in defense of the

H igher L aw of Compassion, would invoke its pro૲

tection in a new and Divine ex pression that would

beneዾ t all the world.

In behalf of the members of the W oman૷ s Internation-

al Theosophical L eague, (unsectarian, humanitarian)

among whom are represented twenty-ዾ ve different

nations.

(MR S ) E L IZ A B E TH  S PA L DIN G

President

(MR S ) E S TE L L E  C. H A N S O N

S ecretary

K A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y

F  014 nd ress-Di rec tress

Dated March 31, 19 14, at the H eadq uarters of the \Vomen' s

International Theosophical L eague (unsectarian, humanitarian),

Point L oma, California.

Jl

A  PR O TE S T A GA IN S T CA PITA L  PUN IS H ME N T

A N D

A N  A PPE A L  F O R  ITS  A B O L IS H ME N T

The q uality of mercy is not strain૷ d;

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven

Upon the place beneath;  it is twice blast;

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes.

TH E  ME R CH A N T 0F  VE N ICE , iv. 1.

E very man who errs, no matter how seriously he errs,

deserves another ChattC୿ .૲ K A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y

The Men૷ s International Theosophical L eague of H u૲

manity is a world-wide body, unsectarian and non૲ politic-

al, established in N ew Y ork in 18 9 7 by K atherine Ting-

ley, L eader and O fዾ cial H ead of the Universal B rother-

hood and Theosophical S ociety throughout the world, for

the purpose of aiding and uplifting H umanity along

practical lines;  in which work it has been actively en-

gaged since its foundation.

A mong its obj ects are the following:

" To abolish Capital Punishment.ૻ

ૺ To assist those who are or have been in prison to

establish themselves in honorable positions in life.ૻ
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those sporadic outbursts of crime which are as yet
neither controlled nor understood; and that a living
man, guarded within prison walls, is better than a

disembodied evil passion seeking a victim to satisfy
its desires; and

\\'n1:kE.\s: As law-abiding citizens. we believe in re-

straint and correction for wrong—doers. l)ut believe
that our beloved commomvealth of California is
powerful enough to impose the necessary restraint
upon those who are dangerous to Society; and that
fearless mercy will lead to an intuitive understand-
ing of even the criminals nature. to the end of true
reform, while his death warrant must ever bear.
when challenged. the stamp of social ignorance and
weakness; and

\\'H£kE.\s: It has been our good fortune to assist Kather-
ine Tingley for many years in her efforts to reform
and uplift the discouraged and the fallen. in and
out of prisons and among both men and women; and

\\'m-:Ri-:..\s: We have observed the effect of her teachings
of .\Ian's essential Divinity and the Brotherhood of
Mankind upon erring men and women—in parti-
cular upon the unfortunates in our prisons—and
have seen many a hardened criminal reformed
through the knowledge that there were those who
believed in his Divine power to redeem himself and
who, while not condoning his guilt. still looked upon
him as a brother; therefore. be it

REs0L\'I-:1): That, whatever the guilt of these condemned
men may be, or of other condemned men in other
States or nations. they are human, like ourselves.
and are our brothers, with like need of merciful
judgment; that shameful death will not undo their
crime while it will act to prevent them from learning
needed lessons in Life's great School of Experience:
that their execution serves no purpose of reform
in their embittered fellow-prisoners or in the ranks
of hardened criminals at large, while the shadow of
the scaffold that ever darkens the saddened lives of
a wide circle of innocent ties would, in some mea-

sure, surely fall with deepened horror upon us all,
since no man can sin or suffer the effects of sin
alone; that the signs of the times point to an awak-
ening of the public conscience regarding the un-
realized horror of Capital Punishment, and that it
were well for the fair name of sunny California
that it early abolish the outgrown barbarity which
our children will be embarrassed to explain; and,
be it also

RESOLVED: That, in the name of thousands of humani-
tarian women throughout the world who are united
in seeking to understand better their own respon-
sibilitiesto their homes and to the world, we earnest-
ly entreat you to use the power of your honorable
position in staying the executioner's hand in the ease

TL.-I0 glc
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of these condemned men, that you may give to hu-
man brothers what is yours alone to give; that you
may make your act a signal response to the cry for
another chance that pleads in every human heart;

That, as \Vomen, many of us mothers of sons,
we plead for the condemned; as workers for hu-
manity, we plead for the good name and the pro-
tection of Society; that, as members of God's great
family,we plead for all those who, in spite of their
mistakes, are still our Brothers; and that, in addi-
tion. we declare it our conviction that Your Excel-
lency. as the First Citizen of our fair State, by re-
solute courage in stepping out in defense of the
Higher Law of Compassion, would invoke its pro-
tection in a new and Divine expression that would
benefit all the world.

In behalf of the members of the VVoman’s Internation-
al Theosophical League, (unsectarian, humanitarian)
among whom are represented twenty-five different
nations.

(MRs.) ELIZABETH SPALDING
President

(MRs.) ESTELLE C. HA:\'so.\'
Secretary

K.\THERl.\'E TI.\'C-LEY
Foundress-Dircctrcss

Dated March 31, 1914, at the Headquarters of the \\'omen's
International Tlieosophical League (unscctnrian, huinmiitarian),
Point Loma, California.
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A PROTEST AGAINST CAPITAL PUNISHMENT
AND

AN APPEAL FOR ITS ABOLISHMENT
The quality of mercy is not strain’d;
It droppeth as the gentle rain from hmtxcn
Upon the place beneath; it is twice blast;
It blcsseth him that gives and him that takes.

THE MiaRci1AN*r or VI-:xici:, iv. 1.

‘wry man who crrs, no matter how seriously he errs,
deserves another chancc.——-KA'rmiRINE TINGLEY

The Men’s International Theosophical League of Hu-
manity is a world-wide body, unseetarian and non-politic-
al, established in New York in 1897 by Katherine Ting-
ley, Leader and Official Head of the Universal Brother-
hood and Theosophical Society throughout the world, for
the purpose of aiding and uplifting Humanity along
practical lines; in which work it has been actively en-
gaged since its foundation.

Among its objects are the following:
"To abolish Capital Punishment.”
“ To assist those who are or have been in prison to

establish themsclt'cs in honorable positions in life.”
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In pursuance of these obj ects and to make an appeal

to the public of California and of other S tates of A meri-

ca which still retain the death penalty among their sta૲

tutes, and to the enlightened public throughout the

world;  and in particular to appeal to the Governor of

the S tate of California mercifully to ex ercise his power

of clemency and to commute the death sentences in all

cases that may come before him, a special meeting of

the Men' s International Theosophical L eague O f H u-

manity was held at its headq uarters at Point L oma, Cali-

fornia, this day, March S lst, 19 14, at which the fol-

lowing resolutions were unanimously adopted:

\VH E R E A S I A mong the enlightened and seriously think-

ing people of all civilized countries there is a grow-

ing recognition of human solidarity and the B rother-

hood and mutual interdependence of all men, and a

recognition that S ociety as a whole is responsible for

the conditions that result in crime;  and further,

that being responsible it is the duty of S ociety and

the S tate to reform and not merely to punish the

criminal૲ which responsibility is virtually denied

by the ex ecution of the death sentence;  and

W H E R E A S : S ociety as a whole, represented by the S tate,

has an eq ual responsibility with the individual to

display those attributes which distinguish man from

the brute, and to follow the highest dictates of vir-

tue and of humanity as well as those of divine law;

and hence the divine command, re-echoed by j esus,

ૺThou shalt not kill,ૻ  applies to and is eq ually

binding on the S tate as on the individual, the S tate

being eq ually bound with the individual to respect

the laws of the S tate, and not to commit an offense

against any of its laws, such as the taking of life;

and

W H E R E A S : In retaining the death penalty among its

statutes the S tate virtually arrogates to itself that su૲

preme right which belongs to Deity alone;  viz., the

taking of life. man' s sacred possession and inalien-

able right;  and

\VH E R E A S Z  There is a growing distrust of the eዾ icacy.

humanity and common-sense of Capital Punishment,

and a growing revolt of thinking people against this

method of dealing with the heinous offense of mur-

der by repeating it j udicially. in cold blood;  and

W H E R E A S : B y ex ecuting the sentence of Capital Punish-

ment the S tate commits an act which, committed by

an individual, it condemns, which act is irrevocable

and in many instances has been inዿ icted upon per-

sons who have afterwards been found innocent, in

which instances the S tate stands convicted of crime,

not merely blunder;  and

\VIIE R E .\S : The protection of S ociety can be assured

and safeguarded by the proper restraint૲ by in-

carceration૲ O f the criminal, permitting the ex er-

cise of humane, remedial and educative measures

for his reform and possible restoration as a useful

and honorable member of S ociety;  N ow, therefore.

be it

R E soL vE O : That, and we do hereby most earnestly pro~

test against the inዿ iction O f the death penalty. and

make this appeal for the A bolishment O f Capital

Punishment which violates the sacredneS s O f human

life;

R E S O L VE D: That W e appeal to and call upon every en-

lightened citizen O f the S tate of California, of the

United S tates of A merica, and O f the whole world.

to unite in a solemn protest against the enforcement

of Capital Punishment;  and to abolish from the

statutes of all S tates and Countries the death penalty;

R E S O L VE D: That we call upon the humanity of the

Twentieth Century to arise and proclaim itself in

recognition of the duty and O bligation O f man to

man, and brother to brother;

R E S O L VE D: That we call upon the people of the S tate

O f California to support this appeal to H is E x cel-

lency, the Governor of California, to mercifully ex -

ercise his prerogative O f clemency and commute the

death sentences of those men in S an Q uentin peni-

tentiary now awaiting ex ecution;

R E S O L VE D: That a copy of these resolutions be sent to

the Governor of the S tate of California and other

ofዾ cials, and that the same be printed and sent to

the Governors of every S tate O f the United S tates

of A merica, and to the H eads of Governments and

their Ministers throughout the world, and be pub૲

lished broadcast among the peoples O f the earth.

O n behalf of all the members throughout the world

of the Men૷ s International Theosophical L eague of H u-

manity, among whom are representatives of twenty૲ ዾ ve

nations, resident at the International H eadq uarters at

Point L oma.

CL A R K  TH UR srox

President

F R E D J. DICK

S ecretary

K A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y

F  o 11 nd rcss-Di rec tress

Dated March 31, 19 14. at the H eadq uarters of the Men૷ s Inter-

national Theosophical L eague of H umanity (unsectarian and

non-political), Point L oma, California.
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K atherine Tingley desires to ex press her thanks to

\Varden Johnston for his ready and courteous permis-

sion given to her representatives to visit the two cou-

demued men A llen and F ariss in their cells and to do

for them whatever was possible in the circumstances.

S he feels that he made every effort possible under the

prison regulations to alleviate their lot.
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8 THE NEW WAY

In pursuance of these objects and to make an appeal
to the public of California and of other States of .-\meri—
ca which still retain the death penalty among their sta-
tutes, and to the enlightened public throughout the
world; and in particular to appeal to the Governor of
the State of California mercifully to exercise his power
of clemency and to commute the death sentences in all
cases that may come before him, a special meeting of
the Men's International Theosophical League of llu-
manity was held at its headquarters at Point Loma. Cali-
fornia, this day. .\Iarch 31st, 1914. at which the fol-
lo\ving resolutions were unanimously adopted:
\\"n1-ZRE.-\s: Among the enlightened and seriously think-

ing people of all civilized countries there is a grow-
ing recognition of human solidarity aml the Brother-
hood and mutual interdependence of all men, and a

recognition that Society as a whole is responsible for
the conditions that result in crime; and further,
that being responsible it is the duty of Society and
the State to refomi and not merely to punish the
criminal—which responsibility is virtually denied
by the execution of the death sentence; and

\-\"'Hr:RE.-\s: Society as a whole, represented by the State.
has an equal responsibility with the individual to
display those attributes which distinguish man from
the brute, and to follow the highest dictates of vir-
tue and of humanity as well as those of divine law;
and hence the divine command, re—echoed by Jesus,
"Thou shalt not kill.” applies to and is equally
binding on the State as on the individual. the State
being equally bound with the individual to respect
the laws of the State, and not to commit an offense
against any of its laws. such as the taking of life:
and

\\"'1n€Iu-2.\s: In retaining the death penalty among its
statutes the State virtually arrugatcs to itself that su-

preme right which belongs to Deity alone: viz.. the
taking of life. man's sacred possession and inalien-
able right: and

\\'m-tiu-2.\s: There is a growing distrust of the efficacy.
humanity and comn1on—sense of Capital Punishment.
aml a growing revolt of thinkingpeople against this
method of dealing with the heinous offense of mur-
der by repeating it judicially. in cold blood: and

‘VIII-IRI-I:\SZ By executing the sentence of Capital Punish-
ment the State commits an act which, committed by’
an individual, it condemns, which act is irrevocable
and in many instances has been inflicted upon per-
sons who have afterwards been found innocent. in
which instances the State stands convicted of crime.
not merely blunder; and

\\"u1~:Rr:.\s: The protection of Society can be assured
and safeguarded by the proper restraint——b_v in-
carceration—of the criminal, permitting the exer-

I
Go -gle

eise of humane. remedial and educative measures
for his reform and possible restoration as a useful
and honorable member of Society; Now. therefore.
be it

RI-I$()L\'ElI2 That, and we do hereby most earnestly pro-
test against the infliction of the death penalty. and
make this appeal for the Abolishment of Capital
Punishment which violates the sacredness of human
life:

RI£soL\'I-:1): That we appeal to and call upon every en-

lightened citizen of the State of California, of the
United States of America, and of the whole world.
to unite in a solemn protest against the enforcement
of Capital I’unishment; and to abolish from the
statutes of all States and Countries thedeath penalty:

R1~:soL\'ED: That we call upon the humanity of the
Twentieth Century to arise and proclaim itself in
recognition of the duty and obligation of man to
man, and brother to brother;

R1-:soL\'i-to: That we call upon the people of the State
of California to support this appeal to His Excel-
lency, the Governor of California, to mercifully ex-
ereise his prerogative of clemency and commute the
death sentences of those men in San Quentin peni-
tentiary now awaiting execution;

Rlisonvl-Zn: That a copy of these resolutions be sent tn
the Governor of the State of California and other
ofiicials. and that the same be printed and sent to
the Governors of every State of the United States
of America. and to the Heads of Governments and
their Ministers throughout the world. and be put»
lished broadcast among the peoples of the earth.

On behalf of all the members throughout the world
of the Men's International Theosophical League of Hu-
manity. among whom are representatives of twenty—five
nations. resident at the International Headquarters at
I'oil1t Lorna.

CLARK 'l‘nL'Rsrox
Prv.\‘idcnt

FRI-In DICK
Sc¢‘r¢’Iur_\-

K.\'rm-:R1.\'i«: 'l‘1.\'c.I.I:v
FunItdn‘ss—[)in'rtr¢*ss
Dated .\larch Ill. 1914. at the Headquarters of the .\Ien's Inter-

national Thensophical League of llumanity (unsectarian and
non-political), Point Lorna, California.
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Katherine Tingley desires to express her thanks to
\\'arden Johnston for his ready and courteous permis-
sion given to her representatives to visit the two Cm]-
demned men Allen and Fariss in their cells and to do
for them whatever was possible in the circumstance-'.
She feels that he made every effort possible under the
prisn|1 regulations to alleviate their lot.
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A rmy Veterans at L omalancl

A R L Y  in May, K atherine T ingley entertained the

E  Veterans of the California and N evada Depart-

ments of the ૺGrand A rmy of the R epublicૻ  in the

Greek Theater at L omaland. In her address to them

she said that as a little girl she had made pictures in

her mind of a city she would one day build, where peo-

ple of all countries should live together in brotherhood

and work for the betterment of humanity, and where

children should be taught to live noble and unselዾ sh

lives and grow up to be messengers of brotherhood and

peace to all nations. S everal years later, when she

entertained General F remont at her home, she told him

of her childhood' s dream and described the scenery

amidst which her city was to arise. ૺI know a place,ૻ

he said, ૺwhich answers to your description.ૻ  A nd

then he told her of Point L oma, its canyons. its hills,

the bay and S an Diego, and the Paciዾ c. A nd so it is
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Army Veterans at Lomgland
ARIA" iII Way, Katherine Tingle)-' entertained the

\'eter.'ms of the California and .\'e\’:ula Depart-
ments nf the “Grzuul .-\rnI_v of the Republic" iII the

Greek Theater at LonIal:IIIrl. In her aihlress to them
she said that as :1 little girl she had made pictures in
her mind of :1 city she would one clay hnilcl. lvlu-re peo-
ple of all countries Sllnllltl live tngether in Iirntllerlmnil
and work for the betterment of liumanity, and where

I_.-.;:vt~.;~ 6.‘ GO‘. I816

ehihlren shoultl be taught to live noble and unselfisli
lives and grow up to be nIesseIIgers of brotherhood and
peace to all nations. Several _vL-urs later. \\‘l1L'l1 she
entertained General Frelnunt at her home, she tuhl him
of her chilIllIouIl's dream and tleseriherl the scenery
amitlsl which lIer city was to arise. "I know a place."
he saitl. "which answers In your vli-.~eriptinn." d’\II(‘
then he tohl her of Point l.nIII;I. its can_voII:<. its hills,

And so it isthe bay and San Diego, and the Pacific. 
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at Point L oma that the child૷ s dream is now being

realized. ~

S he told how, when a little child, she was lifted to

the, window to see the soldiers pass by: how she stole

out one night to carry food to them and was later found

binding up their wounds. This was in A lex andria, Va.,

where her family had moved so as to be near their

father in camp in F airfax  County, Va. Then after-

wards, after the second battle of B ull R un, when the

soldiers were brought in wounded and when she saw

the men of the S outh as prisoners of war, ૺ something

new touched me,ૻ  she said, ૺthat has never left me.

My mind was too young to understand;  but as I grew

older I began to realize through my heart and my sym-

pathy, and through the knowledge that I had of the

bravery of both the N orth and the S outh -૲ both defend૲

ing what they thought was right૲ that this great human

family was marching on to something better than war."

A t the end of her address, describing the possibilities

of human life when the spirit of brotherhood shall reign

everywhere, she said:

The time is coming when you, even before you close your

eyes, will see the beginning of a great and united effort in

this country and all countries for a larger liberty, a- royal

freedom, a spirit of brotherhood so accentuated that war shall

cease. . .. \rVe shall close the door on the past and begin

a new era, so royally splendid that war shall cease. . . .

A nd I tell you, noble Veterans, that before you pass to

another condition of life you will feel this urge, this inspiration,

and a new hope will be born in your hearts, and a new light

into your lives, and you will realize that truly to live, to

evoke all the noblest in his nature, man must live in the know-

ledge of his immortality, of his divinity. . .. and then we

shall have a peace, grand and superb૲ something that will

place a veil between us and the old memories of all that is sad

and pathetic, of the loss of life . . . . but we shall still have

the inspiration of having defended our ዿ ag and our country

and the principles of liberty laid down in that royal Constitution

of our forefathers. W e shall have a new conception of life.

a new conception of a larger duty, and a grander ex pression of

brotherly love.

Jl

W hat is Coming

N  a future day, which is not so far in the future

I as it looks now, the minds and hearts of men will

be open to each other. They will feel and respond

to each other' s needs as now they do not because they

are so preoccupied with their own needs and wants and

wishes and pleasures. The great motive for action will

be to contribute something for the general good, work.

art, thought, invention;  to put something right, better

something, serve the whole. each in some way that is

his way. The higher men rise, the more marked be-

comes the individual genius of each. It is the beginners

in anything who turnout work that is all alike. F rom

the moment that the real creative spirit awakcs they

show their real differences. A nd in the great school of

life we are all but students yet and the creative soul

only j ust stirring in any of us.

B ut since we are all united, all rays of that one sun.

need each other૷ s help, are to some ex tent tied all of

us by any bonds that tie any of us, we can get to work

without any waiting at all. In his inner nature each of

us is unhappy and unfree in proportion as there remain

others unhappy and unfree. N o outer happiness, no

outer liberty and license can do anything to open our

inner natures t0 the light. In lifting burdens not our

own we are opening our own doors, clearing our own

path. \Ve have to begin to alter our minds so that they

learn to think instinctively towards others and towards

duty to others rather than towards our own personality.

The higher law will see to it that in that effort we

personally lose nothing we need. W e can trust it for all

that. we have to create an atmosphere of thought in

which the loneliest shall no longer feel so lonely and so

ttnfriended. It is that sense of loneliness that underlies

half the cases of suicide. IVhat today I owe to others

is the great q uestion for each morning. each day. The

Divine will shine into that moment of silent q uestion.

It is such moments of thought constantly repeated, that

ዾ nally evolve our higher natures. E ach one of them

leaves us higher men and women, closer to the soul.

with more ૶power by our mere thought to awaken others

to duty and sense of responsibility. Gradually. as more

and more cultivate and encourage such moments, the

atmosphere of general peace and j ustice and brotherhood

will steal about through the hearts and minds of men

and the agony of human life will be over. E ven now

there are signs of the awakening. A nd it is to bring

this day nearer that K atherine Tingley and those who

work under her direction have consecrated their lives.

S TUDE N T

a!

S laves

IA  n as R US S E L L  L owru.

E N , whose boast it is that ye

Come of fathers brave and free,

If there breathe on earth a slave,

A re ye truly free and brave?

If ye do not feel the chain

W hen it works a brother' s pain,

A re ye not base slaves indeed?

S laves unworthy to be freed.

Is true freedom but to break

F etters for our own dear sake,

A nd with leathern hearts forget

That we owe mankind a debt?

N o;  true freedom is to share

A ll the chains our brothers wear,

A nd, with heart and hand, to be

E arnest to make others free.

They are slaves who fear to speak

F or the fallen and the weak;

They are slaves who will not choose

H atred, scoዾ ing and abuse,

R ather than in silence shrink

F rom the truth they needs must think;

They are slaves who dare not be

In the right with two or three.
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2 THE

at Point Loma that the child's dream is now being
realized. ~

She told how, when a little child, she was lifted to
the window to see the soldiers pass by; how she stole
out one night to carry food to them and was later found
binding up their wounds. This was in Alexandria, Va.,
where her family had moved so as to be near their
father in camp in Fairfax County, Va. Then after
wards, after the second battle of Bull Run, when the
soldiers were brought in wounded and when she saw
the men of the South as prisoners of war, “ something
new touched me,” she said, “that has never left me.

My mind was too young to understand; but as I grew
older I began to realize through my heart and my sym-
pathy, and through the knowledge that I had of the
bravery of both the North and the South—both defend-
ing what they thought was right—that this great human
family was marching on to something better than war."

At the end of her address, describing the possibilities
of human life when the spirit of brotherhood shall reign
everywhere, she said:

The time is coming when you, even before you close your
eyes, will see the beginning of a great and united effort in
this country and all countries for a larger liberty. a royal
freedom. a spirit of brotherhood so accentuated that war shall
cease. . ..

We shall close the door on the past and begin
a new era, so royally splendid that war shall cease.

. ..

And I tell you, noble Veterans, that before you pass to
another condition of life you will feel this urge, this inspiration,
and a new hope will be born in your hearts, and a new light
into your lives, an(l you will realize that truly to live, to
evoke all the noblest in his nature, man nnist live in the know-
ledge of his immortality. of his divinity . . . .

and then we

shall have a peace, grand and superb-—-something that will
place a veil between us and the old memories of all that is sad
and pathetic, of the loss of life.

. . .
but we shall still have

the inspiration of having defended our flag and our countr_v
and the principles of liberty laid down in that royal Constitution
of our forefathers. \Vc shall have a new conception of life.
a new conception of a larger duty, and a grander expression of
brotherly love.

.3!

What is Coming
N a future day, which is not so far in the futureI as it looks now, the minds and hearts of men will

be open to each other. They will feel and respond
to each other's needs as now they do not because they
are so preoccupied with their own needs and wants and
wishes and pleasures. The great motive for action will
he to contribute something for the general good. work.
art. thought. invention; to put something right, better
something, serve the whole. each in some way that is
lulr way. The higher men rise. the more marked be-
comes the individual genius of each. It is the beginners
in anything who turn out work that is all alike. From
the moment that the real creative spirit awakes they
show their real (liPr'erences. Ami in the great school of
life we are all but students yet and the creative soul
only just stirring in any of us.

. (L0 glc

NEW WAY

But since we are all united, all rays of that one sun.
need each other’s help, are to some extent tied all -if
us by any bonds that tie any of us, we can get to work
without any waiting at all. In his inner nature each of
us is unhappy and nnfree in proportion as there remain
others unhappy and unfrce. No outer happiness. no

outer liberty and license can do anything to open our
inner natures to the light. In lifting burdens not our
o\vn we are opening our own doors, clearing our own

path. \\'e have to begin to alter our minds so that they
learn to think instinctively towards others and towards
duty to others rather than towards our own personality.
The higher law will see to it that in that effort we

personally lose nothing we need. \Ve can trust it for all
that. \\’e have to create an atmosphere of thought in
which the loneliest shall no longer feel so lonely and so
unfriended. It is that sense of loneliness that underli-3s
half the cases of suicide. H"/iat today I owe to others
is the great question for each morning. each da_v. The
Divine will shine into that moment of silent question.
It is such moments of thought constantly repeated, that
finally evolve our higher natures. Each one of them
leaves us higher men and women, closer to the soul.
with more ‘power by our mere thought to awaken others
to duty and sense of responsibility. Gradually. as more
and more cultivate and encourage such moments, the
atmosphere of general peace and justice and brotherhood
will steal about through the hearts and minds of men
and the agony of human life will be over. Even now
there are signs of the awakening. And it is to bring
this day nearer that Katherine Tingley and those who
work under her direction have consecrated their lives.

Sruonxr
J3

Slaves
J.-mes RUSSELL I.owi:i.i.

MEN, whose boast it is that ye
Conic of fathers brave and

If there hreathc on earth a slave,
Are ye truly free and brave?
If ye do not feel the chain
\\'hen it works a brother's pain.
Arc ye not base slaves indeed?
Slaves unworthy to be freed.
is true freedom hut to break
Iictters for our own dear sake,
And with leathcrn hearts forget
That we owe mankind a debt?
No; true freedom is to share
All the chains our brothers wear,
And. with heart and hand, to be
Earnest to make others free.
They are .~la\'cs who fear to spvzll-(
For the fallen and the weak;
They are sl.’I\'(-s who will not choose
llatred. scofiing and abuse,
Rather than in silence shrink
From the truth they needs must think;
They are slaves who dare not be
In the right with two or three.

free.
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F inding F reedom in the Pit

T the end of Trelawney૷ s ዾ rst week in prison, he

A  was a most abj ect picture of misery, huddled up

in the angle of the buildings where the sun shone

in the yard. W ith his long thin legs drawn up, and

his arms wound round them, his sallow, lifeless face

drooped dej ectedly on his knees.

ૺ\Vell, that fellow ૷ 5 no member of the ૶Cheer-Up

Club૷  ૻ  said Jameson drily to his cell-mate. ૺB et he' s

a dope ዾ end: one of the brainy suicidal kind.ૻ

ૺS ure. VVouldn૷ t he give you the blues j ust to look

at him. W here ૷ s~ R oyce?  H e ૷ s our only home mis-

sionary who can save anything out of a wreck like

that. O  R oyce!  H ere૷ s a case for you,ૻ  pointing with

his thumb over his shoulder ' to the dej ected ዾ gure.

ૺ Can ૷ t you chirk him up, for the sake of the rest of

us?  H e all but makes me homesick.ૻ

It seemed to Trelawney that he had gone down, down

past the last level of hell, and had come to an abyss

of black nothingness. H e couldn૷ t think of a time or

a place or a word of hope he had ever heard of. The

ዾ erce longing for a dose of the drug that would pull

him together had given way to a stupor of ex haustion:

he felt neither in the world nor out of it.

Just then something warm and ዾ rm and alive rested

on his neck and moved up and down his back a few

times. H e began to breathe deeper and the life stirred

in his veins again.

ૺ H ello, pardner,ૻ  a voice called down the abyss, mak-

ing it seem only half as black. A s he roused up, he

seemed to reach the level of the earth at one move, and

found himself looking into a man૷ s clear, deep eyes that

looked straight through him and understood. The eyes

steadied him. The man૷ s very touch and look had a

contagious hope and strength in them૲ a sort of cer-

tainty that went beyond hope and knew.

It seemed to Trelawney that this man had the real

clearness and strength that the deceitful drug counter-

feited, for a little while. O h, but it must be heaven

to feel sure of yourself like that!  \IVhat could he know

of a poor devil૷ s feelings, who was fairly pulverized into

living particles scattered about in the empty darkness,

with no power to gather himself up into selfhood again?

H ell ዾ re wasn૷ t in it with the feeling that the very core

of your self was gone, and, being neither dead nor alive,

you must go on and on, with nothing to keep your body

and mind and feelings together in human shape.

ૺCourage, old man,ૻ  R oyce was saying. ૺI know

how you feel. I૷ ve been there. Y ou૷ ve struck bottom

and know the worst, so you can૷ t be scared to death by

the unknown troubles. There is no tapering off in this

state hospital. The cure is harsh, but, at any rate it૷ s

rapid. The ዾ endish crave inside of you was starved

and went down with the rest of you into the pit, ex -

hausted, but not killed. L et it lie. Don૷ t revive it, even

in your mind. F orget it. Imagine you have j ust been

born, and that this life you are going to make up for

what you૷ ve lost in keeping that thing that is down in

the pit alive. _

ૺY ou' ve had enough of the counterfeit: the genuine

stuff is yours for the taking. R ouse yourself and use

your W IL L  to get what belongs to you૲ the real life of

manhood that knows it can૷ t get lost, and knows that

even Death can do no more than free it from the body.

B e glad you૷ re thin: there૷ s all the less body to train

into new ways. Go to sleep with the idea of getting

ready for a new day: get up determined to train your-

self into new ways of acting and feeling: be certain

your breakfast will give you strength if you are sq uare

with yourself.

ૺDon૷ t build up your body for its own sake: it had

the upper hand before, and a nice mess it made even of

its own case. This whole place is full of men whose

cravings of one kind or another have eaten up their

wills. They think the trouble is somewhere outside of

themselves and so go on feeding the craves that are

never satisዾ ed, keeping them alive in their minds when

there is no other way.

ૺ E very man has got the game in his own hands and

he can play for the best there is for himself. It is

almost too ዾ ne a thing to talk about, this creative power.

A  man actually makes himself what he is. W hen the

body runs him, what he makes is largely trouble. There

are a lot of fellows here who can૷ t understand this as

well as you can. They play hide and seek with them-

selves, and those who do drop into the pit don૷ t know

enough to leave the crave there and get out free. This

is your chance. If you take it, the rest will get the feel

of the new life somehow, even without understanding

what it is. It isn૷ t preaching, it૷ s practising that counts.ૻ

Trelawney took the outstreched hand and struggled

to his feet. ૺI believe you૷ re right,ૻ  he said, as they

fell in line. L .

.8

A sk Me A nother!

ૺ H A K E S PE A R E  said, ૶To thine own self be true,૶

S  which is all right;  but when he goes on to say,

૶and it shall follow, as the night the day, thou

can' st not then be false, to any man,૷  that is where

I get off. N ow look here;  there is B ob for instance,

as natural a liar as ever swore black was white;  lies

are so natural to him, he don' t know what truth is.

N ow if B ob is true to himself he is false to every one

else.ૻ

ૺ H old on a bit. It seems to me there are a good many

things stated there that may not be q uite as true as ,

they seem. Do you know anything about the real self

of the man at all?  H ow do you know that B ob is true

to himself when he tells a lie?  The fact is you know

nothing about that. H ave you seen the S elf of any

man?  Do you know your own self ? ૻ

ૺ W ell if I don૷ t, who does? ૻ
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THE NEW WAY 3

Finding Freedom in the Pit
T the end of 'I‘re1awney's first week in prison, heA was a most abject picture of misery, huddled up

in the angle of the buildings where the sun shone
in the yard. With his long thin legs drawn up, and
his arms wound round them, his sallo\v, lifeless face
tlrooped dejectedly on his knees.

“\Vell, that fellow ’s no member of the ‘Cheer-Up
Club’ ” said Jameson drily to his cell-mate. " Bet he "s
a dope fiend: one of the brainy suicidal kind."

“ Sure. VVouldn’t he give you the blues just to look
at him. Where 's_ Royce? He ’s our only home mis-
sionary who can save anything out of a wreck like
that. O Royce! Here ’s a case for you,” pointing with
his thumb over his shoulder ‘to the dejected figure.
“ Can’t you chirk him up, for the sake of the rest of
us? He all but makes me homesick.”

It seemed to Trelawncy that he had gone down, down
past the last level of hell, and had come to an abyss
of black nothingness. He couldn't think of a time or

a place or a word of hope he had ever heard of. The
fierce longing for a dose of the drug that would pull
him together had given way to a stupor of exhaustion:
he felt neither in the world nor out of it.

Just then something warm and firm and alive rested
on his neck and moved up and do\vn his back a few
times. He began to breathe deeper and the life stirred
in his veins again.

" Hello, pardner," a voice called down the abyss, mak-
ing it seem only half as black. As he roused up, he
seemed to reach the level of the earth at one move, and
found himself looking into a man's clear, deep eyes that
looked straight through him and understood. The e_vcs
steadied him. The man's very touch and look had a

contagious hope and strength in them—a sort of cer-

tainty that went beyond hopc and /€llL’tt'.
It seemed to Trelawncy that this man had the real

clearness and strength that the deceitful drug counter-
feited, for a little while. Oh, but it must be heaven
to feel sure of yourself like that! What could he know
of a poor devil’s feelings, who was fairly pulverized into
living particles scattered about in the empty darkness,
with no power to gather himself up into selfhood again?
lrlell fire wasn’t in it with the feeling that the very core
of your self was gone, and, being neither dead nor alive,
you must go on and on, with nothing to keep your body
and mind and feelings together in human shape.

“Courage, old man,” Royce was saying. “I know
how you feel. I've been there. You've struck bottom
and know the worst, so you can't be scared to death by
the unknown troubles. There is no tapering off in this
state hospital. The cure is harsh, but, at any rate it's
rapid. The fiendish crave inside of you was starved
and went down with the rest of you into the pit, ex-
hausted, but not killed. Let it lie. Don't revive it, even
in your mind. Forget it. Imagine you have just been

» Co git

born, and that this life you are going to make up for
what you’ve lost in keeping that thing that is down in
the pit alive.

“You've had enough of the counterfeit: the genuine
stuff is yours for the taking. Rouse yourself and use

your WILL to get what belongs to you the real life of
manhood that knows it can’t get lost, and knows that
even Death can do no more than free it from the body.
Be glad you’re thin: there’s all the less body to train
into new ways. Go to sleep with the idea of getting
ready for a new day: get up determined to train your-
self into new ways of acting and feeling: be certain
your breakfast will give you strength if you are square
with yourself.

“ Don’t build up your body for its own sake: it had
the upper hand before, and a nice mess it made even of
its own case. This whole place is full of men whose
cravings of one kind or another have eaten up their
zt.-ills. They think the trouble is somewhere outside of
themselves and so go on feeding the craves that are
never satisfied, keeping them alive in their minds when
there is no other way.

“Every man has got the game in his own hands and
he can play for the best there is for himself. It is
almost too fine a thing to talk about, this creative power.
A man actually makes himself what he is. When the
body runs him, what he makes is largely trouble. There
are a lot of fellows here who can't understand this as
well as you can. They play hide and seek with them-
selves, and those who do drop into the pit don’t know
enough to leave the crave there and get out free. This
is your chance. If you take it, the rest will get the feel
of the new life somehow, even without understanding
what it is. It isn't preaching, it's practising that counts.”

Trelawncy took the outstreched hand and struggled
to his feet. “I believe you’re right," he said, as they
fell in line. L,

.99
Ask Me Another!

“SHAKESPEARE said, ‘To thine own self be true,’
which is all right; but when he goes on to say,
‘and it shall follow, as the night the day, thou

can'st not then be false to any man,’ that is where
I get ofi‘. Now look here; there is Bob for instance,
as natural a liar as ever swore black was white; lies
are so natural to him, he don't know what truth is.
Now if Bob is true to himself he is false to every one
else."

“ Hold on a bit. It seems to me there are a good many
things stated there that may not be quite as true as
they seem. Do you know anything about the real self
of the man at all? How do you know that Bob is true
to himself when he tells a lie? The fact is you know
nothing about that. Have you seen the Self of any
man? Do you know your own self? "

“ VVell if I don't, who does?”
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ૺ E x actly!  W ho does know the self of another man?

Can any man know another man૷ s self till he knows

his own?  L ong before S hakespeare was heard of, the

wise men said, ૶Man, know thyself! ૷  and that is what

I think S hakespeare was getting at when he said, ૶To

thine own self be true.૷  ૻ

ૺB ut if a man acts according to his nature he is true

to himself, ain' t he? ૻ

ૺH e is true to his present nature perhaps, but is he

true to himself? ૻ

ૺW hy what is the difference? ૻ

ૺL ook here;  you spoke of a man himself and his

nature;  and it seems to me you made a distinction be૲

tween them;  you seemed to think a man could act ac-

cording to his nature or not, as he chose. Is that right?  ૻ

ૺ\N ell, maybe I did. A  man can act contrary to his

natural inclination, I suppose, if he is minded to.ૻ

ૺA nd how could he do that if he him-

self was his nature?  N ow if the real man himself has a lot of natural inclina- i- ' g 1 ૷

tions, and can act either according to

them, or according to his own ideas of

what is right for him to do, then he

must be bigger in himself than those in-

clinations, which you say are natural to

him, and also other than they.ૻ

ૺ Y ou can૷ t separate a man from his

own nature.ૻ

ૺ Y ou seemed to do it when you spoke

of his acting according to his nature.

Y ou seemed to feel that a man has a

nature but is himself. A  man has a body

but he is himself, and can make his body

do what he wants to do;  he can teach

it things and train it to obey his will,

or he can let it have its own way and

go to wreck and ruin for want of proper control;  you

know that. In the same way a man has a character,

or nature, or set of inclinations. If he is true to this

nature, and it is a bad one, he will act badly and so

allow it to become worse. B ut true to himself ૲ that

is q uite another matter. The nature changes, with years.

often with surroundings, with the contagious ex amples

of others, and so on;  more than all, according to whether

the will is used or not upon it, restraining and correct-

ing it, ૶or letting it run wild. A  man૷ s chief j ob in life

is j ust this molding of his own nature.

ૺ \Ve might even alter S hakespeare a little: ૶To thine

own self make thy nature true;  thou canst not then

be false to any man.૷  Those in antiq uity who lived by

the inj unction, ૶ Man, know thyself,૷  knew that the self

within or behind the nature was divine, and that a man

was only truly a man, something splendid and divine.

when he had got this knowledge. \then the wise men

of the old days used that phrase they implied that the

ordinary man does not know himself. They considered

F R IE N DS H IP

that there was nothing else so important for a man to

know. B ut if a man' s self was j ust nothing more than

his natural inclinations he could have no need for the

saying to be urged upon him.ૻ

ૺA nd how is a man to know himself then? ૻ

ૺB y watching his inclinations come and go, and by

watching and using his power to dismiss them from his

mind and act otherwise, he will learn more and more

clearly that they are not himself. Then he will ask

himself, W ho am I that has this power?  In that q ues-

tion is the ዾ rst step. \Vlien he begins to take that

step he will be beginning to ዾ nd that he himself is some-

thing greater and ዾ ner than he ever suspected before.

In the silence when he is alone, and in the bustle of the

day' s activities, he can be going on with his search. A nd

all the time, if he is sincere and constant, he will have

the help of the greater S elf beyond. Thus he will get

more and more conዾ dence in his power

to control and alter his nature. A nd as

he goes on he will ዾ nd the real S elf in

him getting bigger and stronger and his

inclinations and lower nature weaker.

Then his mind will get clearer;  even

his eyes will look brighter;  and other

men will come to respect him and ask

his help and counsel.

ૺ O h, you ask how far does this game

go?  \Vell, my son, I say to that, A sk me

another!  I don૷ t know anyone trying it

who has seen the limit of it.ૻ  R . M.

J!

The Three of Us

A N  hasn૷ t really learnt how to

M live till he knows that there are

three of him, that is to say him-

self and two others. Dogs may be one;

angels perhaps are one;  but man is three. Y ou might

say he was egg-shaped, one center in the middle and

two other centers, one near each pole. H e does three

kinds of thinking, all going on at the same time.

S ay he૷ s doing some ordinary thinking, perhaps work-

ing at some invention. Its Thanksgiving Day, we૷ ll sup-

pose. S uddenly, in the midst of his thinking about

wheels and springs, a picture of the coming dinner comes

right up across the face of his mind. H e never called

it up, was in the thick of his invention;  it came of

itself. It doesn૷ t stay. B ut after it' s gone a kind of

satisዾ ed feeling remains somewhere about him. S ome-

thing in him shot up that picture into his brain. A nd

after it૷ s gone that something somewhere in the interior

of him goes on thinking about the dinner and purring

to itself about what૷ s coming. H e can hear the purring.

so to speak, though he does not let himself think what

it૷ s about.

That' s two of the three, the man and the animal.

If it૷ s near bedtime the animal may want to go to bed
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THE NEW WAY

" tzxactlyl Who does know the self of another man?
Can any man know another man's self till he knows
his own? Long before Shakespeare was heard of. the
wise men said, ‘Man. know thyself!’ and that is what
I think Shakespeare was getting at when he said. ‘ To
thine own self be true.‘ "

" But if a man acts according to his nature he is true
to himself, ain't he?"

“ lie is true to his pr¢'.n'nt nature perhaps. but is he
true to liinisclfi’ "

"Why what is the difference?"
“Look here; you spoke of a man himself and his

nature: and it seems to me you made a distinction be-
tween them; you seemed to think a man could act ac-

cording to his nature or not, as he chose. Is that right?"
“ Well, maybe I did. A man can act contrary to his

natural inclination, I suppose, if he is minded to."
“And how could he do that if be him-

self was his nature? Now if the real
man himself has a lot of natural inelina~
tions. am] can act either according to
them. or according to his own ideas of
what is right for him to do, then he
must be bigger in himself than those in-
clinations. which you say are natural to
him. and also other than they."

" You can't separate a man from his
own nature."

“ You seemed to do it when you spoke
of his acting according to his nature.
You seemed to feel that a man has a
nature but :1: himself. A man has a body
but he is himself, and can make his body
do what he wants to do; he can teach
it things and train it to obey his will,
or he can let it have its own way and
go to wreck and ruin for want of proper control; you
know that. In the same way a man has a character.
or nature, or set of inclinations. If he is true to this
nature. and it is a bad one. he will act badly and so
allow it to become worse. But true to himscI_t'—that
is quite another matter. The nature changes, with years.
often with surroundings. with the contagious examples
of others, and so on; more than all. according to whether
the will is used or not upon it. restraining and correct-
ing it. or letting it run wild. .-\ man's chief job in life
is just this molding of his own nature.

“ We might even alter Shakespeare at little: ‘To thine
own self make thy nature true; thou canst not then
be false to any man.‘ Those in antiquity who lived by
the injunction, ‘ .\Ian, know thyself.’ knew that the self
within or behind the nature was divine, and that a man

was only truly a man. something splendid and divine.
when he had got this knowledge. When the wise men
of the old (lays used that phrase they implied that the
ordinary man does not know himself. They considered

L-..;2tE.'cr. a; ,~ C,Ot ‘.9818
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that there was nothing else so important for a man to
know. But if a man's self was just nothing more than
his natural inclinations he could have no need for the
saying to be urged upon him."

"And how is a man to know himself then?"
ll].y watching his inclinations come and go, and by

watching and using his power to dismiss them from his
mind and act otherwise. he will learn more and more

clearly that they are not himself. Then he will ask
himself. Who am I that has this power? In that ques-
tion is the first step. \Vhen he begins to take that
step he will he beginning to find that he himself is somc-~

thing greater and finer than he ever suspected before.
In the silence when he is alone. and in the bustle of the
day's activities. he can be going on with his search. And
all the time. if he is sincere and constant. he will have
the help of the greater Self beyond. Thus he will get

more and more confidence in his power
to control and alter his nature. And as
he goes on he will find the real Self in
him getting bigger and stronger and hi~
inclinations and lower nature weaker.
Then his mind will get clearer; even
his eyes will look brighter; aml other
men will come to respect him and ask
his help and counsel.

" Oh. you ask how far does this game
go? \Vell. my son, I say to that. Ask me
another! I don't know anyone trying it
who has seen the limit of it." R. .\l.

J
The Three of UsMAN hasn't really learnt how to

live till he knows that there are
three of him. that is to say him-

self and two others. Dogs may be one;
angels perhaps are one; but man is three. You might
say he was egg—shaped. one center in the middle and
two other centers. one near each pole. He does three
kinds of thinking. all going on at the same time.

Say he '5 doing some ordinary thinking.perhaps \vork~
ing at some invention. Its Thanksgiving Day. we'll sup-
pose. Suddenly. in the midst of his thinking about
wheels and springs. a picture of the coming dinner COfl1L‘,~
right up across the face of his mind. lie never called
it up. was in the thick of his invention; it came nf
itself. It doesn't stay. But after it's gone a kind nf
satisfied feeling remains somewhere about him. Some»
tlriug in him shot up that picture into his brain. Anti
after it's gone that something somewhere in the interior
of him goes on thinking about the dinner and purring
to itself about what's coming. Ile can hear the purring.
so tn speak, though he does not let himself think what
it's about.

That's two of the three. the man and the aninm:
If it's near bedtime the animal may want to go to bed

CIIl:;:n ‘-.l tl':I‘1
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while the man wants to go on thinking over the in-

vention. The animal keeps whispering, ૺI want to go

to bed,ૻ  while the man keeps saying, ૺI must get this

ዾ x ed.ૻ

The man may let himself drop into the animal. H e

may drop down altogether into the thought of dinner,

leaving his invention, and spend ten minutes in the

contemplation of turkey and cranberry sauce. The ani-

mal has got him. A nd if he gives it its full swing

he and it together will, if they can, get up and go out

then and there to a restaurant. The invention can then

take care of itself. The animal takes no interest in that

sort of thing. Its proper business is to look after the

body. It lets the man know when the body needs some-

thing. B ut if it is allowed to boss, it will also let the

man know when it merely wants something;  and in

that case it will be wanting something all the time and

may make the man its slave.

B ut who is the third fellow, the top pole of the egg?

ૺ" hen the man wants to laze away from his duty and

enj oy himself with his animal, he can feel the pressure

of this upper companion. It knows that the duty is the

proper path, the one that leads to strength and in the

longer run to happiness that will be permanent. To fol-

low the animal leads to weakness, to a temporary happi-

ness that will but lead very soon to painful demands

for more of the same when perhaps more cannot be got,

and in the end to entire loss of happiness. If the man

persists in his duty when there was a chance to evade,

he can feel the steady approval and overshadowing

companionship of that third thing, the overman.

Just as it is possible to get absorbed into the animal

and thus be ruined as a man, so it is possible to get

absorbed into the૲ angel?  god?  what word can we

useP૲ and so become consciously immortal while still

on earth.

L et us always try to feel ourselves as three. L et us

boss the animal and let ourselves be guided by the god.

E ver read L ytton૷ s 20110111?  The upper man is the

A ugoides or A donai of that story. S TUDE N T

3

A  S ermon in the Y ard

DO N ૷ T make a pretense, of course, to pronounce

about all misfortunes. B ut in all that have ever hap૲

pened to me I was able, by careful inspection, to

ዾ nd a compensation.

ૺB y careful inspection,ૻ  I said. It has to be looked

for. N ot that it isn૷ t in plain view;  but we get so

busy looking at the misfortune, the unpleasant, that we

can૷ t see anything else.

I would have every fellow look at his own case, not

the case of any other man. Y ou can૷ t size up another

man૷ s misfortune. The size of it depends on him, not

on it. S omething that would be crushing to you, may

be q uite a triዿ e to him. A ttend to your own business.

I say you૷ ll ዾ nd compensation.

H ow are you going to ዾ nd it?  Drop the hardship,

the misfortune, the unpleasantness, clear out of your

thoughts for ten minutes, and then search, look. S ee if

there isn૷ t some uncalled for, unwarranted pleasantness

ex actly corresponding to the unpleasantness. If you૷ ve

been deprived of something you think you have a right

to, on the other hand hasn' t something over and above,

somehow, come to you?  A nd isn૷ t that something, if

you look sq uarely at it, at least eq ual to the other?

Try this game honestly for the ten minutes and see

what you get. A  confusion sometimes arises this way:

that the misfortune seems to come right at you, aiming

true, whilst the compensation has a casual look as if

it j ust happened your way and might j ust as casually

q uit the nex t moment. '

That' s an illusion. O ne belongs to you j ust as ex ૲

actly as the other.

A nother confusion is in this: that the compensation

may come later and at an unex pected moment. W hen

it does come, the man is likely to forget to balance it

against his bad time. H e goes on looking at that, not

noticing that this is the balancing and compensation of it.

N ow I look upon this as a law in the very make-up

of things, and I don૷ t believe that death puts a stop on

this law. If there૷ s any uncompensated thing still on

a man૷ s book when death catches him, the compensa-

tion૷ s sure for him j ust the same.

B ut I want to go further. I say there૷ s two com-

pensations. B eside the one that anybody can understand,

there૷ s a beneዾ t that comes directly in the misfortune

itself, though the amount of this depends on the man.

Misfortune૷ s a bitter tonic to a man૷ s will, power of

endurance, and character in general. If it has small ef-

fect that૷ s the man૷ s own fault.

S ounds a bit heartless, all this?  S ounds as if I was

taking no account of some poor fellow whose ever-

coming misfortunes seem overwhelming and crushing?

Maybe it does. God forbid I should under-reckon

anybody' s pain and trouble. I don૷ t believe I do. It' s

a man with the possibilities of strength in him that gets

strong doses. There૷ s big work waiting for him, either

here or the other side of here. O ne who could look

behind the scenes would know it. A nd his spiritual

nerves are being tuned tight and sound in preparation.

My little sermon, boys, has got a wrong moral in one

way. If you follow the ዾ rst part of it, you' ll be apt,

when an unpleasant situation drops on you, to be on the

ex pectant and demanding look-out for a corresponding

pleasant one. Don૷ t do that. It' ll come if you' ve earned

it.

B ut the ዾ nest way to look at misfortune is, to up and

ask it: ૺW ell, what can you do for me in the way of

strengthening my character, my will, my power of en-

durance, my sympathy for other fellows in the same case?

In the way of clearing my mind, thinning out my ani-

mal weaknesses and selዾ shness a little?  W hat lessons

can I learn?  W hat can I get out of it? ૻ

Ge
ne

ra
te

d 
fo

r J
oh

n 
Pa

tr
ic

k 
De

ve
ne

y 
(U

ni
ve

rs
ity

 o
f C

hi
ca

go
) o

n 
20

15
-0

1-
07

 2
0:

45
 G

M
T 

 / 
 h

ttp
://

hd
l.h

an
dl

e.
ne

t/2
02

7/
uc

1.
c2

63
57

34
Pu

bl
ic

 D
om

ai
n,

 G
oo

gl
e-

di
gi

tiz
ed

  /
  h

ttp
://

w
w

w
.h

at
hi

tr
us

t.o
rg

/a
cc

es
s_

us
e#

pd
-g

oo
gl

e
THE NEW WAY 5

while the man wants to go on thinking over the in-
vention-. The animal keeps whispering, " I want to go
to bed," while the man keeps saying, “ I must get this
fixet ."

The man may let himself drop into the animal. He
may drop down altogether into the thought of dinner,
leaving his invention, and spend ten minutes in the
contemplation of turkey and cranberry sauce. The ani-
mal has got him. And if he gives it its full swing
he and it together will, if they can, get up and go out
then and there to a restaurant. The invention can then
take care of itself. The animal takes no interest in that
sort of thing. Its proper business is to look after the
body. It lets the man know when the body needs some-

thing. But if it is allowed to boss, it will also let the
man know when it merely wants something; and in
that case it will be wanting something all the time and
may make the man its slave.

But who is the third fellow, the top pole of the egg?
When the man wants to laze away from his duty and
enjoy himself with his animal, he can feel the pressure
of this upper companion. It knows that the duty is the
proper path, the one that leads to strength and in the
longer run to happiness that will be permanent. To fol-
low the animal leads to weakness, to a temporary happi-
ness that will but lead very soon to painful demands
for more of the same when perhaps more cannot be got,
and in the end to entire loss of happiness. If the man
persists in his duty when there was a chance to evade,
he can feel the steady approval and overshadowing
companionship of that third thing, the overman.

Just as it is possible to get absorbed into the animal
and thus be ruined as a man, so it is possible to get
absorbed into the—angel? god? what word can we
use?—and so become consciously immortal while still
on earth.

Let us always try to feel ourselves as three. Let us
boss the animal and let ourselves be guided by the god.

Ever read Lytton's Zanoni? The upper man is the
Augoides or Adonai of that story. STUDENT

J
A Sermon in the Yard

DON‘T make a pretense, of course, to pronounce
about all misfortunes. But in all that have ever hap-
pened to me I was able, by careful inspection, to

find a compensation.
" By careful inspection," I said. It has to be looked

for. Not that it isn't in plain view; but we get so
busy looking at the misfortune, the unpleasant, that we
can't see anything else.

I would have every fellow look at his own case, not
the case of any other man. You can't size up another
man's misfortune. The size of it depends on him, not
on it. Something that would be crushing to you, may
be quite a trifle to him. Attend to your own business.
I say you'll find compensation.
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How are you going to find it? Drop the hardship,
the misfortune, the unpleasantness, clear out of your
thoughts for ten minutes, and then search, look. See if
there isn't son1e uncalled for, unwarranted pleasantness
exactly corresponding to the unpleasantness. If you've
been deprived of something you think you have a right
to, on the other hand hasn't something over and above,
somehow, come to you? And isn't that something, if
you look squarely at it, at least equal to the other?

Try this game honestly for the ten minutes and see
what you get. A confusion sometimes arises this way:
that the misfortune seems to come right at you, aiming
true, whilst the compensation has a casual look as if
it just happened your way and might just as casually
quit the next moment.

_That's an illusion. One belongs to you just as ex-

actly as the other.
Another confusion is in this: that the compensation

may come later and at an unexpected moment. When
it does come, the man is likely to forget to balance it
against his bad time. He goes on looking at that, not
noticing that this is the balancing and compensation of it.

Now I look upon this as a law in the very make-up
of things, and I don't believe that death puts a stop on
this law. If there's any uncompensated thing still on
a man's book when death catches him, the compensa-
tion's sure for him just the same.

But I want to go further. I say there's two com-
pensations. Beside the one that anybody can understand,
there's a benefit that comes directly in the misfortune
itself, though the amount of this depends on the man.
Misfortune’s a bitter tonic to a man's will, power of
endurance, and character in general. If it has small ef-
fect that's the man's own fault.

‘Sounds a bit heartless, all this? Sounds as if I was
taking no account of some poor fellow whose ever-
coming misfortunes seem overwhelming and crushing?

Maybe it does. God forbid I should under-reckon
anybody's pain and trouble. I don't believe I do. It's
a man with the possibilitiesof strength in him that gets
strong doses. There's big work waiting for him, either
here or the other side of here. One who could look
behind the scenes would know it. And his spiritual
nerves are being tuned tight and sound in preparation.

My little sermon, boys, has got a wrong moral in one

way. If you follow the first part of it, you'll be apt.
when an unpleasant situation drops on you, to be on the
expectant and demanding look-out for a corresponding
pleasant one. Don't do that. It'll come if you've earned
it.

But the finest way to look at misfortune is. to up and
ask it: “ Well, what can you do for me in the way of
strengthening my character, my will, my power of en-
durance, my sympathy for other fellows in the same case?
In the way of clearing my mind, thinning out my ani-
mal weaknesses and selfishness a little? \—Vhat lessons
can I learn? What can I get out of it?"
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That' s the right q uestion. T hat' s the best compensa-

tion. The other will take care of itself.

ૺDifዾ culties,ૻ  said the old Greek philosopher E pic૲

tetus, ૺ are things that show what men are.ૻ  The man

or woman discouraged by difዾ culties is shown up. there,

as lacking in character. B ut those who meet difficulties

with a smile, and treat failure as an incident along the

way, are revealed as conq uerors, wherever they are

found.

B oys, my study of my own life, and, as far as I could,

the lives of others, has made me sure that there૷ s a

watching Power, our own H igher N ature, that looks

after 11' s and never lets up helping us according to our

need and strength. I got that belief straight out of the

study of the workings of things, and it' s spoken of in

every religion that was ever given to man by the great

Teachers of the past. They knew, and we can know.

R E PO R TE R

.s

Man as a F ighter

O W  is it that from the time we were boys, the

H  story of a good ዾ ght could always hold our at-

tention?  S ome ex cellent people shake their heads

over this warlike tendency and talk about ૺhuman de-

pravity " ;  but I think that we are warranted in taking

a more hopeful view. There are manifestly two separ૲

ate beings in each man, the higher nature and its animal

counterpart, pulling in opposite directions. Deep down

inside we realize that the great business of our lives is to

take sides with the imprisoned god and help him to

regain his freedom and to rule the animal with which

he is so strangely linked. W e are born all ready eq uipped

with what we may call ૺ the ዾ ghting q uality,"  the prop-

er use of which is to be placed at the service of O ur

nobler self in its great task of subduing the lower

passions and guiding us on to the path of real greatness.

A ny story of a conዿ ict appeals to the ዾ ghting q uality

within our nature;  and any narrative of how deter-

mined will and dauntless courage overcame opposing

forces, brings tidings of hope to the struggling soul

within each of us and seems to prophesy his triumph in

the end. H appy the man who daily tries to be the

master of his lower'  nature. W ith a continual effort

that no failures can discourage, he must succeed some

day and his whole career, in spite of occasional defeats.

is a glorious campaign with certain victory to crown him

in the end. B ut those who shirk the conዿ ict;  do they

enj oy an easy time?  B y no means. The warrior spirit

will ex press itself somehow and those who put off the

struggle ዾ nd themselves drawn into all kinds of conዿ ict

with their fellowmen, from heated arguments about no-

thing down to actual ዾ sticuዾ ૶s.

H ow much better to take up the ዾ ght at once rather

than to go skulking through life like a coward!  W hy

not put the warrior spirit to its proper use instead of

letting it drag us into ignoble q uarrels!

S oldiers born for conዿ ict, our lives must of necessity

be one continual ዾ ght. S o let us j oin the ranks of those

who ዾ ght for Peace, Progress, and B rotherhood. begin-

ning our ዾ ght within our own natures. P. L .

J

The L ost A rt of W arfare

A N  is a ዾ ghter, in his inmost nature he is a

M warrior, and therefore it is that I say, war there

must be to the end of time;  but we can choose

whether it shall be the warfare of Gods or of demons.

If he will not engage in the battle, not against men but

against evil and in accordance with the L ost A rt of

W arfare, it is evitable that he will engage in human strife

and be party to human slaughter. The very nature of

man compels him to engage. H e may and does rightly

desire peace, but that peace which is the only true peace.

resplendent and Godlike, can be won in no other way

save by knowledge of the L ost A rt of W arfare, and be

maintained in no other way save by continuous warfare.

W hen this is acknowledged, when this is practised,

when man has conq uered the kingdom of himself as

he is bound to do, he shall achieve his destiny, he shall

take his place among the high Gods;  in his heart he shall

ዾ nd Gladness, Joy, and E verlasting Peace. 1. H . F .

J!

F O L L O W IN G is a letter from a condemned prisoner in

S an Q uentin Prison and K atherine Tingley૷ s reply there-

to. R ealizing the seriousness of his mistake and trying

to lay the foundations of a new character in the shadows

that surround him, young F ariss has also been doing

his best to deter others from the path on which he has

slipped. May his warning be taken. E D.

S an Q uentin, Cal., A pril 9 , 19 14.

K atherine T ingley.

Dear Madam :

Y our kind and instructive letter received today, and it

is hard to ዾ nd words with which to ex press myself to

one who is carrying on such a great work, which will

in time create a Universal B rotherhood.

I have read a great number of the books in the library

here and also some of the books you publish, from which

I derive a great deal of consolation and enlightenment.

I get a glimpse of the great work you are doing for the

com' mg generation.

If there are any q uestions you would like to ask me.

I would be glad to assist you in any way possible.

W ill close, thanking you for your kind letter, the in-

structions in which I will try to carry out to the be< t

of my ability.

S incerely yours,

(S igned) R alph F ariss.
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6 THE

That's the right question. That's the best compensa-
tion. The other will take care of itself.

“Difficulties,” said the old Greek philosopher Epic-
tetus, “ are things that show what men are.” The man

or woman discouraged by difficulties is shown up. there.
as lacking in character. But those who meet difficulties
with a smile, and treat failure as an incident along the
way, are revealed as conquerors, wherever they are
found.

3oys, my study of my o\vn life, and, as far as I could,
the lives of others, has made me sure that there's a

watching Power, our o\vn Higher Nature, that looks
after us and never lets up helping us according to our

need and strength. I got that belief straight out of the
study of the workings of things, and it's spoken of in
every religion that was ever given to man by the great
Teachers of the past. They knew, and we can know.

REPORTER
.1!

Man as a Fighter
OW’ is it that from the time we were boys, theH story of a good fight could always hold our at-
tention? Some excellent people shake their heads

over this warlike tendency and talk about “human de-
pravity "; but I think that we are warranted in taking
a more hopeful view. There are manifestly two separ-
ate beings in each man, the higher nature and its animal
counterpart, pulling in opposite directions. Deep down
inside we realize that the great business of our lives is to
take sides with the imprisoned god and help him to
regain his freedom and to rule the animal with which
he is so strangely linked. VVe are born all ready equipped
with what we may call "the fighting quality,” the prop-
er use of which is to be placed at the service of our
nobler self in its great task of subduing the lower
passions and guiding us on to the path of real greatness.
Any story of a conflict appeals to the fighting quality
within our nature; and any narrative of how deter-
mined will and dauntless courage overcame opposing
forces, brings tidings of hope to the struggling soul
within each of us and seems to prophesy his triumph in
the end. Ilappy the man who daily tries to be the
master of his lower nature. \Vith a continual effort
that no failures can discourage, he must succeed some

day and his whole career, in spite of occasional defeats.
is a glorious campaign with certain victory to crown him
in the end. But those who shirk the conflict; do they
enjoy an easy time? By no means. The warrior spirit
will express itself somehow and those who put off the
struggle find themselves drawn into all kinds of conflict
tvitlz their fcllowmcn, from heated arguments about no-

thing do\vn to actual fisticufis.
How much better to take up the fight at once rather

than to go sknlking through life like a coward! \\'h_v
not put the warrior spirit to its proper use instead of
letting it drag us into ignoble quarrels!

» Go git

NEW WAY

Soldiers born for conflict. our lives must of necessity
be one continual fight. So let us join the ranks of thu~«.-
who fight for Peace, Progress, and Brotherhood. begin-
ning our fight within our own natures. I’. L.

J

The Lost Art of Warfare
.»\N is a fighter, in his inmost nature he is aM warrior, and therefore it is that I say, war there
must be to the end of time; but we can choose

whether it shall be the warfare of Gods or of demons.
If he will not engage in the battle, not against men but
against ez'il and in accordance with the Lost Art of
VVarfare, it is evitable that he will engage in human strife
and be party to human slaughter. The very nature of
man compels him to engage. He may and does rightly
desire peace, but that peace which is the only true peace.
resplendent and Godlike, can be won in no other way
save by knowledge of the Lost Art of VVarfare, and be
maintained in no other way save by continuous warfare.

When this is acknowledged, when this is practised.
when man has conquered the kingdom of himself as

he is bound to do, he shall achieve his destiny, he shall
take his place among the high Gods; in his heart he shall
find Gladness, Joy, and Everlasting Peace. H. l7.

.33

FOLLOWING is a letter from a condemned prisoner in
San Quentin Prison and Katherine 'l‘ingley's reply there-
to. Realizing the seriousness of his mistake and trying
to lay the foundations of a new character in the shadows
that surround him, young Fariss has also been doing
his best to deter others from the path on which he has
slipped. May his warning be taken. ED.

San Quentin, Cal., April 9, 1914.
Katherine 'l‘ingley.
Dear Madam :

Your kind and instructive letter received today, and it
is hard to find words with which to express myself to
one who is carrying on such a great work, which will
in time create a Universal Brotherhood.

I have read a great number of the books in the library
here and also some of the books you publish, from which
I derive a great deal of consolation and enlightenment.
I get a glimpse of the great work you are doing for the
coming generation.

If there are any questions you would like to ask me.
I would be glad to assist you in any way possible.

\-Vill (‘lUSC, thanking you for your kind letter, the in~
structions in which I will try to carry out to the best
of my ability.

Sincerely yours,
(Signed) Ralph Fariss.
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Point L orna, California, A pril 15, 19 14

R alph F ariss,

%  The W arden,

S tate Penitentiary, S an Q uentin, California.

Y our letter of A pril the ninth does ex press a disposi-

tion to look at life in a new way;  and if you are sin૲

cerely endeavoring to do as you say, you certainly have

taken a step forward which will not only tell for this

life, but for _all time. There must be a beginning, and

no man can strengthen his character and build for bet-

ter things until he acq uires the power of clearing per-

sonal desires from his mind and prepares himself for

new efforts in self-control.

F ariss, that is where you failed in your boyhood. I

can see by the story that you have published, that from

your childhood, it was a ૺgo-as-you-pleaseૻ  life૲ dc-

sire ruling૲ sclዾ sh desire ruling;  you thought you

could do as you pleased with impunity. It is the same

with many boys who have had within themselves at

one time the ability to be good men and good citizens.

B ut they lost their way through their own carelessness

and then became self-hypnotized with their own schemes

of wrong-doing.

S oon the moral light grows dim, and after a while

the wrongdoer ዾ nds himself on a path O f disintegration,

' the downward path. I do not say this tO  you tO  con-

demn you in any way. I know that you are now facing

realities and not illusions;  that you are beginning to

grasp the meaning of the words: ૺA s ye sow, so must

ye also reapૻ ;  that you do suffer and have suffered;

and I hope that it may come into the hearts of those

who have the power to prevent your ex ecution, to act

in such a brotherly way that you may be inspired to make

the rest of your life of real usefulness to your fellows.

Y ou cannot take hold of any endeavor half-heartedly,

and ex pect to succeed. It must be done with the in-

tensity of one૷ s whole nature. I have suffered as much

as any mother could have suffered over the ex ecution

of her own sons, during these last awful ordeals at S an

Q uentin. I worked very hard to save poor A llen and

the others;  but my pleadings were in vain.

I did not attempt to condone the offenses of those

who had made mistakes. I was ready to realize how

cruel they were;  but I did want to give those boys

another chance;  and I will work in the same way for

you. B ut, F ariss, should the Common L aw fail you;

and should your hopes not be realized;  and should you

have to face this ordeal, do it like a man, without any

efforts to be recognized as a martyr. A nd I pray that

you will stick to your colors!  If you have found that

my teachings have sustained you all through this ordeal

and helped you to desire to make of yourself a better

man, then hold to them. A nd if the worst should come

to the worst, you can call on Mr. S  and he will

be with you at that time. I shall write him and tell

him, and I believe that the W arden will carry out your

wishes, if you are determined, and do not let other in-

ዿ uences sweep in and affect you at the last moment.

DO  not let fear of what is to happen to you here૲

after come into your heart. Just simply meet each

hour with courage;  and if your heart is true, then your

soul must be strengthened;  and in the nex t life you will

gravitate to such conditions as will give you another

chance.

I think that your published letters in part are very

helpful to the young. They will set them to thinking.

and make such as are going on the downward path

falter. Put your whole heart into this work and say

only that which you believe and know. Carry the spirit

of truthfulness in all you do.

If I were in S an Q uentin, I would ask to see you.

My sympathies go out to your poor mother and father.

F ariss, make up to them in every possible way૲ all

that you can;  and let them gain the same courage that

I ex pect you will have, if all fails you on this plane.

W ith best wishes for your real happiness. F ariss, I re-

main,

Y our friend,

(S igned) K atherine Tingley.

J!

Courage

(The following verses were received from

a prisoner in S outh Dakota Penitentiary.)

W . P .C.

H !  W ho will sing us a prison song,

A  fearless song and a welcome song.

A  song of unbounded cheerfulness

F or each day that endures so long?

F or who, with a bar of courageous song,

O f working song or of playing song.

O f song to drive out the dismalness,

\Vere not helped on his way along!

S o who will sing us this peerless song૲ -

The song of all songs to be passed along૲

The song to invoke in us hopefulness

A nd the one to help weak grow strong?

6'

A  poor man served by thee shall make thee rich;

A  sick man helped by thee shall make thee strong;

Thou shalt be served thyself by every sense

O f service which thou rendercst.૲ Mr.r. B rowning

8

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N ew W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E w W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N E w W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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THE

l‘oint Lorna, California. .\pril 15. 1914

Ralph Fariss,
‘V9 The \\"arden,

State Penitentiary, San Quentin, California.

Your letter of April the ninth does express a disposi-
tion to look at life in a new way; and if you are sin-
cerely endeavoring to do as you say, you certainly have
taken a step forward which will not only tell for this
life, but for all time. There must be a beginning, and
no man can strengthen his character and build for bet-
ter things until he acquires the power of clearing per-
sonal desires from his mind and prepares himself for
new efforts in self-control.

Fariss, that is where you failed in your boyhood. I
can see by the story that you have published, that from
your childhood, it was a “go—as—you-please " life—de-
sire ruling——s¢‘lfi.rh desire ruling; you thought you
could do as you pleased with impunity. It is the same
with many boys who have had within themselves at
one time the ability to be good men and good citizens.
But they lost their way through their own carelessness
and then became self-hypnotized with their own schemes
of wrong-doing.

Soon the moral light grows dim, and after a while
the wrongdoer finds himself on a path of disintegration,
the downward path. I do not say this to you to con-
demn you in any way. I know that you are now facing
realities and not illusions; that you are beginning to
grasp the meaning of the words: “As ye sow, so must
_ve also reap”; that you do sufier and have suffered;
and I hope that it may come into the hearts of those
who have the power to prevent your execution, to act
in such a brotherlyway that you may be inspired to make
the rest of your life of real usefulness to your fellows.

You cannot take hold of any endeavor half-heartedly,
and expect to succeed. It must be done with the in-
tensity of one’s whole nature. I have suffered as much
as any mother could have suffered over the execution
of her own sons, during these last awful ordeals at San
Quentin. I worked very hard to save poor Allen and
the others; but my pleadings were in vain.

I did not attempt to condone the offenses of those
who had made mistakes. I was ready to realize how
cruel they were; but I did want to give those boys
another chance; and I will work in the same way for
you. But. Fariss. should the Common Law fail you:
and should your hopes not be realized; and should you
have to face this ordeal, do it like a man. without any
efforts to be recognized as a martyr. And I pray that
you will stick to your colors! If you have found that
my teachings have sustained you all through this ordeal
and helped you to desire to make of yourself a better
man, then hold to them. And if the worst should come

to the worst. you can call on Mr. S and he will
be with you at that time. I shall write him and tell

4
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him, and I believe that the \‘Varden will carry out your
wishes, if you are determined, and do not let other in-
fluences sweep in and affect you at the last moment.

Do not let fear of what is to happen to you here-
after come into your heart. Just simply meet each
hour with courage; and if your heart is true. then your
soul must be strengthened; and in the next life you will
gravitate to such conditions as will give you another
chance.

I think that your published letters in part are very
helpful to the young. They will set them to thinking.
and make such as are going on the downward path
falter. Put your whole heart into this work and say
only that which you believe and know. Carry the spirit
of truthfulness in all you do.

If I were in San Quentin, I would ask to see you.
l\'l_v sympathies go out to your poor mother and father.
Fariss. make up to them in every possible way—all
that you can; and let them gain the same courage that
I expect you will have, if all fails you on this plane.

\\’ithbest wishes for your real happiness. Fariss. I re-
main.

Your friend.
(Signed) Katherine Tingley.

.93

Courage
(The following verses were received from
a prisoner in South Dakota Penitentiary.)

W. P .C.
H! \Vbo will sing us a prison song.
A tearless song and a welcome song.

A song of unbounded eheerfulness
For each day that endures so long?
For who, with a bar of courageous song,
Of working song or of playing song.

Of song to drive out the dismalness,
\\’ere not helped on his way along!
So who will sing us this peerless song—
The song of all songs to be passed along—

The song to invoke in us hopefulness
;‘\nd the one to help weak grow strong?

.53

A poor man served b_v thee shall make thee rich:
A sick man helped by thee shall make thee strong;

Thou shalt be served thyself b_v every sense
Of service which thou remler<‘st.—.lIrs. Brnttming

I

IN ADDITION to the purpose for which Tm-: New WM’ was
established. \'iz.. for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons. many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose: but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to THE
NEW WM’, and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE New WAY, Point Loma, California.
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TH E N  press this watchword to thy throbbing heart,

ૻ  I can, I will! ૻ  therein thy power lies

To make thy enemy thine advocate.

TH E R E ૷ S  no impossibility to thee,

Thou hast the power to conq uer every foe.

N 0, when the ዾ ght begins within himself,

A  man ૷ 5 worth something. God stoops o' er his head,

S atan looks up between his feet૲ both tug૲ -

H e૷ s left, himself, in the middle: the soul awakes

A nd grows. Prolong that battle through his life!

N ever leave growing till the life to come૲ B rowning

N o work begun shall ever pause for death. ૲ B r02ening

DE A TH  is the summing up of this life૷ s meaning૲

stored strength for new adventure૲ Prof. H enry Jones

N E VE R  go back. A nything that is right to do which

you have once attempted, carry forward with all your

strength. Determination is omnipotent. K eep trying,

and victory is sure. Y our will is of the same stuff as

the will that upholds the world.

A  man

W ho never turned his back, but marched breast forward;

N ever doubted clouds would break;

N ever dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong

would triumph;

H eld, we fall to rise, are bafዿ ed to ዾ ght better,

S leep to wake૲ B rowning

\૶VH A ૷ I' E VE R  difዾ culties and troubles you may have had

during the day, wipe them out of your mind before

you sleep. It is then that we can most easily learn our

own duality and feel the presence and encouragement

of the higher self. The habit makes each nex t day go

better, and in time develops a will and eq uanimity which

nothing can shake.

' l૶lilé R l-i' s a whole day tomorrow that ૷ aint been

teched.-૲ -O ld S outhern S aying

ૺ TO DA Y  is the tomorrow we worried about yesterday,

and it never happened.ૻ

A  MA N  has not done his duty until he has done

his best.

E VE R Y  man who lives, and who has a personality,

has something to do with many men whom he has never

seen, whom he will never see. Messengers go from him,

as carrier pigeons go from a ship. H e may live alone.

as a ship is alone in mid-ocean, but the messengers are

winged. and their wings are strong. They fly high and

they ዿ y far, and wherever they pause and rest, that

man has left a mark, has stamped himself, has uttered

himself, has planted a seed of his will.૲ R ul> crt [ lichens

in F lames_

H eard This?

A  Y O UN G Vermont farmer needed a set of false teeth.

H e wrote to a dentist in a neighboring town as follows:

ૺ My mouth is three inches across, ዾ ve-eighths inches

threw the j aw. S ome hummocky on the edge. S haped

like a hoss shew, toe forward. If you want me to be

more particlar, I shall have to come thar.ૻ

MacB ull૲ ૺI shall be a gay grass widower for the

nex t two months૲ wife૷ s gone for a holiday to the

W est Indies.ૻ  O ' B ear૲ ૺ Jamaica? ૻ  Ma' cB ull૲ " X o.

it was her own idea."

H E  was a young minister and it was his ዾ rst ex ૲

tempore prayer. H e began: ૺParadox ical as it may

seem to Thee, O  L ord ૻ  It didn૷ t sound right.

somehow, so he tried again: ૺ O  L ord, as Thou hast

doubtless seen by this morning૷ s paper ૻ

A W A Y  back,૶when herds of buffalo grazed along the

foothills of the W estern mountains, two hardy prospec-

tors fell in with a bull bison that seemed to have been

separated from his kind and run amuck. O ne of the

prospectors took to the branches of a tree and the other

dived into a cave. The buffalo bellowed at the en-

trance to the cavern and then turned toward the tree.

O ut came the man from the cave, and the buffalo tO O k

after him again. The man made another dive for the

hole. A fter this had been repeated several times. the

man in the tree called to his comrade, who was trembling

at the mouth of the cavern:

ૺS tay in the cave, you idiot!  ૻ

ૺ Y ou don' t know nothing about this hole,ૻ  bawled the

other. ૺThere૷ s a bear in it! ૻ

DO W N  S outh a man was driving in the country in

search of one ૺ B ill Jones.ૻ  H e met an old negro, and

stopped to make inq uiries.

W ith an air of importance the negro answered:

ૺ\Vell, boss, dey are two B ill Jones around heah.

N ow, suh, if hit૷ s dat B ill Jones what wuks up to Mistah

S miff૷ s fahm, I don૷ t know whah he is. B ut if you

wants to know whah dat B ill Jones is what wuks up to

Mistah S miff' s ofዾ ce, why, I don૷ t know whah he is also."

TH E  young evangelist was relieving himself of mo-

mentous thoughts.

ૺThe B eing that ዾ lled with surging seas the vast

caverns of the oceans also holds in aerial suspense the

aggregations of tiny drops that give to each wondering

eye the marvelous spectacle of a separate rainbow. The

O mnipotence that made me made a daisy."

A  W E S TE R N  bookseller wrote to a Chicago house ask-

ing that a dozen copies of F arrar' s S eekers after God

be shipped to him at once. H e got this answer by wire:

ૺ N 0 seekers after God in Chicago or N ew Y ork. Try

Philadelphia.ૻ
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8 THE

New Way Notebook
Tn1«‘.x press this watchword to thy throbbingheart,

“ I am, I will!” therein thy power lies
To make thy enemy thine advocate.

THERE'S no impossibility to thee,
Thou hast the power to conquer every foe.

No, when the fight begins within himself,
A man ’s worth something. God stoops o'er his head,
Satan looks up between his feet—b0th tug—
I-Ie’s left, himself, in the middle: the soul awakes
And grows. Prolong that battle through his life!
Never leave growing till the life to con1e.——Br0':em'u_q
No work begun shall ever pause for death. —— Br'0t\"I1iIlq

DEATH is the summing up of this life’s meaning—
stored strength for new adventure. —Prof. Henry Jam’:

NEVER go back. Anything that is right to do which
you have once attempted, carry forward with all your
strength. Determination is onmipotent. Keep trying,
and victory is sure. Your will is of the same stufi as

the will that upholds the world.

A man
\-Vho never turned his back, but marched breast forward;
Never doubted clouds would break;
Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong

would triumph;
l-leld, we fall to rise. are baffled to fight better,

Sleep to wake.—Browm'ng
\Vu.-\'rl5vER difiiculties and troubles you may have had

during the day, wipe them out of your mind before
you sleep. It is then that we can most easily learn our

own duality and feel the presence and encouragement
of the higher self. The habit makes each next day go
better, and in time develops a will and equanimity which
nothing can shake.

’l‘|1I*.RI-:'s a whole day tomorrow that ’aint been
teched.—Old Southern S(I_\'ing

“ To1>.\v is the tomorrow \ve worried about yesterday.
and it never happened.”

A MAN has not done his duty until he has done
his best.

EVERY man who lives, and who has a personality,
has something to do with many men whom he has never

seen, whom he will never see. Messengers go from him,
as carrier pigeons go from a ship. He may live alone.
as a ship is alone in mid-ocean. but the messengers are

winged. and their wings are strong. They fly high and
they fly far, and wherever they pause and rest, that
man has left a mark, has stamped himself. has uttered
liimself, has planted a seed of his will.-—IrnIu'rt lliclmzs
in Flames

I >}L~‘“‘
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Heard This?
A vovxr. Vermont farmer needed a_ set of false teeth.

He wrote to a dentist in a neighboring town as follows:
“ My mouth is three inches across, five—eighths inches

threw the jaw. Some hummocky on the edge. Shaped
like a hoss shew, toe forward. If you want me to be
more particlar. I shall have to come thar.”

MacBull—“l shall be a gay grass widower for the
next two months—wife's gone for a holiday to the
\\'est Indies.“ OT’-ear—“ Jamaica?" Ma'cP»ull—“_\'n.
it was her own idea.”

HE was a young minister and it was his first ex«

tempore prayer. He began: “Paradoxical as it ma_v
seem to Thee, O Lord ” It didn’t sound right.
somehow, so he tried again: ‘'0 Lord. as Thou hast
doubtless seen by this moruing’s paper ”

Aw/w back, when herds of buffalo grazed along the
foothills of the VVestern mountains, two hardy prospec~
tors fell in with a bull bison that seemed to have been
separated from his kind and run amuck. One of the
prospectors took to the branches of a tree and the other
dived into a cave. The buffalo bellowed at the en-

trance to the cavern and then turned toward the tree.
Out came the man from the cave, and the bnfialo took
after him again. The man made another dive for the
hole. After this had been repeated several times. the
man in the tree called to his comrade. who was trembling
at the mouth of the cavern:

“ Stay in the cave, you idiot!”
“ You don't know nothing about this hole," bawled the

other. “There ‘s a bear in it!”

DU\N’N South a man was driving in the country in
search of one “ Bill Jones." He met an old negro. and
stopped to make inquiries.

\Vith an air of importance the negro answered:
“\Vell, boss, dey are two P-ill Jones around heah.

N<)\\', suh, if hit's dat Bill Jones what wuks up to Mistal-.
Smifi“s fahm. I don’t know whah he is. But if you
wants to know whah dat Bill Jones is what wuks up to
Mistah Smifl"s ofiice, why, I don't know whah he is also."

Tm: young evangelist was relieving himself of mo-

mentous thoughts.
“The Being that filled with surging seas the vast

caverns of the oceans also holds in aerial suspense the
aggregations of tiny drops that give to each wondering
e_ve the marvelous spectacle of a separate rainbow. The
Omnipotence that made me made a daisy."

A WESTERN bookseller wrote to a Chicago house ask-
ing that a dozen copies of Farrar's Scclcers after (Ilni
be shipped to him at once. lle got this answer by wire:

“ No seekers after God in Chicago or New York. Try
l‘l1ila<.lelphia.”
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The W ill to H ope

E TW ' E E N  two heavy ዿ agstones of a gloomy prison

B  courtyard a hidden acorn had burst its shell and

thrown up to the light a pair of pale green leaዿ ets.

It was a feeble seedling yet, but what promise of tre-

mendous growth it held concealed!

It was a synbol and a lesson, though it did not know

it. F or, hidden over by selዾ shness, suspicion, hatred,

ill-will and misery, in the darkest heart of man there

lies a seed of H ope which. if allowed to. will break

through and become an ever fuller and broader and nobler

life. This H ope-germ lies concealed within us all,

though in the hearts of most it has not sprouted yet.

H ow shall it be made to do so?  It only needs encourage-

ment. \\' e can easily get the habit of conዾ dently ex -

pecting great changes for the better in our own natures,
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in the natures of others, and in social life in general

upon this little planet of ours. F or, by earnest and per-

sistent effort for the right, we shall upbuild a future so

glorious as to surpass our wildest dreams.

S ometimes, as a man hopelessly drags himself through

his work he hears a cheery voice behind him calling

him by name. It is some friend whose ዿ ower of H ope

is bursting into bloom. The friend passes him a kindly

wish: his simple words sound like a chime of bells. H e

ૺ cracks ૻ  a smile:- it seems as though the sun shone

through the clouds after the rain. H e claps him en-

couragingly on the back: he feels as if he had been

given a new dose of life. H e has, for H ope is life, and

true H ope always demands to be handed on for the en૲

couragement of some other who cannot ዾ nd any for

himself. Indeed it cannot grow much in any heart un-

less the sunlight of brotherhood is constantly let in.

A  hopeful person does not try to argue others into a

hopeful frame of mind. A nd q uite freq uently he does

nothing to gratify any particular wish for something you

may have. N o, he does better than that. H e turns up

the lamp of H ope within himself a little higher and

shines it full on your face. H e sounds a note of cheer૲

fulness, and something within you stirs in response.

Y our heart, a moment since a cave of gloomy silence,

has become a fountain of triumphant sound, and men in

places far away are stirred to gladder life because of you.

H ope is eternal. There is always a better ahead of us

to hope for and to draw us on. H umanity alone can

enj oy this stimulus of an eternal H ope. O ur forward

gaze falters and fails as it attempts to pierce the endless

avenues of the great future.

Perhaps the best instructors in the art of H ope are

those who teach because they cannot help it. They

realize with vividness and color the tremendous possi-

bilities of human life, and feel within themselves the

stirring of a power to bring their grand ideals down

to earth. They lift their eyes and look ahead to the su-

perb, advancing future and then, ዾ red with the vision

of the coming glory. they can no more q uench the light

of H ope than they could q uench the rising sun.

L ook around and see how N ature works on every

side. Dull eggs are changed into bright birds that ዾ ll

the air with their song. The creeping worm becomes

a gay and active butterዿ y. O ut of brown dessicated

bulbs break forth the perfumed lilies. Can you not

understand that this same life-ripening F orce ex ists also

in you?  Try to feel it as an actual physical sensation,

a glow in the heart;  and realize that as you yield your-

self to work in harmony with its designs no growth in

your nature is too great for you to hope for.

\Vhy should we not proceed along the way gladdened

and cheered at every step by H ope?  Can a steady per-

severiug habit of endeavor fail of its effect?  O ur weak-

nesses and faults are due to yielding to temptation in the

years gone by;  but if we persistently live in the light

of H ope we leave them behind us on the stream of Time

and new powers and better tendencies take their place,

sure results of our unfaltering will.

H ope is thus a vastly greater thing than mere idle

wish with no substantial base of probability on which

to rest, more than a mere desire to gain some outer

thing or condition. They may pass away again. \Vhat

true H ope wins never passes away. H ope is life itself

looking forward to its own future glories. In outer

N ature it is the E aster thrill and stir;  in us it is the

voice of our diviner S elves. W hy should we not trust-

ineg and conዾ dently let it have its way with us?  P. L .

v!

H ome

H E  homing instinct is strangely enough associated

T with an ideal of happiness even to those whose

homes are hateful. A  man may curse his home,

he may leave it, he may speak bitterly of it, but when

he hears the old song ૺ H ome, sweet H omeૻ  something

stirs in his heart, though it be but rage at the thought

of the happiness he has missed. In the colonies, where

home-sickness comes to be dreaded as a pestilence. the

singing of that song is often forbidden by general con-

sent, because of the longings and yearnings it awakens.

In the home man looks to ዾ nd happiness. W hy?  not

because all homes are happy;  not because the home

he was reared in was happy;  not because he sees happi-

ness in the homes of others;  but because he feels that

it is his right. This ex pectation is as much a part of

his nature as the instinct that urges him to make a home.

W hy is it there?  and why does he so seldom ዾ nd his

hope realized?

It is there because happiness is indeed his right. that

is to say is a part of his true nature. Men, being all of

one family in their inmost nature, try to make homes

for themselves, in imitation of the ideal home of human૲

ity, that they know nothing about in their minds, but

that they feel vaguely in their hearts. In the same

way they feel that real life is pure j oy, and, though

all their ex perience may tell them it is not so in actual

fact, yet there is something in their heart that makes

them ex pect that it will be different in their own case and

that they will ዾ nd happiness in the home they are mak-

ing. A nd so they might if they knew how to live. If

they really knew that all mankind is of one family they

might know how to make a real family life for their

own little family. If they really knew that happiness

was the natural condition of man, they would make it

a rule of life to make others happy and so be happy

themselves. The two go together, and they would know

that too, if they knew the rest: for the family must all

be happy. or none can be really so.

Y ou may set it down as a law that H ome and happi-

ness are natural to man, and if men' s homes are not

happy it is because they do not know how to live ac-

cording to nature' s law. This knowledge is what the

world needs. It has the instinct of right living. but it

has not the knowledge. The vague feelings that lie
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2 THE NEW WAY

in the natures of others, and in social life in general
upon this little planet of ours. For, by earnest and per-
sistent effort for the right, we shall upbuild a future so

glorious as to surpass our wildest dreams.
Sometimes, as a man hopelessly drags himself through

his work he hears a cheery voice behind him calling
him by name. It is some friend whose flower of Hope
is bursting into bloom. The friend passes him a kindly
wish: his simple words sound like a chime of bells. He
“cracks” a smile: it seems as though the sun shone
through the clouds after the rain. He claps him en-

couragingly on the back: he feels as if he had been
given a new dose of life. He has, for Hope is life, and
true Hope always demands to be handed on for the en-

couragement of some other who cannot find any for
himself. Indeed it cannot grow much in any heart un-

less the sunlight of brotherhood is constantly let in.
A hopeful person does not try to argue others into a

hopeful frame of mind. And quite frequently he does
nothing to gratify any particular wish for something you
may have. No, he does better than that. He turns up
the lamp of Hope within himself a little higher and
shines it full on your face. He sounds a note of cheer-
fulness, and something within you stirs in response.
Your heart, a moment since a cave of gloomy silence,
has become a fountain of triumphant sound, and men in
places far away are stirred to gladder life because of you.

Hope is eternal. There is always a better ahead of us

to hope for and to draw us on. Humanity alone can

enjoy this stimulus of an eternal Hope. Our forward
gaze falters and fails as it attempts to pierce the endless
avenues of the great future.

Perhaps the best instructors in the art of Hope are

those who teach because they cannot help it. They
realize with vividness and color the tremendous possi-
bilities of human life, and feel within themselves the
stirring of a power to bring their grand ideals down
to earth. They lift their eyes and look ahead to the su-

perh, advancing future and then, fired with the vision
of the coming glory. they can no more quench the light
of Hope than they could quench the rising sun.

Look around and see how Nature works on every
side. Dull eggs are changed into bright birds that fill
the air with their song. The creeping worm becomes
a gay and active butterfly. Out of brown dessicated
bulbs break forth the perfumed lilies. Can you not
understand that this same life-ripening Force exists also
in you? Try to feel it as an actual physical sensation,
a glow in the heart; and realize that as you yield your-
self to work in harmony with its designs no growth in
your nature is too great for you to hope for.

\\-’hy should we not proceed along the way gladdened
and cheered at every step by Hope? Can a steady per-
severing habit of endeavor fail of its effect? Our weak-
nesses and faults are due to yielding to temptation in the
years gone by: but if we persistently live in the light
of Hope we leave them behind us on the stream of Time

» C0 git

and new powers and better tendencies take their place,
sure results of our unfaltering will.

Hope is thus a vastly greater thing than mere idle
wish with no substantial base of probability on which
to rest, more than a mere desire to gain some outer
thing or condition. They may pass away again. \\'hat
true Hope wins never passes away. Hope is life itself
looking forward to its own future glories. In outer
Nature it is the Easter thrill and stir; in us it is the
voice of our diviner Selves. VVhy should we not trust-
ingly and confidently let it have its way with us? 9. I..

.53
Home

1113 homing instinct is strangely enough associatedT with an ideal of happiness even to those whose
homes are hateful. A man may curse his home.

he may leave it, he may speak bitterly of it. but when
he hears the old song “ Home, sweet Home” something
stirs in his heart, though it be but rage at the thought
of the happiness he has missed. In the colonies, where
home—sickness comes to be dreaded as a pestilence. the
singing of that song is often forbidden by general con-

sent, because of the Iongings and yearnings it awakens.
In the home man looks to find happiness. VVhy? not

because all homes are happy; not because the home
he was reared in was happy; not because he sees happi-
ness in the homes of others; but because he feels that
it is his right. This expectation is as much a part nf
his nature as the instinct that urges him to make a home.
VVh_v is it there? and why does he so seldom find his
hope realized?

It is there because happiness is indeed his right. that
is to say is a part of his true nature. Men, being all of
one family in their inmost nature. try to make homes
for themselves, in imitation of the ideal home of human-
ity, that they know nothing about in their minds, but
that they feel vaguely in their hearts. In the same

way they feel that real life is pure joy, and. though
all their experience may tell them it is not so in actual
fact, yet there is something in their heart that make-
them expect that it will be different in their o\vn case and
that they will find happiness in the home they are mak-
ing. And so they might if they knew how to live. lf
they really knew that all mankind is of one family they
might know ho\v to make a real family life for their
o\vn little family. If they really knew that happiness
was the natural condition of man, they would make it
a rule of life to make others happy and so be happy
themselves. The two go together, and they would know
that too, if they knew the rest: for the family must all
be happy. or none can be really so.

You may set it down as a law that Home and happi-
ness are natural to man, and if men's homes are not
happy it is because they do not know how to live ac-

cording to nature's law. This knowledge is what th:
world needs. It has the instinct of right living. but it
has not the knowledge. The vague feelings that lie
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buried in men૷ s hearts want bringing to birth in their

daily lives. The instinct of home is evidence of the real-

ity of B rotherhood, and B rotherhood must be made a

real power in men૷ s lives before home and happiness

can be more than dreams that are seldom realized even

partially. The knowledge that B rotherhood is a fact

in nature has to be made general by actual demonstra-

tion of its practical reality. W e must make it live, in

order that all may know it is a fact in nature. Then

they will venture to try the ex periment, as some are

trying it already. The idea is in the air, and the truth

is in the depths of all men૷ s hearts: the blossoming of

the buried seed may come more q uickly than we dare

dream possible. It seems as if men felt that it was

time to go home, and some men long for the hour, while

others fear it;  but the hour of home-going must come,

and men must come back to the great home of the

universal family, and ዾ nd their true place in the ranks

of the great universal brotherhood that never dies.

R . M.

0૶

H old O n!

ૺ O \/V one' s feelings change!  S ome days I feel

all ዾ ne and clear;  my mind isn૷ t throwing up

any of its nonsense in front of me;  and it

seems as if I could really get to know something. B ut

tomorrow I૷ m back at the old stand, all mussed up with

the usual worries and fogs. In short I૷ m out of my own

light one day, all in it the nex t. W hat do you say about

it .'  "

ૺ H old on, my boy!  E ver hear of the law of cycles?  ૻ

ૺ W hat' s that? ૻ

ૺ There' s time૲ cycles and mind-cycles. Morning after

morning, Monday after Monday, Christmas Day after

Christmas Day, and so on. That૷ s time cycles.

ૺ O ne day you feel like you were saying, all on top

of things. A nother day you are down in the valley and

the shadows. A  week or two after comes the ዾ ne feeling

again and after that again the shadows. That૷ s mind-

cycles. It seems to me you make a mistake the way you

treat them.ૻ

ૺ H ow ૷ 5 that?  ૻ

ૺ Y ou push forward towards the light, towards real

knowledge, towards self૲ mastery, the ዾ ne days, reach a

certain point of advance. Then comes a dark time and

you let go, ዾ op right down into old feelings, worries

and grumbles, lose all you gained on the better day.

That૷ s why men never get any further forward into real

life. They go forward two steps and then fall back

two. W hy don૷ t you remember this law of cycles?

Make the best of your good day;  press forward as far

as you can. W hen tomorrow૷ s reaction comes, don' t

give way, don૷ t let the grumblings and shadows in. If

you can૷ t go forward, don૷ t go back.

ૺThen what happens?  This: that when the nex t

strong day comes, it ዾ nds you where the last left you

instead of where the last found you. Y ou go forward

two steps, rest there, and in due time forward two more.

Catch the idea?  N ever let a poor day undo a good one."

ૺW ell, what૷ s the end of it all? "

ૺW hy, you come to recognize and know yourself as

an undying mind instead of a dying, half-the-time૲ sick,

and surely dying body. It is only his bodily feelings

and the thoughts that come from them and buzz about

a man૷ s ears all the time that keep him from knowing

what he really is૲ a son of the L ight. It is j ust a

q uestion of getting ourselves out of our own way. The

work૷ s advanced on the bright days and held steady on

the dark ones.ૻ  '  S TUDE N T

.al

The Contemporaries

H E  old lady by the ዾ replace looked up and smiled.

T A  simple, childlike pleasure shone in her bright,

unseeing eyes;  the furrows about her almost in-

visible mouth were twisted into a simper of infantile

satisfaction. S he held up a tottering, wrinkled ዾ nger.

ૺH ush! ૻ  she said in her thin, delicate voice. ૺH ush!

S omeone singing! ૻ

N o one took the least notice of her.

S he was incredibly old. The great room was crowded

with her descendants;  and the wonderful baby of eight

months, who had j ust been brought in, was the grand-

son of the old lady૷ s grand-daughter.

ૺ F ive generations,ૻ  remarked the old man who sat

facing his mother across the splendid width of the deep

ዾ replace. ૺF ive generations,ૻ  he repeated, mumbling.

H is daughter leaned over her father૷ s chair. ૺY es,

dear,ૻ  she said, humoring him, ૺand now I૷ m a grand-

mother.ૻ  S he straightened her back and looked down

the room, but her ዾ rst grandchild was hidden in the

throng of admiring relations.

The old man nodded and puckered his mouth. ૺ D૷ ye

notice, child,ૻ  he said, ૺthat there૷ s only one at each

end? ૻ

H is daughter showed her perplex ity.

ૺ O ne at each end, father? ૻ  she repeated, with a slight

condescending smile.

ૺA ye, aye! ૻ  nodded the old man, with a touch of

irritability;  ૺthere૷ s only your grandmother left at one

end, and only this infant come at the other.ૻ

The infant was making slow progress up the long

room. H is uncles and aunts, great-uncles and great-

aunts, and his cousins in many degrees were all paying

court to him. H e appeared to beenj oying his recep-

tion, unembarrassed by the crowd. H e sat up in his

mother' s arms and smiled, placidly tolerant of the efforts

to propitiate and amuse him.

ૺ B ut you must show him to grannie before he goes,ૻ

said his great-uncle. ૺThis is a great occasion૲ the

meeting of the centuries.ૻ
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THE NEW WAY 3

buried in men's hearts want bringing to birth in their
daily lives. The instinct of home is evidence of the real-
it_\’ of Brotherhood, and Brotherhood must be made a
real power in men's lives before home and happiness
can be more than dreams that are seldom realized even

partially. The knowledge that Brotherhood is a fact
in nature has to be made general by actual demonstra-
tion of its practical reality. We must make it live, in
order that all may know it is a fact in nature. Then
they will venture to try the experiment, as some are

trying it already. The idea is in the air, and the truth
is in the depths of all men's hearts: the blossoming of
the buried seed may come more quickly than we dare
dream possible. It seems as if men felt that it was
time to go home, and some men long for the hour, while
others fear it; but the hour of home—going must come,
and men must come back to the great home of the
universal family, and find their true place in the ranks
of the great universal brotherhood that never dies.

R. l\l.
.93

Hold On!
“ OVV one‘s feelings change! Some (lays I feelH all fine and clear; my mind isn't throwing up

any of its nonsense in front of me; and it
seems as if I could really get to know something. But
tomorrow I'm back at the old stand, all mussed up with
the usual worries and fogs. In short I'm out of my own

light one day, all in it the next. What do you say about
it ? "

“ Hold on, my boy! liver hear of the law of cycles? "

" \Vhat's that?"
“ There's time—cycles and mind—cycles. Morning after

morning, Monday after Monday, Christmas Day after
Christmas Day, and so on. That's time cycles.

“ One day you feel like you were saying, all on top
of things. Another day you are down in the valley and
the shadows. A week or two after comes the fine feeling
again and after that again the shadows. That's mind-
cycles. It seems to me you make a mistake the way you
treat them."

“ How ’s that?”
“ You push forward towards the light. towards real

knowledge, towards self—mastery, the fine days, reach a
certain point of advance. Then comes a dark time and
you let go, flop right down into old feelings, worries
and grumbles, lose all you gained on the better day.
'l'hat’s why men never get any further forward into real
life. They go forward two steps and then fall back
two. Why don't you remember this law of cycles?
Make the best of your good day; press forward as far
as you can. When tomorrow's reaction comes, don't
give way, don't let the grumblings and shadows in. If
you can’t go forward, don’! go back.

“Then what happens? This: that when the next
strong (lay comes, it finds you where the last left you

. G0 git’

instead of where the last found you. You go forward
two steps, rest there, and in due time forward two more.
Catch the idea? Never let a poor day undo a good one."

“\:Vell, what's the end of it all?”
“ \Vhy, you come to recognize and know yourself as

an undying mind instead of a dying, half-the-time—sick,
and surely dying body. It is only his bodily feelings
and the thoughts that come from them and buzz about
a man's cars all the time that keep him from knowing
what he really is—a son of the Light. It is just a

question of getting ourselves out of our own way. The
work’s advanced on the bright days and held steady on
the dark ones.” ' STUIHENT

.33

The Contemporaries
HE old lady by the fireplace looked up and smiled.
A simple, childlike pleasure shone in her bright,
unseeing eyes; the furrows about her almost in-

visible mouth were twisted into a simper of infantile
satisfaction. She held up a tottering, wrinkled finger.

“Hush!” she said in her thin. delicate voice. “llush!
Someone singing! "

No one took the least notice of her.
She was incredibly old. The great room was crowded

with her descendants; and the wonderful baby of eight
months, who had just been brought in, was the grand-
son of the old lady's grand-daughter.

“Five generations," remarked the old man who sat
facing his mother across the splendid width of the deep
fireplace. "Five generations," he repeated, mumbling.

His daughter leaned over her father‘s chair. “Yes,
dear,” she said, humoring him, “ and now I'm a grand-
mother." She straightened her back and looked down
the room, but her first gran(lchild was hidden in the
throng of admiring relations.

The old man nodded and puckered his mouth. “ D'ye
notice, child," he said, “that there's only one at each
end?”

His daughter showed her perplexity.
“ One at each end, father?" she repeated, with a slight

condescending smile.
“Aye, aye!” nodded the old man, with a touch of

irritability; “ there's only your grandmother left at one

end, and only this infant come at the other."

The infant was making slow progress up the long
room. His uncles and aunts, great-uncles and great-
aunts, and his cousins in many degrees were all paying
court to him. He appeared to be_enjoying his recep-
tion, unembarrassed by the crowd. He sat up in his
mother's arms and smiled. placidly tolerant of the efforts
to propitiate and amuse him.

“ But you must show him to grannie before he goes,"
said his great-uncle. “This is a great occasion—the
meeting of the centuries.”
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ૺO h, yes;  show him to grannie,ૻ  agreed his grand-

mother;  ૺ and then he can go upstairs.ૻ

The old lady by the ዾ replace looked up and smiled.

A  simple, childlike pleasure shone in her bright, unsee-

ing eyes: the furrows about her almost invisible mouth

were twisted into a simper of infantile satisfaction. S he

held up a tottering, wrinkled ዾ nger.

ૺH ush! ૻ  she said in her thin, delicate voice. ૺH ush!

S omeone singing! "

The face of the infant curiously changed.

was smoothed from his puckered mouth;

attention dawned in his eyes.

in his mother' s arms.

upwards.

The smile

a sudden

H e struggled to sit up

H e raised a tiny hand and pointed

ૺ H e ૷ s imitating ' her,"  whispered his grandmother.

B ut the old lady and the infant were looking into each

other૷ s eyes.

They understood.

A  momentary silence had fallen upon the crowd of

people moving in that great room. -૲ 1. D. B errsford, in

W estminster Gazette

ling according to it.

Give it Time

TCH IN G: L et us see what the dictionary

says.

ૺA  method for producing designs on a cop-

per plate. The designs are drawn with a needle,

the plate having been covered with a ዾ lm of wax .

A n acid is then poured over it and this eats into it

along the lines cut through the wax  by the needle."

B ut the acid must have time. It must not be

washed off too soon.

E very one of us has now and then a ዾ ne thought.

a thought of the sort of man he would like to be.

\Ve have our better moments, wishing then that

we could have our time again.

I have j ust talked with a man whom I like to

talk to. H is is a very strong nature. always the

same, always q uiet, always helpfully ready to

listen to anybody' s troubles. A nd the troubled

man goes away from him feeling the better for

the talk. H is mind is always clear and his ad-

vice always worth having. N or is his help lim-

ited to advice if anything more is wanted. H e

never seems to think of himself.

That is the kind of man I should like to be.

It is a pattern on the plate of my mind. drawn

through the wax .

These ዿ eeting better moments do not seem to

do us much good. \N e ዾ nd ourselves tomorrow

much the same as yesterday.

The acid must be given time enough. we must

stay still on the thought for a while, not let it

be swept away in a moment. L et the imagination

draw the kind of man we want to be, the noble

q uality we want to have. .L et it picture us as

acting according to that q uality, feeling and think

Give the acid of will time enough

to out into the picture. Treat every ዾ ne thought, every

better moment, in that way.

Imagination and will, it is with these that we become

whatever we choose. B ut the imagination, rushing

from thought to thought, from memory to memory, from

one thing to another, is very q uick, q uicker than will.

B efore we know, it has swept us along into the old bad

ways of acting and thinking and speaking.

Give the will time, and give it time very often. H old

every good thought a minute or two. Don' t let anything

sweep away the pattern. Give time enough to think

and realize I W IL L  with respect to that thought, that

ideal of yourself, of your conduct.

Dept.

Then you can pass on. A  bit of the work has been

done;  a bit of the new pattern has been eaten into the

plate.

L ook over the day and see where you failed, perhaps

lost your temper. Make a picture on your plate of not

having failed, of having stayed q uiet and kindly. A nd

give it time. S runax r
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AT Pl..‘\Y ON THE SHORE

“ Oh, yes; show him to grannie," agreed his grand—
mother; "and then he can go upstairs."

The old lady by the fireplace looked up and smiled.
A simple. childlike pleasure shone in her bright. unsee-

ing eyes: the furrows about her almost invisible mouth
were twisted into a simper of infantile satisfaction. She
held tip a tottering, wrinkled finger.

"I-Iuslil" she said in her thin, delicate voice. “linshl
Someone singing!"

The face of the infant curiously changed. The smile
was smoothed from his puckered mouth; a sudden
attention dawned in his eyes. He struggled to sit up
in his mother's arms. He raised a tiny hand and pointed
upwards.

“He '5 imitating 'her," wliispered his grandmother.
But the old lady and the infant were looking into each

other’s eyes.
T/t(’_\' tlntlcrsttitiil.
A momentary silence had fallen upon the crowd of

people moving in that great room.—./. I7. Bcres/'ord, in
l l 'e.rtmiu.rter Gazette

Digitizers‘ L~.-,- G01 )8l€

NEW WAY

Give it Time
'I'C'1-1l.\'(:': Let us see what the dictionary

says.
"A method for producing designs on a cop-

per plate. The designs are drawn with a needle,
the plate having been covered with a film of wax.
.-\n acid is then poured over it and this eats into it
along the lines cut through the wax by the needle."

But the acid must have time. It must ‘tot be
washed off too soon.

Every one of us has now and then a fine thought.
a thought of the sort of man he would like to be.
\\'c have our better moments, wishing then that
we could have our time again.

I have just talked with a man whom I like to
talk to. His is a very strong nature. always the
saine, always quiet. always helpfully ready to
listen to anybody's troubles. .-\nd the troublel
man goes away from him feeling the better for
the talk. llis mind is always clear and his ad-
vice always worth having. Nor is his help lim-
ited to advice if anything Inore is wanted. lie
never seems to think of himself.

That is the kind of man I should like to be.
It is a pattern on the plate of my mind. drawn
through the wax.

These fleeting better moments do not seem to
do us nmch good. We find ourselves tomorrow
much the same as yesterday.

The acid must be given time enough. \\'e l‘l’lll!~'[
stay still on the thought for a while. not let it
be swept away in a moment. Let the imagination
draw the kind of man we want to be. the noble
quality we want to have. ‘Let it picture us as
acting according to that quality. feeling and think-

_ing according to it. Give the acid of will time enough
to cut into the picture. Treat every fine thought. every
better moment, in that way.

Imagination and will. it is with these that we become
wliatevcr we choose. But the imagination, rushing
from thought to thought, from memory to memory, from
one thing to another. is very quick. quicker than will.
Before we know, it has swept us along into the old bad
ways of acting and thinking and speaking.

Give the will tlmt‘. and give it time very often. Hold
every good thought a minute or two. Don't let anything
sweep away the pattern. Give time enough to think
and realize I WILL with respect to that thought. that
idea! of yourself, of your conduct.

Then you can pass on. .\ hit of the work has been
done; a bit of the new pattern has been eaten into the
plate.

Look over the day and see where you failed. perhap.
In.-it your temper. .\lake a picture on your plate of not
having failed. of having stayed quiet and kindly. .-\n.I
give it time. S1‘i:3m.;_\--1-

Drigiral from
UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA
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R otten L iterature

A R K  TW A IN , you may remember, tells us that

M when he was a boy he thought that if he was

good and went to S unday-school regularly and

was kind to his mother, God would let him be a pirate

when he grew up. H is imagination had been ዾ red by

a lot of dime pirate-stories.

Practically speaking, there are no pirates now-a૲ days;

at any rate the profession is very hard to enter. Unless,

perhaps, you would consider a burglar as a pirate. That

A nd there are dime

profession is not hard to enter.

books for boys which make it

look as attractive as piracy

seemed to Mark Twain.

A  grown man may think he

has forgotten what he read as a

boy. That is a mistake;  mem- (- '  ૶-

ory never lets go anything. i

There are two kinds of ૺ for-

getting.ૻ  In one of them the

forgotten thing seems to have

vanished altogether. B ut in fev-

er, or delirium, or at the mo-

ment of death, it may reappear

in all its original clearness. It

has merely gone very far back

into the storerooms of memory.

In the other, all the details

and circumstances have vanished

but the thing itself remains.

F or instance you have forgotten

all the circumstances of learn૲

ing to walk. B ut the walking

remains. Y ou have forgotten

learning the meaning of all the

words you use;  but the know-

ledge of the meaning remains.

S uppose a boy reads a thril-

ling story of burglary and es-

cape, or of a stabbing. The hero of the story is drawn

in very ዾ ne colors, is represented as cool, resourceful,

brave and always commanding the admiration of women.

The boy reader is thrilled. feels towards burglary and

murder, in the way they are presented, as Mark Twain

felt towards piracy.

S o far as he knows, he forgets the story. B ut the

pictures of stabbing and burglary, once having been ex -

cited in his vivid imagination, remain in his memory.

ready for work if the time should come.

The time may come. A  few years later, when he is

furiously angry with some other man, that stabbing pic-

ture may suddenly move forward into his thought and

before he knows he has done what he would never have

thought of if that picture had not been in his memory.

hit he will probably never recognize what it was that

really guided his act.

O r he is very hard up, wondering how he shall get

L omaland Photo. 6 E ngraving Dept.

ૺW H O  A R E  Y ou? ૻ

enough cash to j oin some other fellows on a spree. Then

the burglary memory stirs and comes forward into his

mind, though he may never remember that he once read

what he is now beginning to think of, believing it to

be entirely his own thought. H e recalls a house he

knows that would be easily entered. A nd so there is

the end of him, a life ruined.

It does not follow that a boy should never read a

story of a burglary or a stabbing. B ut he should never

read a story in which his sympathies are enlisted on

the side of burglary and murder, in which he is made

, to feel that they are splendid

- and heroic things to do, in which

the moral atmosphere is turned

upsidedown and glamored, from

which the pictures enter his

memory marked ૺapproved.ૻ

A  book of j ust this character,

a book that gilded and glamored

burglary, was published a few

years ago. S ince then the writ-

er has noted many public state-

ments of boys and young men

now behind the bars, crediting

that book with their downfall.

H ow can the boys be protect-

ed?  H ow can the sale of poi-

sonous stories be stopped?  Very

easily. If every town had a

boys૷  free library, stocked with

the best stories only, the dime

poisons would have no sale.

B oys won૷ t throw away a dime

when they can get ዾ ne reading

matter for nothing. This alone

would save thousands of young

lives in every year from prepar-

ing their own future ruin. C.

J

A  Dog: N othing More

(F rom S an F rancisco B ulletin)

H e is a friend of humanity, a Democrat, and a lover of out-

of-doors, and he will stick by you when everything else goes

glimmering.

IK E  Mirabeau, he is the friend of humanity. H e

L  looks out upon the world with naive, trusting eyes,

nosing for good everywhere and continually sur-

prised when he does not ዾ nd it. This may be partly

because he is young. O ld dogs, like old men, grow

cynical. B ut this one૷ s age, if his gentle brown eyes

are any index  of the character inside, however frosty,

will still be kindly. H e cannot but be ingenuous and

optimistic to the last.

H e is the most faithful and consistent of created

beings. If you gain access to his friendship once you

are in favor forever. If you have not seen him for

a long time he may forget you, but if you make some
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Rotten Literature
.\l\'l\' 'l'\\'.-\Il\',_\'n11 may remeinl.ier, tells us that
when he was a boy he thought that if he was

good and \vent to Sunday-school regularly and
\t'il..‘~ kind to his mother. God would let him be a pirate
\\llcII he grew up. His imagination had been fired by
.1 lot of dime pirate-stories.

l‘racticall_v speal-ting. there are no pirates noiv-a-(lays:
at any rate the profession is very hard to enter. Unless.
perl1:t[I>', you would cons-icler a burglar as a pirate. That
prot'ession is not hard to enter. And there are dime
lu-mks for boys which niake it

_ _

lvluli as attractive as piracy "5'-'
NLVC-I11C‘l to Mark Twain. F’

.\ grown man may think he l

Jun forgotten what he read as a 4

lM_\. That is a mistake; mem-

ul‘_\’ never lets go anything.
There are two kinds of “ for-

-,;¢-tting." In um: of them the
iorgotten thing seems to have
iallislictl tiltogetlter. But in fev-
cr. or delirium, or at the mo-
:IIL‘tIl of death, it may reappear
lll all its original clearness. It
l!.'l3 merely gone very far back
into the storeruoms of memory.

In the other, all the details.
and circumstances have vanished
lmt the thing itself remains.
For instance you have forgotten
all the circumstances of learn-
ing to walk. But the walking
rt-mains. You have forgotten
3--arning the meaning of all the
uuruls _von use; but the know-
lc:lg- of the meaning remains.

Suppose a boy reads a thril~
ling story of burglary and es-

rape. or of a stabbing. The hero of the story is drawn
in very fine colors, is represented as cool. resourceful.
lurave and always commanding the admiration of women.
The boy reader is thrilled. feels towards burglary and
murder. in the way they are presented. as Mark Twain
it-It towards piracy.

So far as he knows. he forgets the story. llnt the
1-ictures ui stabbing and burglary. once having been ex-
-ritul in his vivid imagination. remain in his niemory.
rcacly for work if the time should come.

The time may conic. A few years later. when he is
inriou.~l_v angry with some other man. that stabbing pic-
uire may sndclenly move forward into his thought and
before he knows he lias done what he would hever have
llionglit of if that picture had not been in his memory.
lint he will probably never recognize what it was that
really guided his act.

Ur he is very hard up. wondering how he shall get

.~ Got -glcl'.;’*i
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enough cash to join solne other lello-.v:=. on a spree. Then
the burglary memory stirs and comes forward into his
mind, though he may never remember that he once read
what he is now beginning to think of, believing it to
be entirely his own thought. llc recalls a house he
knows that would be easily entered. .'\nd so there is
the end of him. a life ruined.

It does not follow that :1 boy should never read a

story of a burglary or a stabbing. llut he should never
read a story in which his sympathies are enlisted on
the side of burglary and murder. in which he is made

to feel that they are splendid
and heroic things to do. in which
the mural atmosphere is turned
upsidedown and glamored, from
which the pictures enter his
memory marked "approved."

.\ book of just this cllaracter.
a book that gilded and glamored
burglary, was published a few
years ago. Since then the writ~
or has noted many public state-
ments ol boys and young men
now behind the bars. crediting
that book with their downfall.

How can the boys he protect-
ed? How can the sale of poi~
sonous stories he stnrpiwil? \’cry
easily. lf every town had a

boys‘ free library. stocked with
the best stories only. the dime
poisons would have no

loys won't throw away a dime
when they can get fine reading
matter for nothing. This alone
would save thousands of young
lives in every year from prepar-
ing their own future ruin. C.

J
A Dog: Nothing More

(From San l"r:inci,~'.cn Hullciiul

sale.

5 Engraving Urpl.

lie is :1 friend of lnlmanity. .1 Delnocrat. and :1 lover of out-
uf-doors. and he will stick by you when evt-r_vthing else gucs
glimlncriug.

IKE i\lirabeau. he is the friend of humanity. lleL looks out upon the world with naive. trusting e_vc-e.
nosing for good C\’Cf_\‘\\'llL'T(.' and continually snr~

prised when he does not find it. 'l'his may be partly
because he is young. Old dogs. like old men. grow
cynical. '-ut this one's age. if his gentle brown eyes
are any index of the character inside. however frosty.
will still be kindly.
optimistic to the last.

lie is the most faithful and con.-;istent of crcutezl
beings. If you gain access to his frienrlship once _\'on
are in favor forever. If you have not seen him for
:1 long time he may forget you. but if you make sonic

He cannot but he ingenunus and

l"l ~32:-‘ '-
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familiar sign he will halt, prick back his ears. cock

his intelligent countenance in your direction, wag his tail

good humoredly, then begin to q uiver with suppressed

emotion and at once come rollicking up to meet you.

In manner he is impetuous, disdainng the delicacies of

the drawing-room and loving the heartiness of out-of-

doors. H e suggests blue shirts and sombreros, the smell

of campዾ res, the sights and odors of a thousand free

days on the open road, the j oys of a hundred robust

idylls of the open country.

If you do not look out he will plant his muddy paws

upon your immaculate coat and frisk dust upon you

with his agitated tail as rapidly as ten negro porters

could frisk it oF f again. If you reprove him or thump

him with your ዾ st he will be grieved,

but he will not understand. W hat,

may he ask, is a little dust between

friends?  W hat are clothes?  Do

they make a man a better compan-

ion?  Do they sweeten his heart and

dress up his soul?  Y ou will not

make him understand why a little

clean dust ૲  the good dust that your

food and his comes out of, ዾ rst or

last;  the good, peaceful dust that

you and he alike will go back to

some time૲ upon a mere ex ternal

thing like clothes should make you

cruel. Y ou can teach him that

hearty, wholesome manners are ta-

boo. and he will retire under the

house to meditate, his tail drooping

and a puzzled sadness in every line

of his body, but not all his medita-

tion will show him where the fault

lies.

H e is a democrat. H e does not love or respect the

pomps and vanities of the world. H is ancestors formed

their characters on bare S cotch hills in the company

of dour shepherds who feared nothing under heaven,

made obeisance to none, and deዾ ed the armies of kings

for the subtle turn of a phrase. Y ou may be well as-

sured nothing will gain his respect save the sound inner

q ualities that a dog sees more q uickly than men. H e

does not care whether the world calls you a sinner or

a saint;  he knows what you are.

\Vhen all the world turns bitter as gall, and the hu-

man beings you loved have forsaken you, and the causes

you loved are all ruined and lost, he will still come

bounding down to the gate, with j oyous tail in air, to

welcome you home.

(A n apropos newspaper cutting: ૺPlacerville. Cal,

July 7. The intelligence and bravery of a little pet dog

has saved the life of a camper at a summer resort near

here. H e was attacked by a vicious bull and was on

his back, bruised and bleeding, and the animal૷ s nex t

and probably fatal charge was imminent. W hat the little

dog could do he did, and it was enough. H e seized the

bull by the tail and hung on for all he was worth. The

hull stopped. looked round, seemed uncertain what to

do, and ዾ nally turned and ዿ ed. N ot till then did the

dog loose his hold." _}

.9 ;

The E ternal Morning

H E  touch of the Great O ne fell upon my heart

and my heart was moved and comforted. A nd

I stayed the thoughts of my brain that the touch

might remain about my heart.

It came again and again, at eventide, at the time of

L owland Photo.
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sleep, in the-ዾ rst of the morning, by night and by day.

I became a willing keyboard for its playing.

A nd after much time I found that its touch was ever

different. A t ዾ rst, though I knew that the touch of this

hour was different from the touch of that, of this day

different from the touch of any day gone by, I could not

recall any that had gone before for comparison with

each other and with this day૷ s.

B ut that power came too. I could at last recall them

even as a man recalls the music he has heard in past

days and years.

Thus these memories became a language with which

I could commune with myself in my heart and with the

Great O ne. Two streams of thought ran side by side

in me: a stream of thought in my mind, such as all

men have;  and a stream of harmonies૲ surely to be

called thought too, in its way? ૲  in my heart. The one

was woven around ex ternals and the knowledge and

memory of ex ternals;  the other was ever-varying know-

ledge of the every-varying current from the Great

O ne. Verily I knew H im, and from day to day more
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6 THE

familiar sign he will halt. prick back his ears. cock
his intelligent countenance in your direction. wag his tail
good lnuuoredly. then begin to quiver with suppressed
emotion and at once come rollicking up to meet you.
In manner he is impetuous. disdaining the delicacies of
the drawing—ro0m and loving the lIt'Zl|'llIl£'S.~ of out-of-
doors. He suggests blue shirts and sombreroe, the smell
of campfires. the sights and (ulnrs of a thousand free
days on the open road. the joys of a luunlred robust
idylls of the open country.

If you do not look out he will plant his muddy paws
upon your immaculate coat and lrisk dust upon you
with his agitated tail as rapidly as ten negro porters
could {risk it of? again. If you t‘t'[lt‘(I\'L' him or tluunp
him with your fist he will be grieved,
but he will not understand. VVhat.
may he ask. is a little dust between
friends? What are clothes? l)o
they make a man a better compan-
ion? [)0 they sweeten his heart and
dress up his soul? You will not
make him understand why a little
clean dust — the good dust that your
food and his comes out of. first or

last; the good, peaceful dust that
you and he alike will go back to
some time—upon a mere external
thing like clothes should make you
cruel. You can teach him that
hearty. wholesome manners are ta~
boo, and he will retire under the
house to meditate. his tail drooping
and a puzzled satlness in every line
of his body. but not all his medita-
tion will show him where the fault
lies.

He is a democrat. He does not love or respect the
pumps and vanities of the world. His ancestors formed
their characters on bare Scotch hills in the company
of dour shepherds who feared nothing under heaven,
made oheisanee to none. and defied the armies of kings
for the subtle turn of a phrase. You may be well as
sured nothing will gain his respect save the sound inner
qualities that a dog sees more quickly than men. He
does not care whether the world calls you a sinner or
a saint; he knows what you are.

\\"hen all the world turns bitter as gall. and the hu-
man beings you loved have forsaken _\—‘u1|, and the causes

you loved are all ruined and lost, he will still come

bounding down to the gate. with joyous tail in air. to
welcome you home.

t.-\u apropos newspaper cutting: " Placerville. Cal..
July 7. The intelligence and bravery of a little pet dog
has saved the life of :1 camper at a summer resort near
here. He was attacked by a vicious bull and was on

his back. bruised and bleeding. and the animal's next

l_.n;.?.'I ‘:4. ‘I .‘

NEW WAY

and probably fatal charge was imminent. What the little
dog could do he did. and it was enough. He seized the
hull by the tail and hung on for all he was worth. The
hull stopped. looked round. seemed uncertain what to
do. and finally turned and lied. Not till then did the
dog loose his hold.")

J!

The Eternal Morning
IIIE touch of the Great Une fell upon my heart
and my heart was moved and cntnforted. .—\ntl
I stayed the thoughts of my brain that the touch

might lemain about my heart.
It came again and again, at eventide, at the time of

 
Lnmalnud Photo. G Engraving Dept.

.\TtIl.l-ZTIC St'UR'l'S AT THE RI\,It\-\‘o«'..\ CoLLI-:r.E. LU.\l.-\LA.\'D

sleep, in the-first of the morning. by night and by day.
I became a willing keyboard for its playing.

And after much time I found that its touch was ever
different. At first. though I knew that the touch of this
hour was ditferent from the touch of that. of this (13)
dilTerent front the touch of any day gone by. I could not
recall any that had gone before for t‘tInl]):tt'lsntt with
each other and with this day's.

But that power came too. I could at last recall them
even as a man recalls the music he has heard in past
days and years.

Thus these memories became a language with which
I could commune with myself in my heart and with the
Great One. Two streams of thought ran side by Slulv
in me: a stream of thought in my mind. such as all
men have: and a stream of harmonies-—surely to he
called thought too, in its way?—in my heart. The one
was woven around exteritals and the knowledge and
memory of externals; the other was ever-varying know

—

ledge of the every-varying current from the Great:
(Inc. Verily I knew Him. and from day to day flhorc
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and more. F or me the eternal morning had dawned.

A nd now, even as I had formerly known others by

outward sight of them and contact with them, and the

sum of memories of them thus arising;  so now I began

to know them by the sense of my heart. W ith my heart.

inwardly, I knew them as they were outwardly, behind

their outer show and words and even thoughts. I knew

their true self-nature and I loved them all for that

reason. F or in'  that nature men are nowise what they

seem without, even to themselves. L ove of the Great

O ne, responsiveness to the Great O ne, had opened in

me the love of men and responsiveness to their essen-

tial selves. A nd when I spoke to them I spoke to that.

W hen my eyes looked at their forms and my ears heard

their voices, my heart looked at their hearts and an૲

swered in its way to that in them which their outer

ways and personality hid altogether or in greater part.

Mind lives in brain. Y es, but it may likewise and

at the same time live in heart;  two lives, two streams.

Then there is steady j oy. N ot otherwise. The melody

sounds ever and for ever from within, the melody of

the world. of the Great O ne, of essential life, the di-

vine. W hy will not all men listen and hear it?  I. M.

.3

E x tract from a. L etter to a Prisoner

S erving a S econd Term

B O VE  all, if these teachings are to be of any real

value in your life you should know that something

is demanded of you;  namely, in the attempt to

understand, you have to realize that there are two na-

tures in every man, the A ngel and the demon, and that

the demon nature, which is the lower nature with its

animal passions and appetites, must be controlled. E ach

one must conq uer it in himself, so that instead of being

master it becomes servant. W e must seek the help of

the better side of our natures and realize that this is

our True S elf.

Y ou are, you say, wrongly imprisoned, and if this

is the case you have my utmost sympathy. S till, you

can take advantage even of this. Y ou can try to stand

up cheerfully to the situation, using it to strengthen your

character and thus making much good come out of it.

There are always circumstances that we cannot con-

trol. but some that we can;  and it is the part of a wise

man not to ዾ ght against the former but to put all his -

energies into dealing with the latter. To come to your

own case: you have to remain where you are for a

certain time;  that is inevitable;  you cannot control

that;  but you can control, to a degree at least, your way

of looking at this inevitable circumstance;  and again.

to a degree at least, you can control your thoughts and

your conduct;  and you can win either the respect and

good-will of the ofዾ cials at the penitentiary and of the

other inmates with whom you may come in contact, or

the reverse. There is no moment of our lives when we

do not have a choice;  and this is as true for you as for

those outside. CO R R E S PO N DE N T

Probationers Make Good

N  the three and a half years which ended on the

ዾ rst of this month S uperior Judge F rank Dunne

granted probation to 276 prisoners convicted in his court.

The records of Probation O fዾ cer N ichols show that

more than 9 0 per cent ' of these probationers have made

good. O nly 25 of them violated their probation. They

were sent to a S tate prison, county j ail or industrial

school.

The ninety odd per cent who made good have earned

during their probationship $ 112,400. Their freedom

has saved the public treasury $ 34,275, which would have

been the cost of their keep had all of them been im-

prisoned.

In addition the public has been saved the cost of

caring for a large number of the wives and children of

probationers. who would of necessity have become public

charges had the family provider been sent to prison.

ૺN o other business pays such a large return on the

investment as the probation business,ૻ  says Probation

O ዾ ૶icer N ichol, in commenting on the record of Judge

Dunne' s court.

ૺ F rom a humane standpoint, probation is an unq ual૲

iዾ ed success. It permits convicted men and women to

retain their self-respect by making them producers, in-

stead of branding them as felons, and it saves many wo૲

men and children from becoming dependent on charity.ૻ

૲  S an F rancisco B ulletin

.3

The S ilent B attles

H E  silent battles are those which count

A s we go upon life૷ s way;

A nd some are short and some are long,

B ut we ዾ ght them every day.

N o sounds of trumpet or ዾ fe, or drum

F rom the battle ዾ eld uproll;

F or none but God had access to

The secrets of the soul!

Temptations come in every guise,

H onor and faith to lure;

A nd strong is the heart that resists them all,

A nd stays upright and pure.

A nd many a hard-fought fray is won

W hich none will ever know;

The silent battles are those which count.

\then we conq uer a silent feel૲ S elrrlcd

.3!

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N E w W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E W  W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N E W  W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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THE NE-W WAY 7

and more. For me the eternal morning had da\vned.
And now, even as I had formerly known others by

outward sight of them and contact with them, and the
sum of memories of them thus arising; so now I began
to know them by the sense of my heart. With my heart.
inwardly, I knew them as they were outwardly, behind
their outer show and words and even thoughts. I knew
their true self-nature and I loved them all for that
reason. For in. that nature men are nowise what they
seem without, even to themselves. Love of the Great
One. responsiveness to the Great One, had opened in
me the love of men and responsiveness to their essen-
tial selves. And when I spoke to them I spoke to that.
When my eyes looked at their forms and my ears heard
their voices. my heart looked at their hearts and an-
swered in its way to that in them which their outer
wa_\'s and personality hid altogether or in greater part.

Mind lives in brain. Yes, but it may likewise and
at the same time live in heart: two lives, two streams.
Then there is steady joy. Not otherwise. The melody
sounds ever and for ever from within. the melody of
the world. of the Great One. of essential life. the di-
vine. Why will not all men listen and hear it? I. M.

4
Extract from a. Letter to a Prisoner

Serving I Second Term
BOVE all, if these teachings are to be of any real
value in your life you should know that something
is demanded of you; namely, in the attempt to

understand, you have to realize that there are two na-
tures iu every man, the Angel and the demon, and that
the demon nature, which is the lower nature with its
animal passions and appetites, must be controlled. Each
one must conquer it in himself, so that instead of being
master it becomes servant. We must seek the help of
the better side of our natures and realize that this is
our True Self.

You are. you say. wrongly imprisoned, and if this
is the case you have my utmost sympathy. Still, you
can take advantage even of this. You can try to stand
up cheerfully to the situation, using it to strengthen your
character and thus making much good come out of it.

There are always circumstances that we cannot con-

trol. but some that we can; and it is the part of a wise
man not to fight against the former but to put all his -

energies into dealing with the latter. To come to your
mvn case: you have to remain where you are for a

certain time; that is inevitable; you cannot control
that: but you can control. to a degree at least, your way
of looking at this inevitable circumstance; and again.
to a degree at least. you can control your thoughts and
your conduct: and you can win either the respect and
§_7()()(l-will of the oflicials at the penitentiary and of the
other inmates with whom you may come in contact, or
the reverse. There is no moment of our lives when we

do not have a choice; and this is as true for you as for
those outside. CORRESPONDENT

. G0 git’

Probationers Make Good

IN the three and a half years which ended on the
first of this month Superior Judge Frank Dunne

granted probation to 276 prisoners convicted in his court.
The records of Probation Officer Nichols show that

more than 90 per cent _of these probationers have made
good. Only 25 of them violated their probation. They
were sent to a State prison, county jail or industrial
school.

The ninety odd per cent who made good have earned
during their probationship $112,400. Their freedom
has saved the public treasury $34,275, which would have
been the cost of their keep had all of them been im-
prisoned.

In addition the public has been saved the cost of
caring for a large munber of the wives and children of
probationers. who would of necessity have become public
charges had the family provider been sent to prison.

“No other business pays such a large return on the
investment as the probation business,” says Probation
Otficer Nichol, in commenting on the record of Judge
Dunne's court.

" From a humane standpoint. probation is an unqual-
ified success. It permits convicted men and women to
retain their self-respect by making them producers, in-
stead of branding them as felons, and it saves many wo-
men and children from becoming dependent on charity.”
— San Francisco Bulletin

Jl

The Silent Battles
HE silent battles are those which count

As we go upon life's way;
And some are short and some are long,

But we fight them every day.
No sounds of trumpet or fife, or drum

From the battle field uproll;
For none but God had access to

The secrets of the soul!

Temptations come in every guise.
Honor and faith to lure;

And strong is the heart that resists them all,
And stays upright and pure.

And many a hard—fought fray is won
\Vhich none will ever know;

The silent battles are those which count.
\\-'hen we conquer a silent foe!-.S‘cIrcIrd

.93

IN ADDITION to the purpose for which THE NEW \\'A\‘ was
established. \'iz.. for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten cents per copy.

l\Ioney orders and checks should be made payable to THE
NE\\' \-VA\', and all subscriptions should he addressed to:

THE NEW VVAY, Point Lorna, California.
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H E  alone achieves all that is possible who forever aims

at the seeming impossible. This is the pathway of the

great.૲  Persian

ૺ TH E  air is what keeps me back.ૻ  said the young

bird. ૺIf only the air were away, how I could soar!  ૻ

ૺY our ዿ ying and soaring is only possible because of

the air you complain of,ૻ  said the mother bird.

ૺA ll diዾ ieulties,ૻ  said the wise old owl that was listen૲

ing, ૺare air for wings to work on."

TH E  H IGH E R  S E L F

E ach time for thee a ዿ ash of higher thought

S trikes on the mind, dispelling all the gloom;

E ach time a purer, deeper feeling comes

Than those of daily life with its mean cares,

E ntering thy heart and bringing with it wings

W ' hich lift thee from the earth that thou mayeet stand

To drink in heaven and walk upon the clouds

E nwrapped in bliss . . . .

K now that it is his might which moves thee so;

It is his spirit near and over thee, ૶

H is glory ૷ tis thou seest, hearest his voice;

N ot from without he comes, but from thyself૲ Tcgru૶r

O  MA N , thou thinkest thyself alone, and free to act

as thou wilt. Thou perceivest not the E ternal dwelling

within thy heart. Vl૷ hatsoever thou dost, It sees and

notes all. The S oul is Its own witness and Its own

refuge. It is the S upreme eternal witness of Man.

O ffend it not૲ F rom an- Upanishad

N ow thanks to H eaven!  that of its grace

H ath led me to this lonely place;

Joy have I had;  and going hence

I bear away my recompense.૲ W ordm' orth

. . . . Perchance

I perished in an arrogant self-reliance

A n age ago;  and in that act, a prayer

F or one more chance went up so earnest, so

Instinct with better light let in by Death. . . .

૲  B rowning

IT has sometimes seemed to me that the power of

thinking of nothing would be one of the greatest arts

that a man could acq uire.

I mean really thinking of nothing, not of nothing-in-

particular૲ which is anything-in-general. It is when

a man is thinking of nothing-in-particular that his most

disturbing thoughts and memories j ump in and may

ruin his peace for hours or days. O nly when a man be-

gins the attempt to master his mind does he ዾ nd out

how much of his power he has gradually let it usurp.

' Thinking of nothing is the attainment of true interior

silence, mind-silence. Then the presence of the soul be-

gins to be felt, its sustaining help. its companionship.

F rom W ays to Peace

H eard This ?

F O R E MA N : ૺW ell, Mac, I hear ye got married yester-

day. A  right ዾ ne wife, I hope.ૻ

MA CPIIA IR sO N : ૺW eel, I admit she૷ s God' s handi-

work, but she' s no his masterpiece.ૻ

TH E R E  was a glue and soap factory at one point along

the side of the railroad track and the stench for 100

'  yards around would have taken away the appetite of a

buzzard. A  school-teacher whose duties brought her

that way was accustomed to mitigate matters by smelling

at a bottle of lavender water. O ne morning as the train

entered the infected area she produced her bottle, un~

corked it and began to sniff. A fter a few moments an

old farmer seated opposite holding his nose, leaned

across to her and shouted: ૺMadam, would you mind

puttin૷  the stopper back in that bottle! ૻ

A  DUTCH MA N  arrived in the United S tates on Deco-

ration Day, and, noticing the ዿ ags ዿ ying and the people

going to the cemetary with large bundles of ዿ owers, he

asked what it meant.

ૺW hy, this is Decoration Day,ૻ  said a byestander.

ૺDon૷ t you know what that is? ૻ

The Dutchman confessed that he didn' t.

ex plained it.

ૺIsn૷ t there someone at rest in the cemetery whose

grave you would like to decorate with ዿ owers? ૻ  asked

the man.

The Dutchman shook his head and replied:

ૺDoze peebles vat graves I like to degorate are not

dead yet."

The man

A  VE R Y  small man૲ not only small as to stature.

but lacking also in width of beam૲ sat in a street car

until he became tightly wedged in from all sides. Then

there entered the car a large, handsome woman, up-

holstered to the minute. S he took the strap in front of

the small man and was hanging to it in discomfort

when the small man arose with a flourish of politeness

and touched her on the arm.

ૺTake my seat, madam,ૻ  he said, with-a bow and a

smile.

ૺO h. thank you very much,"  she replied and turned

toward the seat.

Then smiling genially she asked:

ૺ\Vhere did you get up from? ૻ

S H E : ૺI wish I had taken my mother' siadvice when

she begged me not to marry you.ૻ

H E : ૺ Did your mother try to keep you from marry-

ing me?  ૻ  '

S H E : ૺY es.u

H E : ૺO h, how I have wronged that woman! "

IR A TE  PA R E N T: ૺN o, sir, you can' t have her. I

won૷ t have a son-in-law who has no more brains than

to want to marry a girl with no more sense than to be

willing to marry you.ૻ
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8 THE

New Way Notebook
HE alone achieves all that is possible who forever aims

at the seeming impossible. This is the pathway of the
great.— Persian

“THE air is what keeps me back." said the young
bird. “If only the air were away, how I could soar! ”

“Your flying and soaring is only possible because of
the air you complain of,” said the mother bird.

".411 dil’ficulties,” said the wise old owl that was listen-
ing, “ are air for wings to work on."

THE HIGHER SI-21.1?
Each time for thee a flash of higher thought
Strikes on the mind, dispelling all the gloom;
Each time a purer, deeper feeling comes
Than those of daily life with its mean cares.

Entering thy heart and bringing with it wings
\Vhich lift thee from t_he earth that thou maycrt stand
To drink in heaven and walk upon the clouds
Enwrapped in bliss

. . . .

Know that it is his might which moves thee so:
It is his spirit near and over thee,
His glory 'tis thou seest, hearcst his voice:
Not from without he comes. but from tli_\'svIf.—'1‘cgnér

O MAN, thou thinkest thyself alone. and free to act
as thou wilt. Thou perceivest not the. 17.1:-rnal dwelling
within thy heart. Whatsoever thou dost. It sees and
notes all. The Soul is Its own witness and Its own

refuge. It is the Supreme eternal witness of .\lan.
Offend it not.—From an U/vanished

Now thanks to Heaven! that of its grace
Hath led me to this lonely place;
Joy have I had; and going hence
I bear away my rccompensc.— Wordsreortlz

. . . .
Perchancc

I perished in an arrogant self—re1iance
An age ago; and in that act, a prayer
For one more chance went up so earnest. so

Instinct with better light let in b_v Death.
. . .

— Br0rc'm'ug
IT has sometimes seemed to me that the power of

thinking of nothing would be one of the greatest arts
that a man could acquire.

I mean really thinking of nothing. not of nothing-in-
particular—which is anything—in-general. It is when
a man is thinking of nothing-in-particular that his most
disturbing thoughts and memories jump in and may
ruin his peace for hours or days. Only when a man be-
gins the attempt to master his mind does he find out
how much of his power he has gradually let it usurp."Thinking of nothing is the attainment of true interior
silence. mind—silence. Then the presence of the soul be-
gins to be felt, its sustaining help. its companionship.

From Ways to Peace

. G0 Slit’

NEW WAY

Heard This?
FoRI£M.-\.\': " \\-’ell, Mac, I hear ye got married yester-

day. A right fine wife, I hope.”
1\lAc1-n.AIRsoN: “Wee1, I admit she's God's handi~

work, but she's no his masterpiece.”
THERE was a glue and soap factory at one point along

the side of the railroad track and the stench for 100
yards around would have taken away the appetite of a
buzzard. A school-teacher whose duties brought her
that way was accustomed to mitigate matters by smelling
at a bottle of lavender water. One morning as the train
entered the infected area she produced her bottle, un-
corked it and began to sniff. After a few moments an
old farmer seated opposite holding his nose. leaned
across to her and shouted: “l\ladam, would you mind
puttin’ the stopper back in that bottle!”

A DUTCIIMAN arrived in the United States on Deco-
ration Day, and, noticing the flags flying and the people
going to the cemetary with large bundles of flowers. he
asked what it meant.

“\Vhy, this is Decoration Day," said a bycstander.
“Don’t you know what that is?"

The Dutchman confessed that he didn't.
explained it.

“Isn't there someone at rest in the cemetery \\'l1n~k’
grave you would like to decorate with flowers?” asked
the man.

The Dutchman shook his head and replied:
“Doze peebles vat graves I like to degorate are not

(lead yet.”

The man

A VERY small man—not only small as to stature.
but lacking also in width of beam——sat in a street car
until he became tightly wedged in from all sides. Then
there entered the car a large, handsome woman. 1Ip—
bolstered to the minute. She took the strap in front of
the small man and was hanging to it in discomfort
when the small man arose with a flourish of politeness
and touched her on the arm.

“Take my seat. madam.” he said. with a bow and a
smile.

“Oh. thank you very much." she replied and turned
toward the seat.

Then smiling genially she asked:
“Where did you get up from?"
SHE! “I wish I had taken my mother's'advicc when

she begged me not to marry you."
lllt: “ Did your mother try to keep you from marry-

ing me? ”
I

S-mi: “ Yes."
HE: “Oh. how I have wronged that woman!"
IRATE P.\R15.\"r: “No, sir. you can't have her. I

won't have a son—in—law who has no more brains than
to want to marry a girl with no more sense than to be
willing to marry you."
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Peace

E x tracts from K atherine Tingley' s address at the Centennial

Celebration of the S an Diego F ederation of S tate S ocieties, at

Coronado, California, July 13, l9 l4.

ૺ N  thinking of this subj ect W e could make this cele-

I bration of the centennial one of the greatest

events of this period, if we chose. B ut I am

not yet ready to believe that we can establish a perpetual

peace in all countries, or bring about the true spirit of

brotherhood, until men and women have found their

calling, in the truest sense of the word, until they have

gained the knowledge of those higher laws that govern

their lives;  until they have become acq uainted with their

possibilities;  and with that interior part of the nature

which speaks for soulful things૲ splendid things for

all the world.

ૺW e cannot have a strong body of workers for peace

here in A merica, or anywhere else, until each individual

has sounded the depths of his own nature and has found

out the meaning of life in such a way that he can apply

the knowledge he has gained, and will gain, to the adj ust-

ment of his own life. L et each man and each woman

begin to do this and ዾ nd a deeper, more profound de-

ዾ nition of the meaning of life and the meaning of peace

૲ peace within oneself, the K ingdom of H eaven within

oneself, the knowledge of the divine life, of the soul life,

of those powers that belong to man૷ s higher nature.

and that should govern all humanity,

ૺA  new light would come, if we studied these things

in a new way and associated ourselves with these ideas:

that every human soul has superb possibilities, and that

even the very lowest, those who are overlooked, those

who are in the prisons and in the most unfortunate walks

of life, hold within their natures the same divine pos-

sibilities as we have. There are no limitations for the

soul of man;  and when man has risen to that point

of knowledge where he knows himself as a soul, as a

being working in consonance with all these higher and

divine laws, then will come'  to him a light and a know-

ledge superb, a strength that will make it possible for

him to begin a new path;  and as he moves on, others

will follow his ex ample: as he sings the song of true

brotherhood in his life, in the beauty and fullness and

richness of his spiritual manhood, then others will see

and follow.

ૺ Purify home life;  purify human nature;  ye fathers

and mothers, through self-puriዾ cation!  A nd how can one

have any idea of what these words mean until one recog-

nizes that within himself there is something more than the

mind, that the human mind is but the instrument upon

which the real man plays, as the master musician plays

upon his instrument૲ the stage, so to speak, whereon

the two forces, the higher, immortal part, and the lower,

mortal part, play their dramas every day૲ the dual

nature?

ૺ S o, if we are to reach any point of understanding

what our duties and obligations are towards the world,

towards our children and posterity, we must know some૲

thing about ourselves. ૶Man, know thyself.૷  A nd so

my message to the world, wherever I go, is: S tudy the

laws governing your own nature. F ind within your૲

selves that knowledge which can be found if you choose

to believe it. R emember that the confusion of ideas and

unrest in your minds. the doubts and fears, do not come

from your higher self, the immortal part. They come

from the passions, from selዾ shness and desire. In my

opinion, humanity today is partly asleep. It is not awake

to its possibilities. There is within the soul of man

an indescribable power that is ever ready to give strength,

no matter how heavy the clouds, no matter how great

the responsibilities. There is something all the time sing-

ing within the heart, ૶Go forward;  progress;  advance.૷

ૺ A ll peoples need this message. It was the message

given thousands and thousands of years ago, long be-

fore Christ. A gain it was repeated in H is time. It has

been passed down to us, generation after generation;  it

is singing in our hearts all the time, if we would but

listen. It talks to us. It is the voice of our higher

natures, the voice of our souls, the voice of our divinity.

It seeks to speak;  it seeks to come forth, to live, to

breathe. A nd it is only the brain-mind, with its pres-

sure of doubts and fears and inconstancy to itself and

its folly, that causes the shadows.

ૺS o, listen to the voice of a friend of humanity:

Take my message into your own hearts;  ዾ nd the peace

that will make you go forth from here with a new view

of life, with a new trust in yourselves, with a broader

vision of the future, with a conviction that life means

something more than living j ust for yourself, or your

family, or your city, or your country even. The whole

world is our country, and all humanity is a part of us.

ૺW e must keep ever playing upon these ideals that

spring from our higher natures. j ust as the master musi-

cian plays upon his instrument. A nd after awhile we

shall fashion these ideals and bring them into life. into

our own lives, and then we may talk of peace;  then

we may rej oice!  B ut we cannot rej oice in the fullest

sense of the word until we have tested our own natures,

our strength, our love, our unselዾ slmess, our disposition

to sacriዾ ce for others. Then we may sing a song of

universal peace and universal brotherhood to humanity."

3

A L L  men have spiritually and physically the same origin. A s

mankind is essentially of one and the same essence, and that es~

sence is one૲ inዾ nite, uncreate and eternal, whether we call it

God or N ature૲ nothing, therefore, can affect one nation or man

without affecting all other nations and all other men. This is

as certain and as obvious as that a stone thrown into a pond

will, sooner or later, set in motion every single drop of water

contained therein.૲ ૲ -H . P. B laz' afsky

TH E  time is coming when you, even before you close your

eyes. will see the beginning of a great and united effort in this

country and all countries for a larger liberty, a royal freedom,

a spirit of brotherhood so accentuated that war shall cease. .

૲ K atherinr Tingley
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THE NEW WAY

Peace
Extracts from Katherine Tingle_v's address at the Centennial

Celebration of the San Diego Federation of State Societies. at
Coronado, California, July 13, 1914.

“ N thinking of this subject we could make this cele-I bration of the centennial one of the greatest
events of this period. if we chose. But I am

not yet ready to believe that \ve can establish a perpetual
peace in all countries, or bring about the true spirit of
brotherhood, until men and women have found their
calling. in the truest sense of the word. until they have
gained the knowledge of those higher laws that govern
their lives: until they have becotne acquainted with their
possibilities; and with that interior part of the nature
which speaks for soulful things-—splendid things for
all the world.

“ \7Ve cannot have a strong bod_v of workers for peace
here in America, or anywhere else, until each individual
has sounded the depths of his own nature and has found
out the meaning of life in such a way that he can apply
the knowledge he has gained, and will gain. to the adjust-
ment of his own life. Let each man and each woman

begin to do this and find a deeper, more profound de-
finition of the meaning of life and the meaning of peace
—peace within oneself, the Kingdom of Heaven within
oneself. the knowledge of the divine life, of the soul life.
of those powers that belong to tnan's higher nature.
and that should govern all humanity.

“A new light would come. if we studied these things
in a new way and associated ourselves with these ideas:
that every human soul has superb possibilities. and that
even the very lowest. those who are overlooked. those
who are in the prisons and in the most unfortunate walks
of life. hold within their natures the same divine pos-
sibilities as we have. There are no limitations for the
soul of man; and when man has risen to that point
of knowledge where he knows himself as a soul. as a

being working in consonance with all these higher and
divine laws, then will come‘ to him a light and a know-
ledge superb, a strength that will make it possible for
him to begin a new path; and as he moves on, others
will follow his example: as he sings the song of true
brotherhood in his life. in the beauty and fullness and
richness of his spiritual manhood. then others will see

and follow.
“ Purify home life: purif_v human nature: ye fathers

and mothers, through self—purification! And how can one

have any idea of what these words mean until one recog-
nizes that within himself there is sotnethingmore than the
mind. that the human mind is but the instrument upon
which the real man plays, as the master musician plays
upon his instrument—the stage. so to speak. whereon
the two forces. the higher. immortal part. and the lower.
mortal part. play their dramas ever_v da_v—the dual
nature?

" So. if \ve are to reach any point of understanding
what our duties and obligations are towards the world,

t
Go -gle

towards our children and posterity, we tnust know some-

thing about ourselvcs. ‘Man. know thyself.’ And so

my message to the world, wherever I go. is: Study the
laws governing your own nature. Find within your-
selves that knowledge which can be found if you choose
to believe it. Remember that the confusion of ideas and
unrest in your minds. the doubts and fears, do not cotne
from your higher self, the immortal part. They come
from the passions, from selfishness and desire. In my
opinion, humanity today is partly asleep. It is not awake
to its possibilities. There is within the soul of man

an indescribable power that is ever ready to give strength.
no matter how heavy the clouds. no matter how great
the responsibilities. There is somethingall the time sing-
ing within the heart. ‘ Co forward; progress; advance.’

“ All peoples need this message. It was the message
given thousands and thousands of years ago, long be-
fore Christ. Again it was repeated in His time. It has
been passed down to us, generation after generation; it
is singing in our hearts all the time. if we would but
listen. It talks to us. It is the voice of our higher
natures, the voice of our souls, the voice of our divinity.
It seeks to speak; it seeks to come forth, to live, to
breathe. And it is only the brain-mind, with its pres-
sure of doubts and fears and inconstancy to itself and
its folly, that causes the shadows.

“So, listen to the voice of a friend of humanity:
Take my message into your own hearts: find the peace
that will make you go forth from here with a new view
of life, with a new trust in yourselves, with a broader
vision of the future, with a conviction that life means
something more than living just for yourself. or your
family. or your city. or your country even. The whole
world is our country, and all humanity is a part of us.

“\-Ve must keep ever playing upon these ideals that
spring from our higher natures. just as the master musi-
cian plays upon his instrument. And after awhile we
shall fashion these ideals and bring them into life. into
our o\vn lives, and then we may talk of peace: then
we may rejoice! But we cannot rejoice in the fullest
sense of the \vord until we have tested our own natures.
our strength, our love, our unselfishness, our disposition
to sacrifice for others. Then we may sing a song of
universal peace attd universal brotherhood to humanit_\-'."

.33
Au. men have spiritually aml ph_vsicall_v the same origin. .-\s

mankind is essentially of one and the same essence, am] that (-s—

sence is onc—intinite. uncreate and eternal. whether we call it
God or .\'ature—nothing. therefore. can affect one nation or man
without affecting all other nations and all other men. This is
as certain aml as obvious as that a stone thrown into ,1 punt]
will. sooner or later, set in motion every single drop of water
contained therein.—lI. I-’. B/11'£‘tlIJ‘k_\'

THE time is coming when you, even before you close ynur
e_\es. will see the l>'.“j:lt1tlil1_2'of a great and united effort in thi<
country and all cotuttries for a larger liberty. a royal freedom,
:1 spirit of lll'Ulllt"l’ltU()(l so accentuated that war shall cease.

. . ,

—KuIIu‘rim' TiugI.'_\-
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E ntering the F uture

ૺ VE R Y  unpleasant thing that happens to me at

E  all, happens a thousand times. The memory

of it ዿ oods back into my mind with more than

the painfulness of the actual occurrence, does so again

and again, at odd moments, by night, in conversation,

when I am thinking of something else. A  man was

horribly unj ust to me two years ago. The memory still

comes back to me in all its ዾ rst vividness. W hat can

I do? "  '

ૺ It૷ s not an uncommon story, old man;  but I don' t

think the difዾ culty is as great as it seems. A nd there૷ s

a peculiar reward in store, once a man wins out over this.

ૺPractise gradually makes perfect in anything what-

ever. S uppose you were to practise thinking of some-

thing else, practise turning the mind off the unpleasant

matter directly it got on to it. To some ex tent you do

this of course already, but not, I think, as a sufficiently

ዾ x ed plan. Don૷ t you often allow your mind to dwell

on some past unpleasantness because it is devising means

to head off a possible recurrence, or to get even with

the man who caused it to you, or to meet it in some

new and effective way?

ૺ W ell, isn' t that letting the mind undo at one time

all the training you gave it at another?  It is not learning

that it may never worry over the past. S o nothing is

accomplished. W e must absolutely refuse to let past

grievances and unpleasantnesses occupy our minds on

any ex cuse whatever.

ૺ Gradually we win. The recurrences become fewer

and much less troublesome, and at last they only touch

us and then get out of sight like scared rabbits. \Ve

have then got a freedom and power of mind that most

men have never conceived of. \N e feel as if some pain-

ful disease had vanished.

ૺH ave you ever thought of the other side of your

trouble, a very pleasant side?  N o?  W ell, it૷ s this. A

mind like yours, so strong, so insistent, so determined

to get its own way and think of what it chooses, a mind

so vivid in memory and imagination, once that it is

trained to behave, shows itself as a very ዾ ne mind in-

deed, capable of great acq uirements and performances.

Its imagination can be made to transform your life.

In the midst of all your worries, old man, I congratulate

you.

ૺ There is more in the matter, too. A  man who has

well trained himself not to worry over things that have

gone by, has. by the same practice, trained himself not

to be troubled about unpleasantnesses ' zehile they are

happening. H e has learned to detach himself from him-

self. his real self that now rules from his bodily-feeling

self that was previously all that he knew of himself.

H e can look on and say. ૶Y es, this is unpleasant, but

only to that, not to me. I propose to keep calm about

it and to dismiss it from my mind.૷

A nd lastly: we are always moving on into the future,

and the future, if we are willing, is always new, full of

the new, and always bigger than the past.

ૺB ut how few men let themselves ex pand into the

future, or let the future ex pand them and make them

happier and mind-richer and noble!  They are looking

back at the past;  and out of bits of the past, variously

recombined, they make a false future that is only the

past again. They live in that false future and never

see the real future which they are always moving into.

ૺDon' t you do this. W ith a mind like yours look

forward. Don૷ t L ૷ A ' PL ૷ CI this or that. B ut j ust be ready,

be cheerful, be hopeful. W hen this practice is estab-

lished you will be made all over new.

ૺ B y this practice I mean not looking back. not letting

the past come in on you, not asking of the future that

it shall supply you with anything that you have decided

would be pleasant or good.

ૺL et us trust the future. Time and life are the

workings of everlasting wisdom and compassion, and

by trust we open the way to what they will surely give

us.

ૺ L et' s' have a smoke.ૻ  S TUDE N T

9 ૶

S elf

E VE R  was a man so full of his own wrongs as

Mathers. H is mind never seemed to take a holi૲

day from the contemplation of them. The whole

world was stedfastly set on making him unhappy, on

slightiug and wronging him. H e stood in a class by

himself with the rest of the world in the other;  and

that other never lost an opportunity of showing its con-

tempt and ill-will for him.

H e had however one comfort which made his misery

bearable. W hich was that fate was showing him a spe-

cial compliment denied to others in singling him out

to be the obj ect of general persecution.

S o a sort of pride saved him from the wounding know-

~ ledge that when he wasn૷ t there nobody thought of him

at all, one way or the other. People merely avoided

him because his self-centration made him uninteresting

as a companion. B ut as he inj ured nobody, nobody made

it his business to inj ure him.

H e met his match in egotism when he fell in with

Joe Chambers. Joe was by no means a victim of the

cruelty of the world. O n the coptrary he was over-

whelmed with the sense of his own cleverness in getting

the better of everybody. To hear him talk one might

have thought that cunning was only discovered when

he was born.

In a way the two egotists ዾ tted each other. F or where૲

as one was silent, brooding over his inj uries and the

general malignity of the world towards him, the other

was a loq uaeious boaster.

B ut as neither of them was interesting to anybody

else, they speedily became uninteresting to one another.
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Entering the Future
“ VERY unpleasant thing that happens to me at

all, happens a thousand times. The memory
of it floods back into my mind with more than

the paiufulness of the actual occurrence. does so again
and again. at odd moments, by night, in conversation,
when I am thinking of something else. A man was

horribly unjust to me two years ago. The memory still
comes back to me in all its first vividness. \Nhat can

I do?" i

“ It's not an uncommon story, old man; but I don't
think the difficulty is as great as it seems. And there's
a peculiar reward in store, once a man wins out over this.

“Practise gradually makes perfect in anything what-
ever. Suppose you were to practise thinking of some-

thing else. practise turning the mind off the unpleasant
matter directly it got on to it. To some extent you do
this of course already, but not, I think, as a sufficiently
fixed plan. Don’t you often allow your mind to dwell
on some past unpleasantness because it is devising means

to head off a possible recurrence, or to get even with
the man who caused it to you, or to meet it in some
new and effective way?

“ \Vell, isn't that letting the mind undo at one time
all the training you gave it at another? It is not learning
that it may rmccr worry over the past. So nothing is
accomplished. We must absolutely refuse to let past
grievances and unpleasantnesses occupy our minds on

any excuse whatever.
" Gradually we win. The recurrences become fewer

and much less troublesome, and at last they only touch
us and then get out of sight like scared rabbits. \Ve
have then got a freedom and power of mind that most
men have never conceived of. VVe feel as if some pain-
ful disease had vanished.

" Have you ever thought of the other side of your
trouble, a very pleasant side? No? VVell. it's this. A
mind like yours, so strong, so insistent, so determined
to get its own way and think of what it chooses, a mind
so vivid in memory and imagination, once that it is
tmincd to belztwc, shows itself as a very fine mind in-
deed, capable of great acquirements and performances.
Its imagination can be made to transform your life.
In the midst of all your worries, old man, I congratulate
you.

“There is more in the matter, too. A man who has
well trained himself not to worry over things that have
gone by, has. by the same practice, trained himself not
to be troubled about unpleasantnesses wltilc they are
lzapperzitxg. He has learned to detach himself from him-
self. his real self that now rules from his bodily-feeling
self that was previously all that he knew of himself.
He can look on and say, ‘Yes, this is unpleasant, but
only to that, not to me. I propose to keep calm about
it and to dismiss it from my mind.’

And lastly: we are always moving on into the future,

. G0 glut

and the future. if we are willing, is always time, full of
the new, and always bigger than the past.

“But how few men let themselves expand into the
future, or let the future expand them and make them
happier and mind-richer and noble! They are looking
back at the past; and out of bits of the past, variously
recombined, they make a false future that is only the
past again. They live in that false future and never
see the real future which they are always moving into.

“Don't you do this. \‘\"ith a mind like yours look
forward. Don’! cnrpcc! t/ti: or that. But just be ready.
be cheerful, be hopeful. \\"hen this practice is estab-
lished you will be made all over new.

“ By this practice I mean not looking back. not letting
the past come in on you, not asking of the future that
it shall supply you with anything that you have decided
would be pleasant or good.

“ Let us trust the future. Time and life are the
workings of everlasting wisdom and compassion, and
by trust we open the way to what they will surely give
us.

" Let's have a smoke." STUm~‘.N’r
«)3

Self
EVER was a man so full of his own wrongs as

Mathers. His mind never seemed to take a holi-
day from the contemplation of them. The whole

world was stedfastly set on making him unhappy, on
slighting and wronging him. He stood in a class by
himself with the rest of the world in the other; and
that other never lost an opportunity of showing its con-

tempt and ill-will for him.
He had however one comfort which made his misery

bearable. Which was that fate was showing him a spe-
cial compliment denied to others in singling him out
to be the object of general persecution.

So a sort of pride saved him from the wounding know-
v ledge that when he wasn’t there nobody thought of him

at all, one way or the other. People merely avoided
him because his self—centration made him uninteresting
as a companion. But as he injured nobody, nobody made
it his business to injure him.

He met his match in egotism when he fell in with
Joe Chambers. Joe was by no means a victim of the
cruelty of the world. On the coptrary he was over-
whelmed with the sense of his own cleverness in getting
the better of everybody. To hear him talk one might
have thought that cunning was only discovered when
he was born.

In a way the two egotists fitted each other. For where-
as one was silent, brooding over his injuries and the
general malignity of the world towards him, the other
was a loquacious boaster.

But as neither of them was interesting to anybody
else. they speedily became uninteresting to one another.
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Mathers was bored by Chambers'  yarns about his own

cleverness and Chambers was bored by a man out of

whom he couldn' t strike a spark of admiration. Mathers

sneered one day at some ex tra tall yarn and got a blow

in return. Then there was a ዾ ght and an unpleasant

session in the police court and both were bound over

the keep the peace. That was the end of their com-

panionship for the time and it was years before they

met again. B y that time Joe had slowly found out

by much misfortune that the world was not an oyster

for his opening. H e was subdued and q uiet, the old

ዿ ash and boast gone altogether. F or Mathers time had

done nothing. The world was still banded against him.

The meeting was on an E astward train and they recog૲

nized each other at once. ૺ B ygoues are bygones,"  said

Joe. ૺI' ve learnt a heap since the old days. Mind

hearing what I got on to?  "  ૺ Go ahead,"  said Mathers.

ૺW ell, I reckon the world don' t get out of tune with

a man unless the man૷ s out of tune with it. O ut of tune

with it comes from being full of the feeling of your૲

self. If a man shuts himself into that feeling he' s out

of tune with the rest, shut out from the rest. I thought

the world was a ዾ ddle for me to play on, and after a

while things got back at me till I had hardly a shirt to

my neck. I saw I wasn૷ t as clever by a long sight as I

had thought, and after scorchings enough and croppers

enough and a bit of starvation thrown in, I took a new

hold on myself and started a general friendliness to the

other fellows and all around in a way that altered things

from then on. I૷ d come out from being shut in. I got

friendliness back, and as much respect as I was actually

worth૲ not what I used to think I was worth, though!

N o, sir!  My hats are a sight smaller and I૷ m that

much happier.

ૺI don૷ t presume to j udge you or anybody else. I

know you used to have a hard time of it;  hope it૷ s

better now. There was always good solid stuff in you

that I couldn' t pretend to. B ut maybe you was a little

shut in, though in a different way from me. That makes

a man see things all wrong, as if everybody was get-

ting at him. I was everlastingly cocky, thought I was

cock of the walk, my style of egotism, my way of being

interested in nothing but myself. I found at last that

I had come to be the walk instead of the cock!

ૺA nother sort of fellow j ust mopes and grieves and

feels wronged all the time. S ome of the wrongs are

pure illusion. B ut all the same it is true that that very

attitude somehow makes him actually wronged and slight-

ed. H e don૷ t impress other people as being of any

conseq uence, and they do without knowing why, j ust

slight him.

ૺ I daresay you' ve found all this out same as me. The

more a man feels himself at one with the rest and gener-

ally friendly, the more they૷ ll take him in with them

and be friendly to him. L aw of action and reaction

I guess. That' s happiness. B ut let' s get along to the

dining૲ car and do our share in what' s going."  S TUDE N T

Gold-F inding

TR A N CE  how men will persist in imagining them-

selves to be what they are not, and refuse to ima-

gine themselves to be what they actually are!

A  man૶s body is hungry or tired, and he says I am

hungry or tired.

That is imagining himself to be his body. A nd we

go on doing it from infancy, year after year, till at last

it is almost impossible to un-imagine this mistake and

get at the truth.

There are serious conseq uences. O nce that we have

thoroughly imagined ourselves to be the body, we not only

think I am hungry or tired, but, when the body is sick,

I am sick;  and when the body is going to die, I am going

to die and I am going to be put six  feet under ground!

Try to alter this. Imagine the truth. \Vhat concerns

the body, think of as concerning the body. S peak of it

to yourself in that way.

Just take it, for the purposes of this ex periment.

that you are a soul, something divine, a light, a harmony.

one of the agents of divine life come on earth and into

a body for a purpose;  for two purposes૲ to gather up

ex periences for your own growth, and to help on all

else that lives. Think of death as one of your ex per-

riences, in no wise putting an ex tinguisher on you.

N ow: you get a kindly thought towards some other

man.

That૷ s you. Y ou yourself thought that. F or a mom૲

ent you were at your proper business. Y ou were, in that

thought (and still more if you followed it out into a

kindly action) helping someone on, helping one of the

other living units, helping life itself.

The other morning you felt a kind of j oy in being alive,

and friendly not only to one man but in your heart to

all men, to the dog, to ዿ owers, to the very sun himself.

That was you, getting j ust a touch of that divine sense

of all-present life that ought to be ours all the time.

It ought to penetrate body and mind, and if it did so,

mind would become strong and clear and the body re૲

gain its youth.

Joy is our proper state, and as soon as we get at our

proper work૲ helping life૲ we get doses of j oy. It

is happiness to plant a seed, tend it, and see the ዿ ower

come up. It is happiness to have the companionship of

a dog and gradually ripen his mind with your friendship

and training. It is happiness to help someone else out

of a difዾ culty or a sorrow. It is happiness to do a dutv

well. The duty is there to be done;  it must be done:

and to do it well, especially if it is troublesome. sends

out inዿ uences from yourself, from you the soul. that are

secretly helpful to many other souls that have never seen

you and do not outwardly know that you ex ist. More-

over this honorable kind of duty-doing strengthens your

will and your whole nature and thus serves you as a

great and valuable ex perience. A nd it was you yourself

that did it, using your body to do it with. S TUDE N T
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4 THE NEW WAY

Mathers was bored by Chambers‘ yarns about his own

cleverness and Chambers was bored by a man out of
whom he couldn't strike a spark of admiration. 1\lathers
sneered one day at some extra tall yarn and got a blow
in return. Then there was a fight and an unpleasant
session in the police court and both were bound over
the keep the peace. That was the end of their com-

panionship for the time and it was years before they
met again. By that time Joe had slowly found out
by much misfortune that the world \vas not an oyster
for his opening. He was subdued and quiet, the old
flash and boast gone altogether. For Mathers time had
done nothing. The world was still banded against him.

The meeting was on an Eastward train and they recog-
nized each other at once. ‘ lygones are bygones," said
Joe. “I've learnt a heap since the old days. .\liml
hearing what I got on to? " “ Go ahead.” said Matliers.

"Well, I reckon the world don't get out of tune with
a man unless the man's out of tune with it. Out of tune
with it comes from being full of the feeling of your-
self. If a man shuts himself into that feeling he‘s out
of tune with the rest, shut out from the rest. I thought
the world was a fiddle for me to play on, and after a
while things got back at me till I had hardly a shirt to
my neck. I saw I wasn't as clever by a long sight as I
had thought, and after scorchings enough and croppers
enough and a bit of starvation thrown in, I took a new
hold on myself and started a general friendliness to the
other fellows and all around in a way that altered things
from then on. I'd come out from being shut in. I got
friendliness back, and as much respect as I was actually
\vorth—not what I used to think I was worth, though!
No, sir! My hats are a sight smaller and I'm that
much happier.
“I don’t presume to judge you or anybody else. I

know you used to have a hard time of it; hope it's
better now. There was always good solid stuff in you
that I couldn't pretend to. But maybe you was a little
shut in, though in a diflerent way from me. That makes
a man see things all wrong. as if everybody was get-
ting at him. I was everlastingly cocky. thought I was
cock of the walk, my style of egotism, my way of being
interested in nothing but myself. I foun(l at last that
I had come to be the walk instead of the cock!

“Another sort of fellow just mopes and grieves and
feels wronged all the time. Some of the wrongs are

pure illusion. But all the same it is true that that very
attitude somehow makes him actually wronged and slight-
ed. He don’t impress other people as being of any
consequence, and they do without knowing why, just
slight him.

“ I daresay you've found all this out same as me. The
more a man feels himself at one with the rest and gener-
ally friendly. the more they'll take him in with them
and be friendly to him. Law of action and reaction
I guess. But let's get along to the
dining—car and do our share in what's going." S’l‘Ul)F..\"l‘

That's happiness.

.
C0 glc

Gold-Finding
'l‘R.-\.\'(,lE how men will persist in imagining them-S selves to be what they are not, and refuse to ima-
gine themselves to be what they actually are!

A man's body is hungry or tired. and he says I am

lmngry or tired.
That is imagining himself to be his body. And we

go on doing it from infancy, year after year, till at last
it is almost impossible to un-imagine this mistake and
get at the truth.

There are serious consequences. Once that we have
thoroughly imagined ourselves to be the body, we not only
think I am hungry or tired, but, when the body is sick.
I am sick; and when the body is going to die. I am going
to die and I am going to be put six feet under ground!

Try to alter this. Imagine the truth. VVhat concerns
the body, think of as concerning the body. Speak of it
to yourself in that way.

_lust take it, for the purposes of this experiment.
that you are a soul, somethingdivine, a light, a harmony.
one of the agents of divine life come on earth and into
a body for a purpose; for two purposes—to gather up
experiences for your own growth, and to help on all
else that lives. Think of -death as one of your exper-
riences, in no wise putting an extinguisher on you.

Now: you get a kindly thought towards some other
man.

That’: you. You yourself thought that. For a mom-
ent you were at your proper business. You were. in that
thought (and still more if you followed it out into :1

kindly action) helping someone on, helping one of the
other living units, helping life itself.

The other morning you felt a kind of joy in being alive.
and friendly not only to one man but in your heart to
all men, to the dog, to flowers, to the very sun himself.

That TUUJ‘ you, getting just a touch of that di-vine sense
of all—present life that ought to be ours all the time.
It ought to penetrate body and mind. and if it did so.
mind would become strong and clear and the body re-
gain its youth. '

Joy is our proper state. and as soon as we get at our
proper work—helping life—we get doses of joy. It
is happiness to plant a seed, tend it, and see the flower
come up. It is happiness to have the companionship of
a dog and gradually ripen his mind with your friendship
and training. It is happiness to help someone else out
of a difliculty or a sorrow. It is happiness to do a duty
well. The duty is there to be done; it must be done:
and to do it well, especially if it is troublesome. st-nrl_<
out influences from yourself, from _vou the soul. that are
secretly helpful to many other souls that have never seen
you and do not outwardly know that you exist. More-
over this honorable kind of duty—doing strengthens your
will and your whole nature and thus serves you as :1
great and valuable experience. And it was you _\'ourst‘If
that did it, using your body to do it with. S-rt-m;,\;»,«
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The Painted S how

S TO O D in the early morning light, ere the sun came

I up. Thought had scarce yet begun to H ow;  my

mind was full of peace and strength, and in its

silence I was alone with myself.

The great globe of the sun swam up in the east and

thrilled my body with its ዾ rst light. A nd I was glad

with the vigor of the new day.

I turned and went back from the hill into my chamber,

and already the awakened body and brain had begun to

stir my mind into memories of yesterday and to narrow

it into thoughts concerning the day now opened, the

monotony of the duties, the unpromise of any j oy.

The city awoke. The air was presently ዾ lled with

aO UY K l of voices and of things moving, and in another

way with the thoughts of men moving to their work.

My mind was now ዾ lled and active. I was swept

out of my self, the free and spacious self of the early

~ilence, into the small and turbid whirl. It was as if

I had become another self.

The morning hours streamed past, full and heated

and turmoiled. Though, when noon came upon us, there

was an hour of rest, there was no recovery of that early

sunrise peace and no memory of it. E ach hour absorbed

the whole of my mind.

E vening at last, and sense of work done for the day.

Peace, perhaps, again;  but not the ዾ rst peace. O nly

the peace of strength spent out, of ceased call for effort.

Do we move through time and the hours, or is it

that time and the hours ዿ ow past us?  W e are dragged

into them as they pass, dragged away from true self.

from real life, from the larger peace, swept up into

the folds of the passing scenery, scenery only painted,

yet seeming so real.

W hy should we not hold ourselves as the hours pass

us, doing faithfully what comes to be done, yet remem-

bering that it is but a show?

W hy should we have to face it at all?

the Master of L ife compel us?

B ecause we have come out into this life as to a train-

ing ዾ eld. Man is man in proportion to the strength of

his will. This life is a school of will.

The passing show offers us pleasures, gives us pains,

Contains many duties. The man whose will is growing

refuses to chase the pleasures, refuses to be pained by

the pains, holds himself still in himself whether pleasure

or pain is for the moment in the stream that ዿ ows past.

Y et he does every duty to the full, for he knows that

૶Io shirk a duty is to yield to the pleasure-seeking, pain-

shunning part of himself, to be entangled yet deeper

and in the end more painfully in the folds.

H e who follows the upward path comes at last to be

able to hold the peace and glory of dawn in his heart

all day. H e mix es with events and duties, but does

not let them draw him from his true self. H e takes

pains and pleasures as they may come, not swept from

his calm by them.

W hy does

S o persisting, ever kindly and forgiving and even-

minded, he comes at last to the sure knowledge of him-

self as a son of the Divine, as of one nature with that

inዾ nite intelligence and compassion and peace which

pervades all heaven and earth. S TUDE N T

.3

F reedom _

F  a man who is readily angered by persons or con-

ditions, or subj ect to violent ዾ ts of antipathy against

other men, will inq uire what is really the cause of૷

these states, he is on the way to a discovery that will

be worth more to him than the richest gold mine ever

found. B ut so long as he is contented to let himself be

thus affected by people and events, and to think it nat૲

ural to be so, so long will he remain blind to his own

possibilities and tethered to his limitations. H e has no

real freedom, is to a certain degree a slave.

People who ዾ nd that freq uent ዾ ts of indigestion are

occurring to them naturally begin by blaming particular

articles of food. These, they think, are the cause.

B ut then they notice that other people can eat those

same foods without trouble. A nd even when they have

ceased to eat them they may still get the attacks. The

trouble, in fact, is with their own stomachs and not with

the foods. The foods merely stir up a disease that is

there all the time and that has usually been acq uired by

long years of bad habits or of self-indulgence. S o the

real cure, which may now take a long time, lies in stop-

ping the bad habits and adopting good ones.

In the same way a man૷ s temper is a disease, ready to

break out at any time. It only req uires a little j olt or

j ar to make the latent fever in the mind come up and

boil over;  and it really matters very little what causes

the j olt.

N ow when one who is subj ect to ዾ ts of anger or im-

patience or antagonism realizes the fact that his out-

bursts are a symptom of disease of the mind which he

himself has brought on by years of failure in self-control

or of unbrotherliness of thought, he will no longer

feel so inj ured at small inj uries, no longer attribute his

own state so entirely to persons and outer conditions.

H e will recognize that these only called forth an attack

of his disease.

S ome men, many men, in fact, are subj ect to violent

antagonisms with respect to certain other people. They

will talk much about the annoying character, habits, or

tricks of those others, holding up their incapacities to

ridicule. A t any cost of truth or j ustice they will have

it that there is a real cause for their antipathy. There

is;  but they must look in to ዾ nd it. The cause is a dis૲

ease of their own, and they are increasing it by giving it

outlet in speech. The habit of unkindly criticism of

others is a lesser form of the same disease that results

in ዾ ts of rage. A nd those who look into themselves will

ዾ nd they get no happiness but rather increased mental

discomfort from the practice of their habit.

If any such man will take the trouble to study and
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THE NEW WAY 5

The Painted Show
ST(_)OD in the early morning light, ere the sun cameI up. Thought had scarce yet begun to flow; my
mind was full of peace and strength, and in its

.ilrnce I was alone with myself.
The great globe of the sun swam up in the east and

thrilled my body with its first light. And I was glad
with the vigor of the new day.

l turned and went back from the hill into my chamber,
and already the awakened body and brain had begun to
<tir my mind into memories of yesterday and to narrow
it into thoughts concerning the day now opened, the
in-niotony of the duties, the unpromise of any joy.

The city awoke. The air was presently filled with
~:.>un<l of voices and of things moving, and in another
way with the thoughts of men moving to their work.

.\l_v mind was now filled and active. I was swept
nut of my self, the free and spacious self of the early
‘llk‘llCC. into the small and turbid whirl. It was as if
I had become another self.

The morning hours streamed past, full and heated
and turmoiled. Though, when noon came upon us, there
was an hour of rest, there was no recovery of that early
~nnrise peace and no memory of it. Each hour absorbed
Illa: whole of my mind.

Evening at last, and sense of work done for the day.
l’eace, perhaps, again; but not the first peace. Only
the peace of strength spent out, of ceased call for effort.

[)0 we move through time and the hours, or is it
that time and the hours flow past us? VVe are dragged
into them as they pass, dragged away from true self.
{min real life. from the larger peace, swept up into
the folds of the passing scenery, scenery only painted,
yet seeming so real.

Why should we not hold ourselves as the hours pass
us. doing faithfully what comes to be done. yet remem-

ircring that it is but a show?
Why should we have to face it at all?

the Master of Life compel us?
lecause we have come out into this life as to a train-

ing field. Man is man in proportion to the strength of
his will. This life is a school of will.

The passing show offers us pleasures, gives us pains,
mntains many duties. The man whose will is growing
ri-fuses to chase the pleasures, refuses to be pained by
the pains, holds himself still in himself whether pleasure
ur pain is for the moment in the stream that flows past.
Yet he does every duty to the full, for he knows that
in shirk a duty is to yield to the pleasure-seeking, pain-
~hunning part of himself, to be entangled yet deeper
«nil in the end more painfully in the folds.

lle who follows the upward path comes at last to be
able to hold the peace and glory of dawn in his heart
all day. He mixes with events and duties, but does
not let them draw him from his true self. He takes
wains and pleasures as they may come, not swept from
ills calm by them.

\Vhy does

£10 git’

So persisting, ever kindly and forgiving and even-

miuded, he comes at last to the sure knowledge of hirn—
self as a son of the Divine, as of one nature with that
infinite intelligence and compassion and peace which
pervades all heaven and earth. S1‘Ivi>I-ZNT

.3
Freedom

F a man who is readily angered by persons or con-

ditions, or subject to violent fits of antipathy against
other men, will inquire what is really the cause of’

these states, he is on the way to a discovery that will
be worth more to him than the richest gold mine ever
found. But so long as he is contented to let himself be
thus affected by people and events. and to think it nat-
ural to be so, so long will he remain blind to his own

possibilities and tethered to his limitations. He has no
real freedom, is to a certain degree a slave.

People who find that frequent fits of indigestion are

occurring to them naturally begin by blaming particular
articles of food. These, they think, are the cause.

But then they notice that other people can eat those
same foods without trouble. And even when they have
ceased to eat them they may still get the attacks. The
trouble, in fact, is with their own stomachs and not with
the foods. The foods merely stir up a disease that is
there all the time and that has usually been acquired by
long years of bad habits or of self—indulgence. So the
real cure, which may now take a long time, lies in stop-
ping the bad habits and adopting good ones.

In the same way a man's temper is a disease, ready to
break out at any time. It only requires a little jolt or

jar to make the latent fever in the mind come up and
boil over; and it really matters very little what causes
the jolt.

Now when one who is subject to fits of anger or im-
patience or antagonism realizes the fact that his out-
bursts are a symptom of disease of the mind which he
himself has brought on by years of failure in self-control
or of unbrotherliness of thought, he will no longer
feel so injured at small injuries, no longer attribute his
own state so entirely to persons and outer conditions.
He will recognize that these only called forth an attack
of his disease.

Some men, many men, in fact, are subject to violent
antagonisms with respect to certain other people. They
will talk much about the annoying character, habits, or
tricks of those others, holding up their incapacities to
ridicule. At any cost of truth or justice they will have
it that there is a real cause for their antipathy. There
is; but they must look in to find it. The cause is a dis-
ease of their own, and they are increasing it by giving it
outlet in speech. The habit of unkindly criticism of
others is a lesser form of the same disease that results
in fits of rage. And those who look into themselves will
find they get no happiness but rather increased mental
discomfort from the practice of their habit.

If any such man will take the trouble to study and
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ex periment with his own antipathies, he will ዾ nd that

he can easily get over his dislike of any one particular

person who has hitherto annoyed him. B ut he will cer૲

tainly ዾ nd that in a little while another has taken the

place of that one and his antipathy is as keen as before.

If he compels himself to like this one also he will ዾ nd

that another candidate for his aversion has come upon

the ዾ eld. This ought to satisfy him that the real trouble

is inside himself and that the only way to cure it is

.constantly to remind himself that the disagreeable little

tricks and ways of other people are merely the occasion

which causes his own trouble to manifest itself. Thus

he will be helped to stop thinking of them, and also of

any real or'  imaginary grievances which he may have.

H e is beginning to starve out his disease, which, persist-

ently left without food and stimulant, will ultimately die.

H e will then be free;  he will have regained his inde-

pendence. F or a man is not free, not independent, if

his mind is always preoccupied in looking for something

to criticise or get angry about. A nd he cannot use

such a mind for any worthy work. The man who has

won his independence has no unkindly thoughts about

other people, even when they are making grave mistakes

or doing wrong, even when they are actually inj uring

him, even when it is his duty or right to take measures

to check them. H e knows that anger simply upsets

his own mind and body and holds him tied to the con-

dition that angers him until it no longer does so. This

is a very important and little known law in human life.

W hen a man has found out how to stand free from

anger or hate or antipathy, he has found the greatest

thing in the world. H e is rich in his noble independence,

and paths of growth are now open to him whose very

ex istence he never before suspected. R . M.

J૶

The S oul and the Man

S A W  a radiant white bird against the disk of the morn

ing sun

Descending toward the earth

E ven as if it had been a living ray from the sun.

A nd I thought, It is as a human soul

Coming down into birth.

B ut amidst its shining plumage

W as here and there a feather dull and soiled.

A nd when the bird drew near the earth

B ehold all these darker plumes

F ell from its breast and wings

Upon the earth below,

A nd the bird in all its splendor

H overed watching above.

Then I thought that man in his visible shape

A s he moves and thinks and acts

Is as the feathers that fell

F rom the radiant bird of the sun,

F ell and were trampled and soiled-stained,

W ind-harried through cities and deserts,

B lown last to the seas and washed clean

A nd by sunlight and moonlight made white;

B y the night-wind called death drawn upward

To the wings of the hovering bird૲ F rom the S ufi

Peace

F rom L ongfellow૷ s S ong of H iawatha

O N  the Mountains of the Prairie,

O n the great R ed Pipe-stone Q uarry,

Gitche Manito, the Mighty,

H e the Master of L ife descending,

O n the red crags of the q uarry,

S tood erect, and called the nations,

Called the tribes of men together.

Gitche Manito, the Mighty,

The Creator of the nations,

L ooked upon them with compassion,

W ith paternal love and pity;

L ooked upon their wrath and wrangling

B ut as q uarrels among children,

B ut as feuds and ዾ ghts of children!

O ver them he stretched his right hand,

To subdue their stubborn natures,

To ally their thirst and fever,

B y the shadow of his right hand;

S pake to them with voice maj estic

A s the sound of far-oዾ  waters,

F alling into deep abysses,

W arning, chiding, spake in this wise:

ૺO  my children!  my poor children!

L isten to the words of wisdom,

L isten to the words of warning,

F rom the lips of the Great S pirit,

F rom the Master of L ife, who made you!

ૺI have given you lands to hunt in,

I have given you streams to ዾ sh in,

I have given you bear and bison,

I have given you roe and reindeer,

I have given you brant and beaver,

F illed the marshes full of wild-fowl,

F illed the rivers full of ዾ shes;

W hy then are you not contented?

W hy then will you hunt each other?

ૺI am weary of your q uarrels,

W eary of your wars and bloodshed,

W eary of your prayers for vengeance,

O f your wranglings and dissensions:

A ll your strength is in your union,

A ll your danger is in discord;

Therefore be at peace henceforward,

A nd as brothers live together.

ૺI will send a Prophet to you,

A  Deliverer of the nations,

W ho shall guide you and shall teach you,

\Vho shall toil and suffer with you.

If you listen to his counsels.

Y ou will multiply and prosper;

If his warnings pass unheeded,

Y ou will fade away and perish!

ૺB athe now in the stream before you,

W ash the war-paint from your faces,

W ash the blood-stains from your ዾ ngers,

B ury your war-clubs and your weapons,

B reak the red stone from this q uarry,

Mould and make it into Peace-Pipes,

Take the reeds that grow beside you,

Deck them with your brightest feathers

S moke the calumet together,

A nd as brothers live henceforward! "
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6 THE
 

experiment with his own antipathies. he will find that
he can easily get over his dislike of any one particular
person who has hitherto annoyed him. But he will cer-

tainly find that in a little while another has taken the
place of that one and his antipathy is as keen as before.
If he compels himself to like this one also he will find
that another candidate for his aversion has come upon
the field. This ought to satisfy him that the real trouble
is inside himself and that the only way to cure it is
constantly to remind himself that the disagreeable little
tricks and ways of other people are merely the occasion
which causes his own trouble to manifest itself. Thus
he will be helped to stop thinking of them, and also of
any real or imaginary grievances which he may have.
He is beginning to starve out his disease, which, persist-
ently left without food and stimulant, will ultimately die.
He will then be free; he will have regained his inde-
pendence. For a man is not free, not independent, if
his mind is always preoccupied in looking for something
to criticise or get angry about. And he cannot use
such a mind for any worthy work. The man who has
won his independence has no unkindly thoughts about
other people, even when they are making grave mistakes
or doing wrong, even when they are actually injuring
him, even when it is his duty or right to take measures
to check them. He knows that anger simply upsets
his own mind and body and holds him tied to the con-
dition that angers him until it no longer does so. This
is a very important and little known law in human life.

When a man has found out how to stand free from
anger or hate or antipathy, he has found the greatest
thing in the world. He is rich in his noble independence,
and paths of growth are now open to him whose very
existence he never before suspected. R. M.

J
The Soul and the Man

I SAW a radiant white bird against the disk of the morn

ing sun

Descending toward the earth
liven as if it had been a living ray from the sun.
And I thought, It is as a human soul
Coming down into birth.
But amidst its shining plumage
W'as here and there a feather dull and soiled.
And when the bird drew near the earth
Behold all these darker plumes
Fell from its breast and wings
Upon the earth below,
And the bird in all its splendor
Hovered watching above.
Then I thought that man in his visible shape
.'\s he moves and thinks and acts
Is as the feathers that fell
From the radiant bird of the sun,
Fell and were trampled and soiled-stained.
\\/ind~harried through cities and deserts,
Blown last to the seas and washed clean
And by sunlight and moonlight made white:
By the night-wind called death drawn upward
To the wings of the hovering bir(l.—l’rom Iln‘ Sufi

L-I0 glc

NEW WAY

Peace
From Longfcllow's Song of Hiawatha

ON the Mountains of the Prairie,
On the great Red Pipe«stone Quarry,

Gitchc Manito, the Mighty,
He the Master of Life descending,
On the red crags of the quarry,
Stood erect, and called the nations,
Called the tribes of men together.

Gitche Manito, the Mighty,
The Creator of the nations,
Looked upon them with compassion,
VVith paternal love and pity;
Looked upon their wrath and wrangling
But as quarrels among children,
But as feuds and fights of children!

Over them he stretched his right hand,
To subdue their stubborn natures.
To ally their thirst and fever,
By the shadow of his right hand;
Spake to them with voice majestic
As the sound of far~ofi waters,
Falling into deep abysses,
Warning, chiding, spake in this wise:

“O my children! my poor children!
Listen to the words of wisdom,
Listen to the words of warning,
From the lips of the Great Spirit,
From the Master of Life, who made you!

‘‘I have given you lands to hunt in,
l have given you streams to fish in,
I have given you bear and bison,
I have given you roe and reindeer,
1 have given you brant and beaver,
Filled the marshes full of wild~fowl,
Filled the rivers full of fishes;
Why then are you not contented?
Why then will you hunt each other?

“I am weary of your quarrels,
Weary of your wars and bloodshed,
\Veary of your prayers for vengeance,
Of your wranglings and dissensions;
All your strength is in your union,
All your danger is in discord;
Therefore be at peace henceforward,
And as brothers live together.

‘‘I will send a Prophet to you,
A Deliverer of the nations,
\Vho shall guide you and shall teach you,
\Vho shall toil and sufier with you.
If you listen to his counsels.
You will multiply and prosper;
If his warnings pass unheeded_
You will fade away and perish!

“Bathe now in the stream before you,
\\/ash the war-paint from your faces.
\Vash the blood-stains from your fingers,
Bury your war—clnbs and your weapons.
Break the red stone from this quarry.
Mould and make it into Peace-Pipes,
Take the reeds that grow beside you.
Deck them with your brightest featliers
Smoke the calnmet together.
And as brothers live ltt-neeforwartl!"



TH E

N E W  W A Y  7

\Y yoming S tate Penitentiary.

R awlins, July 20, 19 14.

Tue N ew W A Y ,

Point L oma, Calif.

I went into the Prison L ibrary the other day after a

book. and j ust as I started out. the librarian handed me

one of your papers (July N umber), and told me to take

it along. as there was some good reading in it. It was

the ዾ rst one of your papers I had ever read, and it

appealed to me very much. The nex t time I was in the

library I asked the librarian what he knew about your

paper, as I could not make out the ex act nature of your

publication by j ust reading one copy;  he said he did

not know much about the paper, ex cept it must be an

awful good paper as a great many of the inmates were

always very anx ious to get them. H e also said that it

seemed to have a tendency to cheer a fellow up more

than any paper he had ever seen.

.-\m writing this letter j ust to show you how we pris-

oners appreciate any little interest shown in our behalf;

it shows that we are not condemned by all. O ne thing

in your paper that appealed to me, was your letter to

R alph F ariss, the condemned man in S an Q uentin, in

which you said to him, ૺ should you have to face this

ordeal, do it like a man."  W e have one condemned

man here now, a negro, whose case has been appealed.

It is certainly a worthy cause in which you are work-

ing. and I certainly wish you much success.

I wish to thank you in the name of all the inmates

who are interested in your work for the papers we

receive monthly.

Y ours respectfully,

(S igned) * * 5૶

R E PL Y

Point L oma, California

July 22, 19 14.

Dear S ir:

O ut of the many letters that I receive from prisoners

from time to time, commending TH E  N ew W A Y , I have

read none that gave me more encouragement than yours;

and I trust that from the correspondence that has been

lmgiin, I believe so worthily, I may be able to ૺgive you

a lift,"  so to speak.

I am a very busy woman. I have a large O rganiza-

tion to direct throughout the world, a correspondence

that takes much of my time, besides much editorial work

to do. B ut it is always a rest for me to turn my thoughts

toward the ૺshut-ins,ૻ  so to speak, and give them a

kind wish. A nd when there is time. I am only too glad

to write and help in every way that is possible.

Y ou see, I have great conዾ dence in human nature,

in spite of its weaknesses. A nd I have the larger char-

ity for those who err (indeed all do, you know): but

especially for those who, like yourself, have made serious

mistakes, and are meeting conditions that remind them

daily of lost time and opportunities. I could not con-

ceive of any class of men more ready for the truth than

these I speak of.

H ere is something that may interest you because you

are evidently a man who thinks before he speaks;  and

that is, if man is divine, as I know him to be, then the

immortal self is eternally urging him to ex press itself

through the human mind, in order to direct the life and

build the character. B ut from childhood, I have found

that there has been little chance for even the best in

human life to have gained the knowledge so necessary

for them at that time.

F ifty years ago, or twenty-ዾ ve years ago, to say that

every man has two natures૲ a higher and a lower૲

would have been considered evidence of an unbalanced

mind;  but j ust the same, man is dual;  and it is the low-

er nature, that part which lives in passions, desires, and

unrest, that pulls him the wrong way. Thus the mind

becomes confused, and the R eal Man has no chance.

N ow, I am ever seeking the R eal Man;  and I know

that even the worst in human life have the light of the

R eal Man shining in their natures;  and it can be brought

out under proper circumstances. B ut I do abominate

hypocrisy and insincerity;  and whenever a prisoner

writes me and shows the slightest tendency that way,

I feel as though perhaps he should learn his lessons

through more suffering. It is little use to work with

one when he does not co-operate. N ow, it may be that

you are one of the kind that would like to work for

your self-improvement. If that is so, write again. I at

least feel that it is so.

That little magazine of ours, TH E  N ew W A Y , is based

on real heart-work. I established it shortly after I had

been to S an Q uentin, and visited the prisoners and talked

with them. It is little in comparison to what I wanted

to do;  but it does do a good work in cheering up the

prisoners and giving them new hope. A nd those who

work on it do it unselዾ shly and without salary.

Trusting that you may still have further interest in

the magazine, and in your own self-improvement, I am,

with deep interest,

Y our friend,

(S igned) K atherine Tingley.

.3

MA N  has as his inheritance a divine nature and he

may develop his sense of this by seeking to become one

with all humanity. The L ight will come in this feeling

of unity૲ K atherine Tingley

J

In A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N ew W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N ew W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N ew W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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THE

\\'yoming State Penitentiary.
Rawlins. July 20, 1914.

'I‘m-: .\'t-:w Wat’,
l‘oint Loma, Calif.
I went into the Prison Library the other day after a

l)HI)l\'. and just as I started out. the librarian handed me

mic of your papers (July Number), and told me to take
it along. as there was sotne good reading in it. It was
the first one of your papers I had ever read, and it
;:ppeale<l to me very much. The next time I was in the
library I asked the librarian what he knew about your
paper. as I could not make out the exact nature of your
publication by just reading one copy; he said he did
not know much about the paper, except it tnust be an
.-twful good paper as a great many of the inmates were

;tIwa_\'s very anxious to get them. He also said that it
~cemed to have a tendency to cheer a fellow up more
than any paper he had ever seen.

.\m writing this letter just to show you how we pris—
HIICFS appreciate any little interest shown in our behalf;
it shows that we are not condemned by all. One thing
in your paper that appealed to me, was your letter to
kzilph Fariss, the condemned man in San Quentin, in
\\'lllL‘ll you said to him, “ should you have to face this

do it like a man.” We have one condemned
tztan here now, a negro, whose case has been appealed.

It is certainly a worthy cause in which you are work-

nrdcal.

iwg. and I certainly wish you much success.
I wish to thank you in the name of all the inmates

'.-rho are interested in your work for the papers we
receive monthly.

Yours respectfully.
(Signed) * * *

REPLY
Point Loma, California

July 22, 1914.
I it-ar Sir:

Hut of the many letters that I receive from prisoners
{rt-in time to time, commending THE NEW WAY, I have
rcad none that gave me more encouragement than yours;
;u:vl I trust that from the correspondence that has been
7'~'-gttti. I believe so worthily,I may be able to “give you
;t hit." so to speak.

I am a very busy woman. I have a large Organiza~
tin-n to direct throughout the world. a correspondence
that takes much of my time, besides much editorial work
to do. But it is always a rest for me to turn my thoughts
I*,.'\\'3l'(l the “shut—ins,” so to speak. and give them a
k-incl wish. And when there is time. I am only too glad
to write and help in every way that is possible.

You see, I have great confidence in human nature,
in spite of its weaknesses. And I have the larger char-
ity for those who err (indeed all do, you know): but
t~pecially for those who, like yourself, have made serious
mi<takes, and are meeting conditions that remind them
'l£ill_\' of lost time and opportunities. I could not con-

. (L0 SIC

NEW WAY 7

ceive of any class of men more ready for the truth than
these I speak of.

Here is something that may interest you because you
are evidently a man who thinks before he speaks; and
that is, if man is divine. as I know hitn to be, then the
immortal self is eternally urging him to express itself
through the human mind, in order to direct the life and
build the character. But from childhood, I have found
that there has been little chance for even the best in
human life to have gained the knowledge so necessary
for them at that time.

Fifty years ago, or twent_v—five years ago, to say that
every man has two natures—a higher and a lower—
would have been considered evidence of an unbalanced
mind; but just the same, man is dual; and it is the low-
er nature, that part which lives in passions, desires, and
unrest, that pulls him the wrong way. Thus the mind
becomes confused, and the Real Man has no chance.

Now, I am ever seeking the Real Man: and I know
that even the worst in human life have the light of the
Real Man shining in their natures; and it can be brought
out under proper circumstances. But I do abominate
hypocrisy and insincerity; and whenever a prisoner
writes me and shows the slightest tendency that way,
I feel as though perhaps he should learn his lessons.
through more suffering. It is little use to work with
one when he does not co-operate. Now, it may be that
you are one of the kind that would like to work for
your self-improvement. If that is so, write again. I at
least feel that it is so.

That little magazine of ours, THE NEW VVAY, is based
on real heart-work. I established it shortly after I had
been to San Quentin, and visited the prisoners and talked
with them. It is little in comparison to what I wanted
to do; but it does do a good work in cheering up the
prisoners and giving them new hope. And those who
work on it do it unselfishly and without salary.

Trusting that you may still have further interest in
the magazine. and in your own self-improvement, I atn,
with deep interest.

Your friend.
(Signed) Katherine ’I‘ingle_v.

all
t\l.\N has as his inheritance a divine nature and he

may develop his sense of this by seeking to become one
with all humanity. The Light will come in this feeling
of unity. -— l\'atl1erivw TingIc_\'

J
IN AIIDITION to the purpose for which Tut-‘. .‘\'Hw WM‘ was

cstrtblisltetl. \'iz.. for Gratttitous Distribution in Prisons. man_v
persons have expressed their interest in, arid desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free itt
Prisons. in accordance with its original purpose: but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payaltle to Tm-2
NEW \VA\', and all subscriptions should be arldresserl to:

Tm-‘. NEW \\'.u', Point Loma, California.



8  T H  E  N  E  W  W  A  Y

N ew W ay N otebook H eard This?

\VO R R Y  is often what keeps people awake and gives PH O TO GR A PH E R : ૺW ell. there y૷ are. P૷ raps it ain' t

them troubled dreams. If they could only forget the

little trivial matters of everyday life they would cease

to suffer from insomnia. I have a friend who has

trained himself to forget everything that has happened.

good and bad alike. E ach day is a clean slate.

૲ A lbcrt Visetti

ૺ E very day is a new beginning

L isten my soul to the glad refrain:

A nd spite of old sorrow and older sinning

A nd trouble forecasted and possible pain,

Take heart with the day and begin again.ૻ

N O  one can have a true idea of right until he does it;

any genuine reverence for it until he has done it often

and with cost;  any peace ineffable in it, till he does it

always and with alacrity.-૲ 1l[ artinean

I fear not, nay, and I fear not the thing to be done;

I am strong with the strength of my lord, the sun;

H ow dark, how dark soever the race that must needs

be run,

I am lit with the sun૲ S idney L anicr

O UT of the lowest depths there is a path that leads

to the loftiest heights.૲  O ld B ill, the counterfeit man૷ s,

message

E VE R Y  man' s enclosure, however small. gives him

room enough to grow in. L et him be assured that when

he has grown as much as that place allows of, another

is open to hiIII.-૲ -C6H H H ૷ _\'  Path

IT never will rain roses;  when we want to have more

roses we must plant more trees.૲  George E liot

Two PE R S IA N  A L L E GO R IE S

I S A W  a wave, dark and threatening, coming upon me

from the troubled ocean of the future. It was the

menace O f the morrow. B ut there was a light within

my heart and my body, the light of hope, O f love of the

Divine L aw that overruleth all things to good for them

that trust it. A nd I looked inward upon that light

instead of upon the advancing wave. A nd in the j oy and

peace of it I forgot the wave, and when I nex t remem-

bered it, behold!  it was behind me. breaking smooth

upon the shore, and the gleaming sunlight played upon

the little ripples into which it had resolved itself.

TH E R E  was a man, standing in the gateway of a most

fair garden. A nd he was looking out upon the barren

and desolate moor, lamenting at the grim monotony of

the prospect upon which he gazed. B ut the garden

within was ዿ owery and smiling. There were fountains,

brooks, and trees bearing rich fruit. A nd many birds

sang in the sunlight.

B ut the man gazed only outward at the desolate moor

and bewailed the monotony of the prospect.

much of a pitcher, but lummy, I gotter take what' s a-

sittin૷  in front 0૷  the cammerer, ain' t I? ૻ

MIK E , meeting Pat on street: " I hear, Pat, that ye' ve

turned S ocialist.ૻ

PA T: ૺ I have that."

MIK E : ૺW ell, what is S ocialism? "

PA T: ૺ It' s ownin૷  everything in common and sharin'

up eq ual."

MIK E : ૺIf ye had two horses would ye give me wan? '

v

PA T: ૺI would that, me boy.ૻ

MIK E : ૺ O r two cows? "

PA T: ૺS ure I would.ૻ

MIK E : ૺO r two goats? "

PA T: ૺThat I would not. I have two goats, me son."

A  W O MA N  once called in two doctors for a consulta-

tion on her case. W hen they had informed themselves

about her symptoms at the bedside they retired to another

room to consult. The woman sent her sister to listen

at the door. This is what she heard:

F IR S T DO CTO R : ૺW hat do you think of her?  ૻ

S E CO N D DO CTO R : ૺI think she' s the ugliest woman

I ever saw.ૻ

F IR S T DO CTO R : ૺW ait till you see her sister! ૻ

The sister then returned and reported to the sick

woman that she could not understand a word of what

they said. S o the woman sent her little boy to listenv

W ૷ hen he came back he reported that he also could not

understand any of their long words. The only sentencr

he could remember was this: ૺ W ell, we૷ ll ዾ nd that out

at the autopsy.ૻ

CH A IR MA N  (addressing a meeting): ૺI am sure ૺ' t

will all be sorry our secretary isn' t here tonight. I can

not say we miss his vacent chair, but I do say we mi»

his vacant face.ૻ

ૺ Y es,ૻ  said Mrs. Malaprop, describing the last illnes

of a friend, ૺshe was taken suddenly sick with panto

' mine poisoning, and four doctors came to the housI

and insulted about her and diagrannned her case ver;

closely. They decided that she had eaten some ዾ sl

or something that had paragraphs in it, and so they gay

her a hypocritical inj ection O f a serial that would destro

the basilica, but it didn૷ t seem to help any, and she 500૶

was in a state of chromo.ૻ

A  hypochondriac from the country was staying wit

a friend at the seashore in the hope of obtaining relic

from chronic dyspepsia. O ne morning he was walkin

along the beach with his host.

ૺI drank a glassful of salt water fresh from th

ocean yesterday, and I think I derived relief from it.

he said. ૺ DO  you think I might take a second? "

ૺ \Vell,"  said the host. after a moment૷ s hesitation. "

don' t think a second would be missed.ૻ
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8 THE

New Way Notebook
\\'oRR\' is often what keeps people awake and gives

them troubled dreams. If they could only forget the
little trivial matters of everyday life they would cease

to suffer from insomnia. I have a friend who has
trained himself to forget everything that has happened.
good and bad alike. Each day is a clean slate.

—.-Hbcrl I 'i:t'!ti
" livery day is a new beginning

Listen my soul to the glad refrain:
And spite of old sorrow and older sinning

And trouble forecasted and possible pain,
Take heart with the day and begin again."

No one can have a true idea of right until he does it;
any genuine reverence for it until he has done it often
and with cost: any peace inefiable in it. till he does it
always and with alacrit_v.—Martim'au
I fear not, nay, and I fear not the thing to be done;
I am strong with the strength of my lord, the sun;

l*Iow dark, how dark soever the race that must needs
be run,

I am lit with the sun.—Sidnc_\- Lanicr

()U'r of the lowest depths there is a path that leads
to the loftiest heights. — Old Bill, the cmmtcrfci! man's,
massage

EVERY man's enclosure. however small. gives him
room enough to grow in. Let him be assured that when
he has grown as much as that place allows of. another
is open to l1irn.—Ccu!ury Path

IT never will rain roses; when we want to have more

roses we must plant more trces.— (imrgc liliut

Two I”!-ZRSI.\N .~\Lt.I-tooiul-is
I saw a wave, dark and threatening, coming upon Inc

from the troubled ocean of the future. It was the
menace of the morrow. But there was a light within
my heart and my body, the light of hope, of love of the
Divine Law that overruleth all things to good for then}
that trust it. And I looked inward upon that light
instead of upon the advancing \vave. And in the joy and
peace of it I forgot the wave, and when I next remem-
bered it, behold! it was behind me. breaking smooth
upon the shore. and the gleaming sunlight played upon
the little ripples into which it had resolved itself.

TIIERE was a man. standing in the gateway of a most
fair garden. And he was looking out upon the barren
and desolate moor, lamenting at the grim monotony of
the prospect upon which he gazed. hit ‘the garden
within was flowery and smiling. There were fountains,
brooks. and trees bearing rich fruit. And many birds
sang in the sunlight.

int the man gazed only outward at the desolate lllunt‘
and bewailed the monotony of the ])rospt‘Ct.

» Go gle

NEW WAY

Heard This?

Ill-[O'l‘()(‘.R.r\I']ll-ZR: "VVell. there y'are. I"raps it ain't
much of a pitcher, but lummy, I gotter take what's a-

sittin’ in front 0' the eammerer. ain't I?”

I\IIKE, meeting Pat on street: “ I hear. Pat. that yt-‘re
turned Socialist.”

I’.»\'r: “ I have that."
I\lIKF.: “ Well, what is ~Socialism ? "

I‘.-\T: “ It's ownin' everything in common and sharin‘
up equal."

MIKE: “If ye had two horses would ye give me wan? "

PAT: “I would that. me boy."
l\I1KI£: “ Or two cows? "

PAT: “Sure I would."
I\IIKl’.Z “ Or two goats?"
PM‘: “That I would not. I lmw two goats. me son."

A woMAN once called in two doctors for a consulta-
tion on her case. When they had informed thCIn5Cl\'k“
about her symptoms at the bedside they retired to another
room to consult. The woman sent her sister to listen
at the door. This is what she heard:

FIRST DoCToR: “ W'hat do you think of her?"
Srscoxn DOCTOR: “I think she's the ugliest woman

I ever saw."
Fmsr DOCTOR: “ Wait till you see her sister! "

The sister then returned and reported to the sielt
woman that she could not understand a word of what
they said. So the woman sent her little boy to listen,
\Vhen he came back he reported that he also could not
understand any of their long words. The only sentenct
he could remember was this: “\\-"ell, we'll find that out
at the autopsy."

CI].-HRMAN (adtlressing a meeting): “I am sure wt

will all be sorry our secretary isn't here tonight. I can

not say we miss his vacent chair, but I do say we mi~
his vacant face.”

“ Yes," said Mrs. Malaprop, describing the last illnes
of a friend, “she was taken suddenly sick with panto
‘mine poisoning. and four doctors came to the hou~~
and insulted about her and diagrammed her case \‘er_
closely. They decided that she had eaten some fisl
or something that had paragraphs in it. and so they gar
her a hypocritical injection of a serial that would destro
the basilica, but it didn’t seem to help any, and she son

was in a state of chromo.”

A hypochondriac from the country was staying wit
a friend at the seashore in the hope of obtaining relic
from chronic dyspepsia. One morning he was walkin
along the beach with his host.
“I drank a glassful of salt water fresh from tli

ocean yesterday, and I think I derived relief from it.
he said. “ Do you think I might take a second? "

“ \'\'ell." said the host. after a moment's lit-sitatiz >11. "

don't think a second would be missed."
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Plane handle with care

and pin on to another

N ation shall not lift up sword against N ation,

N either shall they learn war any more. -- Isaiah
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A merica

tF rom an address delivered by K atherine Tingley in 19 08 )

O M PA IN E  and all those who helped to create the

A merican Constitution with its message O f free-

dom to the world, through the power of their hearts

and their aspirations left a spiritual legacy so that the

very life of A merica is teeming with spiritual possibil-

ities. Iut the maj ority see it not, they know it not.

H ave the maj ority of the A merican people learned to

love one another?  H ave they learned how to suffer for

one another?  Do they understand themselves?  Do they

know anything about their divinity? ૲ their responsibil-

ity?  I say nay. A nd I love A merica and its people;  I

love them so much that I dare speak from my heart

and tell them the truth. A nd so I say that considering

the restraint of Church and S tate that is upon foreign

countries, and that A merica is free, there should be in

this country an accentuation on higher lines of the god-

like q uality of man. his real freedom;  there should be

a marked demonstration of brotherhood;  there should

be less sin, less selዾ shness, less vice, less sickness, less

I
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S E E N  A CR O S S  TH E  B A Y  F R O M PO IN T L O MA

insanity, less unbrotherliness. A merica needs this mes-

sage and may the gods touch the hearts of the people

and awaken them to their possibilities before it is too

late!  L imitations of mind kill the spiritual life and para-

lyse intuition૲ the eye of the soul and its discriminat૲

ing power. A nd the maj ority O f the A merican people,

in spite O f all their love of progress, in spite O f all their

culture and their professions of love of liberty, are so

blinded to their danger that it is high time that a warn૲

ing note was sounded. F or they have difዾ culties to meet

that are nearer than they now dream.

I love A merica and its people, love it so truly that I

cannot but think of its dangers: so much so that I wish

the divine light that was in the heart and soul O f its

pioneers could be shining everywhere, and not only

among this but among all peoples. There must be an

awakening of the nation, the arousing of a new and

real patriotism, a patriotism of the whole people. Their

hearts must be so stirred that they may feel their power

of discrimination, their strength, their possibilities, and

that all these q ualities may be evoked. Poor A merica,
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Neither shall they learn war any more.-- Isaiah
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America
Il-‘rom an address delivered by Katherine Tingle)’ in 1903)

GM PAI.\'li and all those who helped to create theT American Constitution with its message of free-
dom to the world. through the power of their hearts

and their aspirations left a spiritual legacy so that the
very life of America is teeming with spiritual pos.~i|)il-
ities. llut the majority see it not. they know it not.
Have the majority of the American people learned to
lure one another? Have they learned how to sutier for
one another? Do they understand themselves? l)o they
l\'no\\' an_\'tl1iug about their tlivinit_v?—their resp«:unsiliil-
ity.‘ I say May. And I love America and its people: I
lnve them so much that I dare speak from my heart
and tell them the truth. And so I say that considering
the restraint of Church aml State that is upon foreign
cv>untrie.~'. and that America is free. there should be in
thi-' countr_\' an aeeentuation on higher lines of the god-
like quality of man. his real freedom: there should he
a marked demonstration of hrotherlioml: there should
be less sin. less selfishness, less vice. less sickness. less
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insanity. less llnl)rDlllt’l‘llltCSS. ;\meriea needs this mes-

sage and may the gods touch the hearts of the people
and awaken them to their po»il)ilitie.s before it is too
late! Limitations of mind kill the spiritual life and para-
lyse intuition—the eye of the soul and its di.~criminat-
ing power. .\nd the majority of the .\merican people,
in spite of all their love of progress. in spite of all their
culture and their [)l'Uft‘.'~’2~'lt)l].~' of love of lilierty. are so
blinded to their (lauger that it is high time that a warn-

ing note was sounded. For they have difficulties to meet
that are nearer than they now dream.

I love .-\meriea and its people. love it so truly that I
cannot but think of its dangers: so much so that I wish
the divine light that was in the heart and soul of its
pioneers could he shining e\'er_vwhere. and not only
among this but among all peoples. There must he an
awakening of the nation. the arousing of a new and
real patriotism, a patriotism of the whole people. Their
hearts must he so stirred that they may feel their power
of discrimination, their strength. their pmsiliilities. and
that all these qualities may he evoked. Poor .—\merica,
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in spite of all its marvelous material advancement, yet

needs that its inner spiritual life should come to outward

E x pression and that there should be higher ideals of free-

dom. It needs something so all-powerful that no man

or body of men can raise hand or voice to place a man

in political position unless he be absolutely worthy. un-

less he be so wise that he can help to fashion the laws

of his country in such a way that protection for the

rights of all shall be assured. that a larger ዾ eld of

thought may be opened to the world, and that Church

and S tate shall never. never have any power over our

inner lives in this fair land.

I discern much more than I say. A nd I feel this

need so deeply that I wish it were possible that I could

reach all the people of the earth and set them thinking

on new lines, that they might do something to avoid

some of the awful dangers ahead, and enact measures

more protective of true liberty. Y es, not until our

statesmen, our politicians, our educators, have the true

interpretation of life, can A merica have absolute free૲

dom. This cannot be done until the light shines so

brightly that the erratic systems of thought so prevalent

everywhere shall disappear as the mist before the sun.

Can you not see that then the men in political organiz-

ations who are to the front for the dollar and for

prominence would be in back seats and that in the

front would be those who had studied the real needs

of the people and were working self-sacriዾ cingly to

meet them?  The men who profess to be reformers and

helpers, who are working only for position or fame.

should be replaced by courageous, unselዾ sh, broad-mind૲

ed teachers of humanity. In the churches there are

noble-minded, unselዾ sh workers. as there are among the

great body of educators: but they are few. W e know

where the maj ority stand;  and to these the new message

of Truth, L ight and L iberation says: Y e men and wom-

en of the Twentieth Century, study the meaning of life:

understand yourselves;  evoke the divinity of your

H igher N atures;  work;  serve;  live for the freedom

of thought and for the purity of human life.

.3

The Game of L ife

l\'  order to enj oy any game a knowledge of the ob૲

I j ect of the game is necessary to the spectator. In

order to become a critic of the game a knowledge

of the obj ect of the game and its rules is req uisite. In

order to play the game successfully a knowledge of its

obj ect and rules and the possession or development of

the q ualities necessary to the techniq ue of the game are

essential. A  man merely cognizant of the obj ect of the

game may be capable of watching its ex ecution with en-.

j oyment but will be q uite unq ualiዾ ed to criticise the ex -

cellence of the play. A nother man cognizant of the rules

and the obj ect merely, may make a fair critic but hardly

a ዾ rst-class player. The successful player of any game

must fully appreciate the obj ect to be striven for and

the rules governing the game, but must also be endowed

with the taste for and the physical powers necessary

to the technical ex ecution of the game. A ny player un-

eq uipped with any of these q ualities is, to say the least.

playing at a disadvantage, and of various disadvantages

obviously the most marked and unreasonable is that in૲

curred by any one foolish enough to play in ignorance

of the rules and obj ect of the game.

N ow in the greatest of all games, called L IF E , there

are players of every conceivable caliber playing at every

conceivable disadvantage (advantages being much in the

minority). B ut the saddest thing of all is that it seems

as though a very great maj ority of the players had been

thrust on to the ዾ eld and forced into the Game with

little or no knowledge of its obj ect or rules. Playing

techniq ue. taste for the Game, real sportsmanlike q uali-

ties, are to be found in abundance. B ut about ninety

per cent of the favored possessors of these q ualities are

wasting their energies in making runs that don' t count.

in rushing false goals, in sprinting for mistaken winning

posts. The result is that some players are worn out W ith

useless effort before they attain any real result;  others

lose patience with the apparently wretched team manage-

ment of this Game;  others are driven to desperation at

the seeming absolute inj ustice of the rules, and so violate

some, or all, and bring their fellows to destruction and

themselves to misery. -

W hen a player of the Game has ૺ run amuck "  on any

of these lines and ዾ nds himself behind the bars he is

brought up short with a new phase of the Game and

has time to look into the rules and req uirements more

carefully. H ere are a few ideas that may be of interest

to the despondent player who has come so unfortunately

out of this seemingly disorderly scrimmage of L ife.

The Game of L ife is in the nature of a duel, fought

not man against man, but man against himself, or better.

Man against Man' s Demon. The sole obj ect of this

Game is the Victory of the Man over his Demon;  mon_

ey. fame, political power, social prestige૲ all are ab-

solutely subservient to this one real aim of the Game.

The rules of the Game are:

F irst, that each player shall receive a result that is

ex actly proportionate to the nature and ex tent of his

efforts. N o effort can be wasted either in the right or

wrong direction. S econd, that every player, by the iden-

tity of their obj ect. is inseparably linked to every other

player and must help and be helped by him૲ this help.

however. always connected with a strict adherence to

the aim and purpose of the Game૲ the conq uest of his

own Demon. Third, that every player is by nature and

law invincible by his Demon and is req uired to cling to

the conviction of his own inherent superiority to evil

through all aዿ farent defeats. thus making of the de-

feats stepping-stones and lessons. F ourth, that the merit

of any player shall not ૺ consist in never falling, but in

rising each time he falls."  F ifth. that the time limit for

the duration of the Game as regards humanity at large
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in spite of all its marvelous material advancement, yet
needs that its inner spiritual life should come to outward
expression and that there should be higher ideals of free-
dom. It needs something so all-powerful that no man

or body of men can raise hand or voice to place a man

in political position unless he be absolutely worthy. un-

less he be so wise that he can help to fashion the la\vs
of his country in such a way that protection for the
rights of all shall be assured. that a larger field of
thought may be opened to the world. and that Church
and State shall never. never have any power over our

inner lives in this fair lan(l.
I discern much more than I say. And I feel this

need so deeply that I wish it were possible that I could
reach all the people of the earth and set them thinking
on new lines. that they might do something to avoid
some of the awful dangers ahead, and enact measures
more protective of true liberty. Yes, not until our

statesmen, our politicians, our educators, have the true
interpretation of life, can America have absolute free-
dom. This cannot be done until the light shines so

brightly that the erratic systems of thought so prevalent
everywhere shall disappear as the mist before the sun.

Can you not see that then the men in political organiz-
ations who are to the front for the dollar and for
prominence would be in back seats and that in the
front would be those who had studied the real needs
of the people and were working self-sacrificingly to
meet them? The men who profess to be reformers and
helpers. who are working only for position or fame.
should be replaced by courageous, unselfish, broad~mind-
ed teachers of humanity. In the churches there are

noble-minded, unselfish workers. as there are among the
great body of educators: but they are few. \Ve know
where the majority stand; and to these the new message
of Truth. Light and Liberation says: Ye men and wom-

en of the TwentiethCentury, study the meaning of life:
understand yourselves: evoke the divinity of your
lligher Natures; work; serve; live for the freedom
of thought and for the purity of human life.

.38

The Game of Life
N order to enjoy any game a knowledge of the oh-I ject of the game is necessary to the spectator. In

order to become a critic of the game a knowledge
of the object of the game and its rules is requisite. In
order to play the game successfully a knowledge of its
object and rules and the possession or development of
the qualities necessary to the technique of the game are
essential. A man merely cognizant of the object of the
game may be capable of watching its execution with en-.

joyment but will be quite unqualified to criticise the ex-
cellence of the play. Another man cognizant of the rules
and the object merely, may make a fair critic but hardly
a first—class player. The successful player of any game
must fully appreciate the object to be striven for and

C0 Sic’
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the rules governing the game, but must also be endowed
with the taste for and the physical powers necessary
to the technical execution of the game. Any player un-

equipped with any of these qualities is, to say the least.
playing at a disadvantage, and of various disadvantages:
obviously the most marked and unreasonable is that in-
curred by any one foolish enough to play in ignorance
of the rules and object of the game.

Now in the greatest of all games, called LIFE, there
are players of every conceivable caliber playing at every
conceivable disadvantage (advantages being much in the
minority). But the saddest thing of all is that it seem-

as though a very great majority of the players had been
thrust on to the field and forced into the Game with
little or no knowledge of its object or rules. Playing
technique. taste for the Game, real sportsmanlike quali-
ties, are to be found in abundance. But about ninety
per cent of the favored possessors of these qualities are

wasting their energies in making runs that don't count.
in rushing false goals, in sprinting for mistaken winning
posts. The result is that some players are worn out with
useless effort before they attain any real result: others
lose patience with the apparently wretched team manage-
ment of this Game; others are driven to desperation at
the seeming absolute injustice of the rules, and so violate
some, or all, and bring their fellows to destruction and
themselves to misery.

When a player of the Game has “ run amuck "
on any

of these lines and finds himself behind the bars he is
brought up short with a new phase of the Game and
has time to look into the rules and requirements more

carefully. Here are a few ideas that may be of interest
to the despondent player who has come so unfortunately
out of this seemingly disorderly scrimmage of Life.

The Game of Life is in the nature of a duel, fought
not man against man, but man against himself, or better.
Man against Man's Demon. The sole object of this
Game is the Victory of the Man over his Demon; mon-

ey. fame, political power. social prestige—all are ab-
solutely subservient to this one real aim of the Game.
The rules of the Game are:

First, that each player shall receive a result that is
exactly proportionate to the nature and extent of his
efforts. .\'o effort can be wasted either in the right or

wrong direction. Second, that every player. by the iden-
tity of their object, is inseparabl_v linked to every other
player and must help and be helped by him—this help.
however. always connected with a strict adherence to
the aim and purpose of the Game-—the conquest of his
own Demon. Third. that every player is by nature and
law invincible by his Demon and is required to cling to
the conviction of his own inherent superiority to evil
through all a/I/varcnt defeats. thus making of the de-
feats stepping-stones and lessons. Fourth. that the merit
of any player shall not “ consist in never falling. but in
rising each time he falls." Fifth. that the time limit for
the duration of the Game as regards luunanity at large
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shall be E ternity. That the number of ૺ innings"  al૲

lowed any individual player shall be unlimited and shall

not cease, though suspended by periodic cessation of

life, till he carry his part of the Game to completion.

S ix th, that the one and only umpire to this Game shall

be that great Universal L aw which is absolute, unswerv-

ing and eternal Justice.

These are a few ideas concerning this great Game in

which we are all players. It is a great Game and in the

manhood of its struggles and the sublimity of its stakes

it calls out every ounce of latent wholesomeness, virility

and godhood that lies latent in every man.

W hat do you say boys, shall we not roll up our sleeves

and go into it with the heart and good will of true sports-

men૲  take the knocks that may be ours for the spiritual

strength and health૲ yes, for the freedom and the be-

ginning of happiness that this ex ercise shall bring to us

and our fellows throughout the team?  A ye, let૷ s go in

and grab victory out of the j aws of opposition and win

the pennant 0f Godhood for every member of this mighty

team of ours૲ the team of H umanity!  A  PL A Y E R

૶5'

W hy?

ૺ S ,"  said the old soldier, ૺI૷ ve been dead. A nd

there' s many more been dead that are now

walking about than you would think.

ૺ That sounds a bit puzzling at ዾ rst;  but j ust think

of this:

"  W hen a man' s wounded, maybe some artery torn

open and he' s lost most-every drop of blood in his body,

and that coming upon a couple of days૷  ዾ ghting without

food and perhaps without sleep, why ain૷ t he dead even

if they do manage to pull him round?  H e looks dead.

There' s nex t to no breath coming and going, and yO u

can' t feel his heart so much as stir.

"  In general that will be the end. B ut now and then,

if he' s found soon enough and looked after by the doc૲

tors well enough and has a ዾ ne enough constitution, he

gets together again, same as I did.

ૺ ૶ Dead unconscious? ૷  you ask. I don૷ t know. L ooks

so, of course. Maybe unconscious one way and not in

another. Maybe it૷ s different in different men. I' ll tell

you what was my case.

ૺW hile the ዾ ght lasted૲ my part of it૲ I was wild

with it, drunk. mad. ' W hen I enlisted I knew what I

wanted to ዾ ght for;  wanted my country to win૲  j ust

because ૷ twas mine, the usual reason. That was enough

for me. My country must be boss anyhow. Glory and

Patriotism and the F lag. ૷ Twas still that way with me

when the battle began, the battle I was killed at.

ૺ B ut when my line got into action, it was j ust kill,

kill. \Ve were devils, no humanity left. S hoot, strike

and kill. Just killing devils with nothing left in us but

rage and kill૲ lust.

ૺ S uddenly everything swam and gave out૲  for me.

I knew I fell over and after a minute couldn૷ t move a

ዾ nger. N o pain, as I remember. B ut the rage and kill૲

lust was gone. The thought of my country and glory and

the ዿ ag૲ all gone.

ૺA nd then there was an awful agony in me, in my

mind I mean. I could hear the roar and the shouting

and the stamping of horses. I seemed to be able still

to see the men with their bayonets at each other' s throats

and the blood pouring. B ut there was now nothing but

the horror of it, the hell of it. W hat' s it all for?  W hat૷ s

it all for?  Then૲ I knew somehow૲ they ran for૲

ward a big gun, ran it over a lot of bodies of dead and

living men on the ground. It crushed out any life that

was left in them and made the eyes and tongues of some

of them start out of their heads. A nd all the time my

q uestion, W hat' s it for, what does it mean?  \Vhat

was I in it for?  I was conscious of nothing but the

utter hell of it, and my q uestion. H ell, hell. that' s all

there was. I

ૺI lay there all that night and half the nex t day. they

tell me. I didn' t know anything about time. It was

eternity to me. A ll the while I seemed to be in that red

raging roaring conዿ ict, the same scene repeating itself

before me second by second without end or let-up. I

was stabbing and getting stabbed, stabbing and getting

stabbed. millions and millions of times. B ut all the

time my very soul was asking. W hat is it all?  W hy

is it?  . . . .

ૺThen at last I heard the nurse' s voice and found

myself in bed.

ૺI tell you, glory and the common sort of patriotism,

and hatred or j ealousy of some other country. and the

will to steal other nations'  property, ain૷ t healthy food

to go to battle upon. W hen you' re dead they' re gone

out of your mind slick clean. God help you then if there

wasn' t any sort of light of right in you to shine a little

star into your soul through the black hell of that q ues-

tion that comes sure ૲ - thy?  A  PR IVA TE

J

IN  modern war, it now Costs on the average about

$ 15,000 to kill a man. In the late B oer war. this ex -

pense ran up to nearly $ 40000. It is cheaper to save

men. It is cheaper to stop killing. In our own country,

in the time of peace, . . . we spend nearly a million

dollars a day on matters concerned with past or future

wars: $ 8 50,000 a day, on future wars alone. . . .

૲ Dm' id S tarr Jordan

H A TE  can never produce love. L et us bind all foreign

elements by the kindly bond of sympathy.

૲ L 0m' s K ossulh (the H ungarian Patriot)

\\' .\R  is a most detestable thing. If you had seen but

one day of war. you would pray God you might never

see another.૲  ll૷ vllinglon- 10 L ord S haftsbury

I am tired and sick of war. Its glory is all moon-

shine. It is only those who have never ዾ red a shot nor

heard the shrieks and groans of the wounded. who cry

aloud for more blood, more vengeance, more desolation.

\\' ar is fled૲ General IV. T. S herman
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THE

shall be Eternity. That the number of “ innings" al-
lowed any individual player shall be unlimited and shall
not cease. though suspended by periodic cessation of
life. till he carry his part of the Game to completion.
Sixth, that the one and only umpire to this Game shall
be that great Universal Law which is absolute, unswerv—

ing and eternal Justice.
These are a few ideas concerning this great Game in

which we are all players. It is a great Game and in the
manhood of its struggles and the sublimity of its stakes
it calls out every ounce of latent wholesomeness, virility
and godhood that lies latent in crucry man.

What do you say boys, shall we not roll up our sleeves
and go into it with the heart and good will of true sports-
men—take the knocks that may be ours for the spiritual
strength and health-—yes, for the freedom and the be-
ginning of happiness that this exercise shall bring to us
and our fellows throughout the team? Aye, let’s go in
and grab victory out of the jaws of opposition and win
the pennant of Godhood for every member of this mighty
team of ours—the team of Humanity! A I‘L.»n'I~:R

.33
Why?

“ S," said the old soldier, “ I've been dead. And
there's many more been dead that are now

walking about than you would think.
"That sounds a bit puzzling at first; but just think

of this:
"When a man's wounded, maybe some artery torn

open and he's lost most every drop of blood in his body,
and that coming upon a couple of days‘ fighting without
food and perhaps without sleep, why ain’t he dead even
if they do manage to pull him round? He looks dead.
There's next to no breath coming and going, and you
can't feel his heart so much as stir.

"In general that will be the end. -lut now and then,
if he's found soon enough and looked after by the doc-
tors well enough and has a fine enough constitution, he
gets together again, same as I did.

Dead unconscious?’ you ask. I don’t know. Looks
so, of course. Maybe unconscious one way and not in
another. Maybe it’s difi’ercnt in different men. I'll tell
mu what was my case.

“While the fight lasted—my part of it—I was wild
with it, drunk. mad. 'V\’hen I enlisted I knew what I
wanted to fight for; wanted my country to win— just
because ’twas mine, the usual reason. That was enough
for me. .\ly country must be boss anyhow. Glory and
Patriotism and the Flag. ’Twas still that way with me
when the battle began, the battle I was killed at.

" Int when my line got into action, it was just kill.
kill. V\"e were devils, no humanity left. Shoot. strike
and kill. Just killing devils with nothing left in us but
rage and kill-lust.

" Suddenly everything swam and gave out— for me.
I knew I fell over and after a minute couldn't move a
finger. No pain. as I remember. lint the rage and kill-

.
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lust was gone. The thought of my country and glory and
the flag—all gone.

“And then there was an awful agony in me, in my
mind I mean. I could hear the roar and the shouting
and the stamping of horses. I seemed to be able still
to see the men with their hayoncts at each other's throats
and the blood pouring. But there was now nothing but
the horror of it, the hell of it. lVha!'s it all for? l/Vl1at's
it all for? Then—I knew somehow—-they ran for-
ward a big gun, ran it over a lot of bodies of dead and
living men on the ground. It crushed out any life that
was left in them and made the eyes and tongues of some
of them start out of their heads. And all the time my
question. Wlm!'.r it for, what does it mmu.5’ What
was I in it for? I was conscious of nothing but the
utter hell of it, and my question. llell. hell. that's all
there was.

“ I lay there all that night and half the next day. they
tell me. I didn't know anything about time. It was
eternity to me. All the while I seemed to be in that red
raging roaring conflict, the same scene repeating itself
before me second by second without end or let-up. I
was stabbing and getting stabbed, stabbing and getting
stabbed. millions and millions of times. But all the
time my very soul was asking. ll’lmt is it all? ll'hy
is it?

. . . .

“Then at last I heard the nurse's voice and found
myself in bed.
“I tell you. glory and the common sort of patriotism,

and hatred or jealousy of some other country. am] the
will to steal other nations‘ property, ain’t healthy food
to go to battle upon. \\"hen you're dead they're gone
out of your mind slick clean. God help you then if there
wasn't any sort of light of right in you to shine a little
star into your soul through the black hell of that ques-
tion that comes surc—-lI'l1_\-.’ .-\ l‘RI\'.\'rE

val
IN modern war, it now costs on the average about

$15,000 to kill a man. In the late Iloer war. this ex-

pense ran up to nearly $40,000. It is cheaper to save
men. It is cheaper to stop killing. In our own country,
in the time of peace, . . . we spend nearly a million
dollars a day on matters concerned with past or future
wars: $850,000 a day. on future wars alone.

. . .

——I7m'id Starr Jordrm
II.\1'I5 can never produce love. Let us bind all foreign

elements by the kindly bond of sympathy.
— I.om'.r Ko.r.m!l1 (the Hungarian Patriot)

\\'.\k is a most detestable thing. If you had seen but
one day of war. you would pray God you might never
see another.—— ll':'llin_q!m1. to Lord Shuffsbury

I am tired and sick of war.
shine.

Its glory is all moon-
It is only those who have never fired a shot nor

heard the shrieks and groans of the wounded. who cry
aloud for more blood. more vengeance, more desolation.
\\"ar is I-lell.—Gcut'ral ll’. T. .S'ltcrman
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Peace

ૺ૶ N  ,H A T a mercy it is we can' t feel all that agony

and passion!  \૶Ve couldn' t do a stroke of

work, couldn૷ t think of anything else.ૻ

ૺThat૷ s so. W e cannot even imagine it, don' t try

to. Just suppose it was a case of wireless, every soul

in agony on the battleዾ eld and every woman widowed

at home sending out waves into the air that we all had

to receive!  ૻ

ૺMaybe it is that way, all the same,ૻ  said a third

speaker.

They had been reading about the war in E urope,

ૺgreat slaughter,ૻ  ૺtwo regiments annihilated,ૻ  ૺ terri-

bly effective work of the artillery,ૻ  and so on.

This third speaker went on: ૺO ne of you fellows was

saying the other day that whenever there. was a bit of

good news posted on the notice-board૲ say a half૲

holiday and a ball-game for the afternoon૲ he always

got a kind of feeling of it after a few of the other fel-

lows had seen it. The thing spread itself around in

the air, he said, and you knew there was something good

aዿ oat, though you couldn' t say what.

ૺ Isn૷ t it the same on Christmas Day?  B efore ever

you૷ ve met anybody to wish a Merry Christmas to, don૷ t

you get the general good-feeling in the air?  Isn૷ t that

a sort of wireless?

ૺDon૷ t we all get moods?  F eel ዾ ne one day, and

black as thunder the nex t?  A nd whichever it is, don૷ t

we generally ዾ nd the ዾ rst fellow we meet is feeling the

same way?  I tell you these wirelesses do run around.

It' s only that we don૷ t notice ૷ em.

ૺ B ut they tie up our minds j ust the same૲ or free

them."

ૺ \Vhat' s that mean?  ૻ  said the second speaker. ૺ Can૷ t

do both."

ૺB ut they do do both. A hd that૷ s j ust the point I

was trying to get in sight of. S ay a fellow૷ s got a touch

of toothache. In the course of his work, or a chat with

somebody else, he૷ ll forget it. maybe, and only remem-

ber it at the end. Int when he does come back to it

he' ll recognize that underneath he was aware of it all

the time૲  simply wasn૷ t aware that he was aware of it.

" S ame with a bit of bad news in the back of your mind.

or a bit of fear that some bad news is coming. Y ou

may forget it, keep it out of your mind, not think of it.

B ut you know it' s there all the time, and hindering you

from your best work or talk or thinking.

ૺN ow what I૷ m getting at is this: That all this mass

of humans upon earth do touch each others'  minds,

though they don૷ t know it. There is' a sort of air or

ether that carries agony or j oy or terror j ust as another

sort carries wireless electricity. W e do get what those

millions in E urope are feeling. the fellows under arms

and their womenfolk at home. A nd when there૷ s no

actual war we do feel the hate that some nations throw

out against others and_some classes against others, and

the general anx iety and grief and wear and tear and

starvation and all the rest of it. A nd it૷ s because of this

that no fellow on earth is doing his best work or thought.

ૺS ome of you were talking about peace the other

night. B ut you did not seem to get round to this side

of the matter. S ome spoke as if peace were j ust not

ዾ ghting. S ome went a bit further and reckoned up the

money that would be saved if the great armies and navies

were done away with. The money side of the thing

was the main point.

ૺ I૷ ve sometimes ዾ gured to myself that the ዾ nest things

in human life are like ዿ owers growing up out of a soil.

There૷ s science, invention, poetry, music, art, phiIO sophy,

religion, literature, perfection of body like the ancient

Greeks had૲ all these would be the ዿ owers.

ૺB ut ዿ owers depend on the soil. It mustn૷ t be poor

and dry and poisoned and shot through with fungus.

ૺThe soil for all those ዾ ne ዿ owers I spoke of is j ust

that general atmosphere which we can feel knowingly

on Christmas Day, but feel without knowing it every

other day and hour. O n that one day it becomes the

ዾ nest possible sort of soil૲ yes, I know my metaphor૶s

mix ed, but I don' t care so long as I get my meaning

through૲ full of light and brotherhood. A nd if that

day lasted all the year we should see some ዿ owers, I

tell you, that have never yet bloomed in human life.

ૺ B ut it don૷ t last. The atmosphere darkens all over;

the soil poisons up again with the usual stuff.

ૺ S o what I mean is that peace is not not-ዾ ghting, and

it૶s not saving money, and it' s not trade૲ though that

would come of it a thousandfold. It૷ s brotherhood. It૷ s

an atmosphere between mind and mind, nations and men,

that would help every mind to do its best \vork;  it૷ s

a soil that would make every ዿ ower of life bloom. It' s

all that, and it' s commonsense. \Vork for peace may

consist in part in spouting from platforms;  I૷ m doing

that myself now. B ut it consists much more in each

fellow making it in himself towards all the other fellows

of his circle and beyond that to his nation and all other

nations. That' s good solid work, and the effects of it,

this work done every hour by each of us, will touch

every other soul on the planet. Distance may tell for

something. of course. same as it does with gravitation

or light;  but it can૷ t make nothing of it, any more than

it can with gravitation. If one of us so much as wiggles

his toe, it૷ s a scientiዾ c fact that the whole planet shakes

to it. Mighty little shake, but it is a shake. A nd every

other man standing on the planet shakes too.

ૺA nd it૷ s the same with the thoughts we think and the

pains we suffer and the j oys we thrill to.ૻ  S TUDE N T

J3

A  housekeeper was showing some visitors the family

portraits in the picture gallery. ૺThat oዿ icer there in

the uniform,ૻ  she said, ૺ was the great૲ great-grandfather

of the present owner of the property. H e never fought

in a battle in which he did not have an arm or a leg

carried away.ૻ  Then she added proudly: ૺH e took

part in twenty-four engagements.ૻ

Ge
ne

ra
te

d 
fo

r J
oh

n 
Pa

tr
ic

k 
De

ve
ne

y 
(U

ni
ve

rs
ity

 o
f C

hi
ca

go
) o

n 
20

15
-0

1-
07

 2
0:

45
 G

M
T 

 / 
 h

ttp
://

hd
l.h

an
dl

e.
ne

t/2
02

7/
uc

1.
c2

63
57

34
Pu

bl
ic

 D
om

ai
n,

 G
oo

gl
e-

di
gi

tiz
ed

  /
  h

ttp
://

w
w

w
.h

at
hi

tr
us

t.o
rg

/a
cc

es
s_

us
e#

pd
-g

oo
gl

e
4 THE NEW WAY

Peace

“‘ N [HAT a mercy it is we cant feel all that agony
and passion! \\'e couldn't do a stroke of
work, couldn't think of anything else."

"That's so. We cannot even imagine it. don't try
to. just suppose it was a case of wireless, ever_v soul
in agony on the battlefield and every woman \\-'i(lo\\-‘ed
at home sending out waves into the air that \\-'e all had
to receive! "

“.\laybe it is that way, all the same." said a third
speaker.

They had been reading about the war in Europe,
“great slaughter," “two regiments annihilated." "terri-
bly effective work of the artillery," and so on.

This third speaker went on: “ One of you fellows was

saying the other day that whenever thcre. was a bit of
good news posted on the notice—board——say a half-
holiday and a ball-game for the afternoon——he always
got a kind of feeling of it after a few of the other fel-
lows had seen it. The thing spread itself around in
the air, he said. and you knew there was something good
afloat. though you couldn't say what.

“ Isn't it the same on Christmas Day? lefore ever

you've met anybody to wish a ‘.\lerry Christmas to, don't
you get the general good-feeling in the air? Isn't that
:1 sort of wireless?

“ Don't we all get moods? Feel fine one day. and
black as thunder the next? And whichever it is, don't
we generally find the first fellow we meet is feeling the
same way? I tell you these wirelesses do run around.
It‘s only that we don’t notice ‘em.

“ But they tie up our minds just the same-—or free
them."

“ \\'hat°s that mean? " said the second speaker. “ Can't
do both."

“ ;‘.ut they do do both. .-\.nd that's just the point I
was trying to get in sight of. Say a fellow’s got a touch
of toothache. In the course of his work, or a chat with
somebody else, he'll forget it. maybe, and only remem-

ber it at the end. hit when he does come back to it
he'll recognize that underneath he was aware of it all
the time— simply wasn't aware that he was aware of it.

“Same with a bit of bad news in the back of your mind.
or a hit of fear that some bad news is coming. You
may forget it, keep it out of your mind, not think of it.
But you know it's there all the time, and hindering you
from your best work or talk or thinking.

“ Now what I’m getting at is this: That all this mass
of humans upon earth do touch each others‘ minds,
though they don't know it. There is'a sort of air or
ether that carries agony or joy or terror just as another
sort carries wireless electricity. \\"e do get what those
millions in Europe are feeling. the fellows under arms
and their womenfolk at home. And when there’s no
actual war we do feel the hate that some nations throw
out against others andlsome classes against others, and
the general anxiety and grief and wear and tear and

» Go glc

starvation and all the rest of it. And it’s because of this
that no fellow on earth is doing his best work or thought.

“Some of you were talking about peace the other
night. But you did not seem to get round to this side
of the matter. Some spoke as if peace were just not
fighting. Some went a bit further and reckoned up the
money that would be saved if the great armies and navies
were done away with. The money side of the thing
was the main point.

“ I've sometimes figured to myself that the finest things
in human life are like flowers growing up out of a soil.
There's science, invention, poetry, music. art. philosophy,
religion, literature, perfection of body like the ancient
Greeks had—all these would be the flowers.

" But flowers depend on the soil. It mustn't be poor
and dry and poisoned and shot through with fungus.

"The soil for all those fine flowers I spoke of is just
that general atmosphere which we can feel knowingly
on Christmas Day, but feel without knowing it every
other day and hour. On that one day it becomes the
finest possible sort of soil —— yes, I know my metaphor's
mixed, but 1 don't care so long as I get my meaning
through—full of light and brotherhood. And if that
day lasted all the year we should see some flowers. I
tell you. that have never yet bloomed in human life.

“ But it don’t last. The atmosphere darkens all over;
the soil poisons up again with the usual stufl’.

“ So what I mean is that peace is not not-fighting, and
it’s not saving money, and it's not trade—though that
would come of it a thousandfold. It’s brotherhood. It's
an atmosphere between mind and mind, nations and men,
that would help every mind to do its best ‘work; it's
a soil that would make every flower of life bloom. It's
all that, and it's commonsense. \\-’ork for peace may
consist in part in spouting from platforms; I'm doing
that myself now. But it consists much more in each
fellow making it in himself towards all the other fellows
of his circle and beyond that to his nation an(l all other
nations. That's good solid work. and the effects of it.
this work done every hour by each of us. will touch
every other soul on the planet. Distance may tell for
something. of course. same as it does with gravitation
or light: but it can't make nothing of it. any more than
it can with gravitation. If one of us so much as wiggles
his toe, it’s a scientific fact that the whole planet shakes
to it. Mighty little shake. but it is a shake. And every
other man standing on the planet shakes too.

“And it's the same with the thoughts we think and the
pains we suffer and the joys we thrill to." S'1‘Um:.\'r

J3
A housekeeper was showing some visitors the family

portraits in the picture gallery. “That oflicer there in
the uniform,” she said, “ was the great-great—grandfather
of the present owner of the property. He never fought
in a battle in which he did not have an arm or a leg
carried away." Then she added proudly: “ He took
part in twent_v-four engagements."
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TH E  L IGllT૲ B E A R E R

The picture by Mr. R . Machell, the L omaland artist, entitled The Grail.

L ook Trouble in the F ace

ૺ H E  eye is the window of the S oulૻ : that is

an old saying. A nd you, a S oul, can look out

at your troubles and see them presently take a

different shape.

ૺL ook trouble in the face " ;  give it a sq uare look,

and S ee if it isn૷ t easier to handle after that. Don૷ t

let your difዾ culties down you. Don' t shy off to one side.

Don' t spend too much thought watching for a let-up

here and a hold-oዾ ૶ there. Don૷ t get

pessimistic and think the game૷ s all

up. S tand up straight and look at the

diዾ iculties, and you૷ ll soon show your૲

self and the world that you૷ re the

stronger of the two, a MA N . A nd if

you yourself made the trouble there૷ s

much you can learn from it. T hat' s the

way to make it take a different shape.

H ere is a man doing time behind

the bars ૲  for what?  B ecause he was

used to allow his lower nature to

carry him wherever it wanted. A nd

he went unresisting. helping. A t last

it got so strong that it was it and not

he that was running his life, strong

enough૲ with his strength. too, which

he had let it get hold of૲  to play the

entire game for him.

A nd now. after it૷ s all done and

the paying time is come, here is the

victim of a thing he might have bossed

serving a ዾ ve-year spell in j ail.

ૺ W hat are you going to do?  ૻ  asks

Destiny of this prisoner. ૺ W ill you

take your trouble as a savage inj ust-

ice?  W ill you knock under and say,

૶It૷ s of no use making any effort

now. I' ve gone too far to get back

on a clean path.૷  W ill you drop down

into a dull pessimism and hopelessly

mope from now on?  Is that to be

your tune? ૻ

N ot if you૷ re a llfan. A nd don૷ t

you forget it, you are a Man inside,

however much you have lost touch

of yourself. A nd to stand now as a

Man calls out from you the only

power in the universe that can get

you on your feet;  and now is your

chance of chances, now and here in

your own cell in this j ail. Take the

chance while it' s here. L ook your

mistake in the face. S ee that your

lower nature. not the real Y O U, has

upset your life, and that now is your

chance to come back to yourself.

H ow is it to be done?

F irst, by seeing clearly and admitting honestly your

own mistakes;  nex t, by sticking faithfully by all the

rules and regulations of the place you are in;  nex t, by

looking for other fellows harder૲ up for hope and en-

couragement than you are. Y ou will soon ዾ nd them

and ዾ nd likewise your power to give them a lift. L ast

of all૲ live in today!  Y ou can૷ t mend yesterday by

regrets, and tomorrow૷ s not off the loom yet;  so get

to work O n today. Make it a busy today, a bright today,
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THE NEW WAY 5

THE 1.It‘.It‘t'-HE.-'\Rt~:R
The picture by Mr. R. Machell. the Lom.-tlxmd artist, entitled The Grail.

Look Trouble in the Face
“ HE eye is the window of the Soul": that is

an old saying. And you. a Soul, can look out
at your troubles and see them presently take a

different shape.
"Look trouble in the face": give it a square look.

and see if it isn't easier to handle after that. Don't
let your difheulties down you. Don't shy nfi to one side.
Don't spend too much thought watching for a let-up

L-..;,ZtI.';~'.1.;,~ GO; 181C

here and a hold—ot°f there. Don't get
pessitnistic and think the game's all
up. Stand up straight and look at the
difl'icultie:'-3.and you'll soon show your-
self and the world that you're the
stronger of the two, a .\t.\.\'. And if
you yourself made the trouble there's
much you can learn front it. That":-'. the
way to make it take :1 different shape.

Here is .1 man doing time behind
the bars— for what? ilecause he was
used to allow his lower nature to
carry him wherever it wanted. And
he went unresisting. helping. At last
it got so strong that it was it and not
he that was running his life. strong
enough—with his strength. too, which
he had let it get hold of—to play the
entire game for him.

And now. after it's all done and
the paying time is come, here is the
victim of a thing he might have hossed
serving a five—year spell in jail.

“ \\'hat are you going to do? '" asks
Destiny of this prisoner. “Will you
take your trouble as a savage injust-
ice? \\'ill you knock under and say,
‘It's of no use making any effort
now. I've gone too far to get back
on a clean path.‘ \\'ill you drop down
into a dull pessintistn and hopelessly
tnopc from now on? Is that to be
your tune? "

Not if you're :1 Matt. :\nd don't
you forget it. you are a .\lan inside,
however much you have lost touch
of yourself. And to stand now as a
Man calls out from you the only
power in the universe that can get
you on your feet; and now is your
chance of chances. now and here in
your own cell in this jail. Take the
chance while it's here. Look your
mistake in the face. See that your
lower nature. not the real You, has
upset your life. and that now is your
chance to come back to yourself.

How is it to be done?
First. by seeing clearly and admitting honestly your

own mistakes; next. by sticking faithfully by all the
rules and regulations of the place you are in; next. by
looking for other fellows harder-up for hope and en-

couragement than you are. You will soon Find them
and find likewise your power to give them a lift. Last
of all-—h":'e in today.’ You can't mend yesterday by
regrets. and tomorrow's not off the loom yet: 50 get
to work on today. Make it a busy today. a bright today.

:l'lfi_:l‘ 1l lli"‘
I._.I*-.1 -..-‘:4. ::::u= «::+:._ =n:::u::.*-.1 A
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a serviceable today, a today so full of helpful honest

work and thought that it is q uite taken by surprise to

ዾ nd that there comes treading on its heels another to-

day which was going to be tomorrow, but you did not

give it time!

L ook your troubles sq uarely in the face, meet them

with a conq uering smile, and, having found the secret

of this N ew W ay in life૲ pass it on!  M. M.

vૻ

A gainst Capital Punishment

A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y , the great humanitarian, has

K  said: ૺ There is only one way to kill a criminal,

and that is to transmute the evil within him into

good;  and the only way to do that is to recognize some-

thing else within him which is good, to evoke it and

gain its co૲ operation. E ven gods could not bring about

this change without such co૲ operation.ૻ

Most colleges have their few loose and drink-lO ving

students scattered as black sheep among the rest. They

have usually been betrayed by their instincts of socia-

bility. They wanted to be good fellows, perhaps to

shine in the general company. A nd so, to do this, they

suppressed their real, deeper selves and interests, and

came down, little by little, to a life in which pleasure

was the only end.

They are saved, sometimes, by the efforts of true

friends who see what is happening and what the out-

come must be. They are invited to pure homes, en-

couraged to healthy activities of mind and body, stimu-

lated to the study of science or art or literature, made

to think, and thus gradually drawn back to their better

selves and possibilities.

The world is of course a bigger and severer arena of

life than the college. R eal friends are harder to ዾ nd.

There is far less brotherhood. A nd a slip may go much

further and have much worse conseq uences than in col-

lege life. W hy should not society, whilst using its power

of restraint. adopt the attitude of fr-icnd to those who

break its laws?  \N hy should not all the conditions with

which they are surrounded and the work which they are

given to do be calculated to call forth the q ualities of

character in which their earlier years must have been

lacking?  In this attempt many mistakes might be made

at ዾ rst. B ut if the good of the offender was actually

society૷ s aim, all these would easily be corrected and the

true method q uickly found. A nd the prisoner, once he

became conscious of this new spirit, would in nearly

every case, sooner or later, become co-operative in

strengthening himself in the q ualities he lacked. E ven

when he has taken the life of a fellow man. let us re૲

cognize that he has often been but the actor-out of some

of the evil currents of thought in the air or of some of

the pictures which his reading of yellow j ournals has

stored in his memory, and that in a new environment

conducive to health of mind and body his better self

may ዾ nally transform him.

Is not this better than killing him?  V. M.

Transformation

F O R  as a stone,

ૺ' ooed by unwearied patience of the sun

Piercing its dense opacity, has grown

F rom a mere pebble to a precious stone,

Its ዿ intiness impermeable and crass

Turned crystalline to let the sunlight pass;

S o hearts long years impermeable and opaq ue

W hom terror could not crush nor sorrow break,

Y ielding at last to love' s reዾ ning ray,

Transforming and transmuting, day by day,

F rom dull grown clear, from earthly grown divine,

F lash back to God the light that made them shine.

(F rom the Persian)

.3

Transformation

That man?

W hy, don' t you know?  That૷ s Dan.

Good 51:41? !

Y es now. B ut my!  H e was a tough!

It૷ s strange _

To size up what he was and is. The change

\N as slow

A long at ዾ rst. Three years ago

O r more

Maybe, when he was all-ዾ red sore,

H e thought

H e૷ d try another tack and fought

H imself,

Put his bear-headed temper on the' shelf,

Got q uiet,

K ind-like, didn' t raise no more riot,

Until,

B y stickin'  to it with his will,

A t last

H e won out. That' s all past,

H e' s slipped

The clutch that had him gripped.

Just see

H im smile. I tell you that man૷ s free.

H e declar' s

There૷ s somethin૷  to be said for prison bars૲ P.

A !

Cleansing F ires

IN  the cruel ዾ re of sorrow,

Cast thy heart;  do not faint or wail;

L et thy hand be ዾ rm and steady,

Do not let thy spirit q uail;

B ut wait till the trial is over,

A nd take thy heart again,

F or as gold is tried by ዾ re,

S o a heart must be tried by pain.

.8

Man is not man as yet.

N or shall I deem his obj ect served, his end

A ttained, his genuine strength put fairly forth,

W hile only here and there a star dispels

The darkness. here and there a towering mind

O ૷ erlooks its prostrate fellows: when the host

ls out at once to the despair of night.

\Vhen all mankind alike is perfected,

E q ual in full-blown powers૲ then, not till then,

I say, begins man૷ s general infancy.૲ B r07unfng
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6 THE

a serviceable today, a today so full of helpful honest
work and thought that it is quite taken by surprise to
find that there comes treading on its heels another to-
day which was going to be tomorrow, but you did not
give it time!

Look your troubles squarely in the face, meet them
with a conquering smile, and, having found the secret
of this New \-Vay in life—f>ass it on! M. .\l.

vi‘

Against Capital Punishment
ATHERINE TINGLEY, the great humanitarian, hasK said: “ There is only one way to kill a criminal,

and that is to transmute the evil within him into
good; and the only way to do that is to recognize some-

thing else within him which is good, to evoke it and
gain its co—operation. Even gods could not bring about
this change without such co-operation.”

Most colleges have their few loose and drink-loving
students scattered as black sheep among the rest. They
have usually been betrayed by their instincts of socia-
bility. They wanted to be good fellows, perhaps to
shine in the general company. And so, to do this, they
suppressed their real, deeper selves and interests, and
came down. little by little, to a life in which pleasure
was the only end.

They are saved, sometimes, by the efforts of true
friends who see what is happening and what the out-
come must be. They are invited to pure homes, en-

couraged to healthy activities of mind and body, stimu-
lated to the study of science hr art or literature, made
to think, and thus gradually drawn back to their better
selves and possibilities.

The world is of course a bigger and severer arena of
life than the college. Real friends are harder to find.
There is far less brotherhood. And a slip may go much
further and have much worse consequences than in col-
lege life. \-Vhy should not society, whilst using its power
of restraint. adopt the attitude of friend to those who
break its laws? VVhy should not all the conditions with
which they are surrounded and the work which they are

given to do be calculated to call forth the qualities of
character in which their earlier years must have been
lacking? In this attempt many mistakes might be made
at first. But if the good of the ofiender was actually
society's aim, all these would easily be corrected and the
true method quickly found. And the prisoner, once he
became conscious of this new spirit. would in nearly
every case. sooner or later, become co-operative in
strengthening himself in the qualities he lacked. Even
when he has taken the life of a fellow man. let us re-

cognize that he has often been but the actor-out of some

of the evil currents of thought in the air or of some of
the pictures which his reading of yellow journals has
stored in his memory, and that in a new environment
conducive to health of mind and body his better self
may finally transform him.

Is not this better than killing ltim? \'. .\l.

(lo glc

NEW WAY

Transformation
For: as a stone,

\\'ooed by unwearied patience of the sun

Piercing its dense opacity, has grown
From a mere pebble to a precious stone,
Its tlintiness impermeable and crass
Turned crystalline to let the sunlight pass;
So hearts long years impermeable and opaque
\Vhom terror could not crush nor sorrow break.
Yielding at last to love's refining ray,
Transforming and transmuting, day by day,
From dull grown clear, from earthly grown divine.
Flash back to God the light that made them shine.

(From tlzr Persian)

.5!

Transformation
T/mt mu n .3’
Why, don't you know? That's Dan.
Good .r!ufi'.-'
Yes now. But my! He was a tough!
It's strange
To size up what he was and is. The change
Was slow
Along at first. Three years ago
Or more
Maybe, when he was all-fired sure,
He thought
He’d try another tack and fought
Himself,
Put his bear—headed temper on theshelf,
Got quiet,
Kind-like, didn’t raise no more riot,
Until,
By stiekin' to it with his will,
At last
He won out.
He's slipped
The clutch that had him gripped.
Just see
Him smile.
He declar's

That's all past,

I tell you that man's frrc.

There's somethin’ to be said for prison bars.-— P.

.59

Cleansing Fires
IN the cruel fire of sorrow,
Cast thy heart: do not faint or wail;
Let thy hand be firm and steady,
Do not let thy spirit quail;
But wait till the trial is over,
And take thy heart again.
For as gold is tried by fire,
So :1 heart must be tried by pain.

.5!

Man is not man as yet.
Nor shall I deem his object served. his end
Attained. his genuine strength put fairly forth.
\\"hile only here and there a star dispels
The darkness. here and there a towering mind
OR-rlooks its prostrate fellows: when the liost
ls out at once to the despair of night.
\\'hen all mankind alike is perfected,
Equal in full—l>lown powers—then. not till then,
I say. l)egins m:tn's general infanc_\'.—Bra7.'nin_:
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The L ament of the Dog

CE R TA IN  dog, an ex tremely intelligent dog, was

observed by F ather Jupiter to be weeping.

ૺ \Vhy weepest thou? ૻ  said the A ll૲ F ather.

"  H ave I not shown thee that such is thine intelligence

that when thou hast left that dog frame of thine, freed

therefrom by death, thou wilt be reborn as a man?  "

ૺ0 F ather Jupiter, that is why I weep!  "  said the

dog. "  It is very hard to be a man. N ow, as a dog,

if I wish to lie down and do nothing, I lie down and

do nothing. W hen I would eat, I eat, and when I

would rove, I rove. There is no other law for me than

to satisfy each desire as it comes. B ut men, I am told,

live stern and strenuous lives. l\' 0t inclination, but duty

is the law by which they live. They deny the ዿ esh if

its demands are ex cessive. They do not lie down till

the night, when all that should be done is done. They

allow themselves n0 pleasures if there is any task yet

unዾ nished. They cease eating and drinking at the mom-

cut when the barest sufዾ ciency has been taken. O  F ather

Jupiter. I want not such a life as that!  I want my ease

as heretofore."

A nd Jupiter replied: ૺ It is, as thou sayest, very

difficult to be a true man. B ut lament not at thy des-

tiny. R ej oice rather at an honor and opportunity. H ow

few are the men who are men!  H ow few lives are

lived as thou describest!  Do not most of these my crea-

tures, being human, yet live even as the animals, neglect-

ful of duty and following pleasure only?  B ut now, be

a man, O  dog, and prepare to make thy man-life an

ex ample to man himself. L ook!  the stone thou liest on

is. full of (hill, hidden, sleeping lives, cased in its atoms.

B ut from time to time I take one of them and make it

embody itself in plant form. A nd after much time it

learns to live that new and higher life. A nd in the plants

likewise, from time to time, I raise some of the higher

ones to be animal and slowly awaken in them all those

animal instincts and powers which thou hast in such

perfection. Thou knowest how much higher are the

ways of the plant than those of the stone, and those

of the animal than those of the Plant.

ૺA nd so there are ways proper and peculiar to man

which I do not ex pect that any animal shall be able to

I have awakened will in him and the power of

self-j udgment. \Vherefore he can choose amongst his

impulses, and between impulse and duty;  he can go

upward or downward in his manhood. H e may achieve

or fail, for I have given his growth into his own hands.

ૺ Y et there are but few of them that win onward as I

would have them. The rest live mostly as animals, us-

ing their intelligence to serve their pleasures, moved by

desire alone.

ૺCourage now!  E nter that new realm'  with my light

upon thee, even as all men have it upon them though

they will not see it, and be an ex emplar.ૻ

ૺ Tell me again what sort of life thou wouldst have

me live there.ૻ

ૺA  life guided from act to act, and from hour to hour.

follow.

by self~j udgment, by will, by kindliness, by the desire

to help and encourage.ૻ

A nd the dog: ૺW hat shall be my reward if I do as

thou sayest and live a life truly human? ૻ

ૺThou shalt have strength and wisdom and ever-

springing j oy and peace wherever thy lot shall place

thee. Thou shalt know me as I am;  thou shalt remem-

ber thine ascent through the past and foresee thine ever

ascending path through the shining future. Thou shalt

know thine own immortality. The life that ever pulses

through thee shall go out for the help and encourage૲

ment and elevation of all that live. Is not this enough?  ૻ

A nd the dog was comforted and did even as was com-

manded him. S TUDE N T

,s!

The A ngel and the Man

A  PE R S IA N  A L L E GO R Y

H E  man dreamed that his A ngel stood in the pres-

ence of the L ord. A nd the L ord said:

ૺW hat hast thou done to the man whose light

thou art? ૻ

The A ngel said:

ૺI have hedged him about with bonds and aዾ iicted

him with pains of mind and of body. I have taken away

all the happinesses that were formerly his. I have closed

every door about him૲  save one. H e is well-nigh with-

out food either for body or mind.ૻ

ૺ\Vhy hast thou done this? "

ૺ That he might pass through the one door to me.ૻ

ૺCan he ዾ nd that door? ૻ

ૺ H e is upon the threshold of it, though as yet he sees

it not. B ut I stand ever waiting and beckoning and

shining upon his way. In time he shall pass through

and ዾ nd me and know me and he and I will be one.ૻ

A nd the man awoke and rej oiced and said: ૺ B ehold,

is not the ૶L ord ૷  the L aw of Compassion that answereth

the heart' s secret desire for the L ight and giveth tribu-

lations that the way may be shown?  I have asked and

am answered, and through the pains I am strong to help

and to serve."

Jl

TH E  burden of suffering seems a tombstone hung

about our necks, while in reality, it is only the weight

which is necessary to keep down the diver while he is

hunting for pearls. ૲ R ichtcr

J

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N ew W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E W  W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N E W  W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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THE NEW WAY 7
 

The Lament of the Dog
CERT.-\IN dog, an extremely intelligent dog. was

observed by Father Jupiter to be weeping.
“ \\'hy weepest thou?" said the All-Father.

“Have I not shown thee that such is thine intelligence
that when thou hast left that dog frame of thine, freed
therefrom by death, thou wilt be reborn as a man? "

‘'0 Father Jupiter, that is why I weep!" said the
" It is very hard to be a man. Now, as a dog,

if I wish to lie down and do nothing, I lie down and
do nothing. \'Vhen I would eat, I eat, and when I
would rove. I rove. There is no other law for me than
to satisfy each desire as it comes. But men, I am told,
live stern and strenuous lives. Not inclination, but duty
is the law by which they live. They deny the flesh if
its demands are excessive. They do not lie down tili
the night, when all that should be done is done. They
allow themselves no pleasures if there is any task yet
unfinished. They cease eating and drinking at the mom-

ent when the barest sufficiency has been taken. 0 Father
Jupiter. I want not such a life as that! I want my case
as heretofore."

.-\nd Jupiter replied: “ It is. as thou sayest, very
ditiicult to be a true man. But lament not at thy (les-
tiny. Rejoice rather at an honor and opportunity. How
few are the men who are men! How few lives are
lived as thou describest! Do not most of these my crea-

tures. being human, yet live even as the animals, neglect-
fnl of duty an(l following pleasure only? But now, be
a man, 0 dog, and prepare to make thy man-life an
example to man himself. Look! the stone thou liest on
is full of dull, hidden, sleeping lives, cased in its atoms.
l'.ut from time to time I take one of them and make it
embody itself in plant form. And after much time it
learns to live that new and higher life. And in the plants
likewise. from time to time, I raise some of the higher
ones to be animal and slowly awaken in them all those
animal instincts and powers which thou hast in such
perfection. Thou knowest how much higher are the
ways of the plant than those of the stone, and those
of the animal than those of the plant.

".~\nd so there are ways proper and peculiar to man

which I do not expect that any animal shall be able to
I have awakened will in him and the power of

.~elf—judgment. Wherefore he can choose amongst his
impulses. and between impulse and duty; he can go
upward or downward in his manhood. He may achieve
or fail, for I have given his growth into his own hands.

“ Yet there are but few of them that win onward as I
would have them. The rest live mostly as animals. us-

iug their intelligence to serve their pleasures, moved by
desire alone.

"Courage now! Enter that new realm‘ with my light
upon thee, even as all men have it upon them though
they will not see it. and be an exemplar.”

“Tell me again what sort of life thou wonldst have
me live there.”

“A life guided from act to act. and from hour to hour.

dug.

l-< ~lln\\'.

. G0 gle

by self-judgment, by will, by kindliness. by the desire
to help and encourage."

And the dog: "What shall be my reward if I do as
thou sayest and live a life truly human?"

“Thou shalt have strength and wisdom and ever-
springing joy _and peace wherever thy lot shall place
thee. Thou shalt know me as I am; thou shalt remem-
ber thine ascent through the past and foresee thine ever

ascending path through the shining future. Thou shalt
know thine own immortality. The life that ever pulses
through thee shall go out for the help and encourage-
ment and elevation of all that live. Is not this enough? "

And the dog was comforted and did even as was com-
manded him. Srrnaxr

Vi

The Angel and the Man
A Pi-‘.RsI.»\:\' .~\LLEr.okv

HF. man dreamed that his Angel stood in the pres-
ence of the Lord. And the Lord said:

“What hast thou done to the man whose light
thou art?"

The Angel said:
“I have hedged him about with bonds and afilicted

him with pains of mind and of body. I have taken away
all the happiuesses that were formerly his. I have closed
every door about him — save one. He is well-nigh with-
out food either for body or mind."

“Why hast thou done this?"
“ That he might pass through the one door to me."
“Can he find that door?"
“ He is upon the threshold of it, though as yet he sees

it not. But I stand ever waiting and beckoning and
shining upon his way. In time he shall pass through
and find me and know me and he and I will be one.”

And the man awoke and rejoiced and said: “ -lehold,
is not the ‘ Lord ’ the Law of Compassion that answereth
the heart's secret desire for the Light and giveth tribu-
lations that the way may be shown? I have asked and
am answered. and through the pains I am strong to help
and to serve."

.5‘
Tim burden of suffering seems a tombstone hung

about our necks, while in reality_. it is only the weight
which is necessary to keep down the diver while he is
hunting for pcarls.—RicI1lcr

.33
IN ADDITION to the purpose for which THE New VVAY was

established. vi7.., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to THE
New WM’, and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE ;\'r:w Wat‘. Point Loma. California.
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IT is the ignorant man૷ s character to ex pect every-

thing from others, nothing from himself. It is the

philosopher૷ s character to see in himself the real cause

of all that happens to him, whether good or bad.

૲ E pictetus

A  MA N  is made happy neither by his successes in the

games nor by victory in battles. H e can only be made

happy by the victories which he wins over himself.

Temptations and trials are battles. H ast thou been con-

q uered, once, twice, many times?  If in the end thou

conq uerest, thou wilt be happy for the rest of thy life

as if thou hadst conq uered always૲ E pictetus

W H E N  thine imagination tries to enslave thee with pic-

tures of pleasure, do not let thyself be carried away

without saying to it: ૺW ait till I have carefully ex -

amined that which thou presentest to me.ૻ  DO  not per-

mit it to go on making more and more seductive images.

or thou art lost. In place of these make it show thee

nobler pictures, worthier, full of true beauty. Thus

thou will not be conq uered૲ E pictetus

N O TH IN G comes to ripeness in a moment, not even

a twig or an apple. If thou sayest to me: ૺ This very

day I wish an apple,ૻ  I shall answer thee: ૺ F or that,

time is necessary;  thou must wait till it has ripened."

Thinkest thou then that the soul of man comes to its

ripeness all in a moment? ૲ E picteius

TH O UGH  we should burst, we can only be valued ac-

cording as we make ourselves valuable૲ E merson

ૺ O PPO R TUN ITY  has never knocked at my door.ૻ

ૺThen why don૷ t you pay the ዾ rst call?  Go and

knock at its door and walk right in if the door isn૷ t an-

swered immediately.ૻ

TH E  imagination enlarges little obj ects, so as to ዾ ll

our minds with a fantastic estimate of them;  and, with

rash insolence, it belittles the great to its own measure,

as when talking of God૲ Pascal

TH IN GS  which have most hold on us, such as our few

possessions, are O ften a mere nothing magniዾ ed to a

mountain. A nother turn O f the imagination would easily

show us this૲ Pascal

N o man is made happy by the mere possession of

obj ects. The measure of our desires is usually the mea-

sure O f our slavery. O nly by an acq uirement O f the S ci-

ence of L ife can happiness come. and only the true

philosophy O f life can make man master of the world

and of himself૲ K atherine Tingley

A  poor man served by thee shall make thee rich;

A  sick man helped by thee shall make thee strong;

Thou shalt be served by every sense

O f service which thou renderest.૲ Illrs. B rort' ning

TH E  good you do is not lost, though you forget it.

૶2 ' I I, ૶ -t

i- v

I ' - . . --૶.

૶41" de ૶ . ..

.,_1,:\ .

'  »

H eard This?

ૺH E L P, help!  My wife૷ s drowning and I can૷ t swim I"

ૺ \Vell, why don' t you walk ashore?  Y ou don૷ t ap-

pear tO  be out of your depth.ૻ

ૺY es, but I am. I૷ m standing on her.ૻ

ૺ India,ૻ  said the Irishman, ૺ has the ዾ nest and health-

iest climate under the sun. B ut a lot of fellows come

out here and eat and drink themselves to death and then

write home and say it was the climate that killed them."

A ' r a\ negro wedding, when the clergyman read the

words ૺlove, honor, and obey,ૻ  the bridegroom inter-

rupted him and said: ૺR ead that again, sah!  R ead it

once more, so૷ s de lady kin ketch de full solemnity of

de meaning. I' se been married befo૷ .ૻ

L IL Y , a cook of color, had broken off her engage-

ment, and was conዾ ding her troubles and his shortcom-

ings to her sympathetic mistress: ૺA nd what you reck-

on dat nigger up ૷ n૷  say to me when he was gwine

outen we૶all' s do૶?  S ays he, ૶I know one thing, niggah;

you is j ust got to gimme back all er dem engagement

presents whut I promised you! ૷  ૻ

Two notorious liighwaymen were on trial before an

Irish j udge and to the general surprise the j ury re-

turned a verdict of not guilty. There was a short pause

and then the j udge, addressing the j ailor, said: ૺMr.

Murphy. would you kindly retain this couple of blame-

less gentlemen in your charge for an hour or two more?

I am leaving town immediately and I should be glad of

that much start of them.ૻ

A  S unday-school teacher was q uizzing her class of

boys on the strength of their desire for righteousness.

ૺA ll those who wish to go to heaven,ૻ  she said, ૺplease

stand.ૻ

A ll got to their feet but one small boy.

ૺ W ' hy, Johnny,ૻ  ex claimed the shocked teacher, ૺdo

you mean to say that you don' t want to go to heaven? "

ૺN o, ma' am,ૻ  replied Johnny promptly. ૺN ot if

that bunch is going.ૻ

ૺN ow,ૻ  said the great magician. rolling up his sleeves

to show that he had no concealed mechanism to deceive

the eye, ૺI shall attempt my never failing ex periment."

Taking from his pocket a half dollar, he said: ૺI shall

cause this coin to disappear utterly.ૻ  S o saying. he lent

it to a friend.

O L D L A DY , to small boy sitting opposite who has been

sniዾ ૶ing abomitiably: ૺL ittle boy, havn૷ t you a handker-

chief?  "

S MA L L  Dov, with dignity: ૺ Y es, I have: but I don' t

never lend it to strangers.ૻ

Mary had a little lamb,

Y ou૷ ve heard that tale before:

B ut have you heard she passed her plate

A nd had a little more?
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New Way Notebook
IT is the ignorant man's character to expect every-

thing from others, nothing from himself. It is the
philosopher’s character to see in himself the real cause
of all that happens to him, whether good or bad.

—Epicte!us
A MAN is made happy neither by his successes in the

games nor by victory in battles. He can only be made
happy by the victories which he wins over himself.
Temptations and trials are battles. Hast thou been con-

quered, once, twice, many times? If in the end thou
conquerest, thou wilt be happy for the rest of thy life
as if thou hadst conquered always.—Epictetus

VVHEN thine imagination tries to enslave thee with pic-
tures of pleasure, do not let thyself be carried away
without saying to it: “Vi/ait till I have carefully ex-
amined that which thou presentest to me." Do not per-
mit it to go on making more and more seductive images.
or thou art lost. In place of these make it show thee
nobler pictures, worthier, full of true beauty. Thus
thou will not be conqtieretl.-—E/rictctus

.\'o’rHING comes to ripeness in a moment. not even
a twig or an apple. If thou sayest to me: " This very
(lay I wish an apple," I shall answer thee: “For that.
time is necessary; thou must wait till it has ripened."
Thinkest thou then that the soul of man comes to its
ripeness all in a moment?—E/victrfns

Tltoron we should burst, we can only be valued ac-

cording as \ve make ourselves valuahle.—Emcrson
“Om>oR'i*L'.\'1'rv has never knocked at my door.”
“Then why don't you pay the first call? Go and

knock at its door and walk right in if the door isn't an-
swered immediately.”

THE imagination enlarges little objects. so as to fill
our minds with a fantastic estimate of them; and, with
rash insolence, it belittles the great to its own measure,
as when talking of God.—Pascal

THINGS which have most hold on us. such as our few
possessions, are often a mere nothing magnified to a

mountain. Another turn of the imagination would easily
show us this.—PascaI

No man is made happy by the mere possession of
objects. The measure of our desires is usually the mea-

sure of our slavery. Only by an aequiremcnt of the Sci-
ence Of Life can happiness come. and only the true
philosophy of life can make man master of the world
and of liiinse1f.—-Katherine 7‘ingIe_\'

A poor man served by thee shall make thee rich;
A sick man helped by’ thee shall make thee strong:
Thou shalt be served by every sense
Of service which thou renderest.-—.llrs. Brotcrtixzg
Tm-2 good you do is not lost, though you forget it.
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Heard This?
“l-It-:LP, help! My wife’s drowning and I can't swim!"
“Well. why don't you walk ashore? You don't ap-

pear to be out of your depth.”
“ Yes, but I am. I'm standing on her."
“ India,” said the Irishman, “ has the finest and health-

iest climate under the sun. But a lot of fellows come

out here and eat and drink themselves to death and then
write home and say it was the climate that killed them."

A1‘ a negro wedding. when the clergyman read the
words “love, honor, and obey,” the bridegroom inter-
rupted him and said: “Read that again, sah! Read it
once more, so’s de lady kin keteh de full solemnit_v of
de meaning. I'se been married befo’."'

LILY, a cook of color. had broken off her engage-
ment, and was confiding her troubles and his shortcom-
ings to her sympathetic mistress: “And what you reck-
on dat nigger up "n' say to me when he was gwine
outen we—all's do‘? Says he, ‘I know one thing, niggah:
you is just got to gimme back all er (lem engagement
presents whut I promised you!"'

Two notorious highwaymen were on trial before an
Irish judge and to the general surprise the jury re-
turned a verdict of not guilty. There was a short pans»,-
and then the judge, addressing the jailor, said: “ .\lr.
.\Iurphy. would you kindly retain this couple of blame-
less gentlemen in your charge for an hour or two rnorv?
I am leaving town immediately and I should be glad of
that much start of them."

A Sunda_v—school teacher was quizzing her class of
boys on the strength of their desire for righteousness.

“.—\ll those who wish to go to heaven," she said, “please
stand.”

All got to their feet but one small boy.
“ Why, johnny,” exclaimed the shocked teacher, do

you mean to say that you don’t want to go to heaven?"
“No, ma'am,” replied Johnny promptly. “Not if

that bunch is going.”
“ Now,” said the great magician. rolling up his sleeves

to show that he had no concealed mechanism to deceive
the e_ve. “I shall attempt my never failing experiment."
Taking from his pocket a half dollar. he said: “I shall
cause this coin to disappear utterly.” So saying. he lent
it to a friend.

OLD I..\m', to small boy sitting opposite who has been
snififing ahominahly: “Little boy. havn’t you a handker-
chief? "

SMALL llov, with dignity: “ Yes. I have: but I don't
never lend it to strangers."

Mary had a little lamb,
You've heard that tale before:

But have you heard she passed her plate
And had a little more?
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and p.ૺ on to another ૺA nd Peace shall sound new harmonies,

never heard before, in every soul."
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A  VIE W  O F  TH E  S A CR E D PE A CE  DA Y  PR O CE S S IO N  IN  S A N  DIE GO , S E PTE MB E R  28 , 19 14

A s a protest against war in general, and especially the vast and destructive conዿ ict now going on in E urope,

K atherine Tingley appealed to the President and to the Governors and Mayors of all the S tates and cities of

A merica to appoint S eptember 28  to be observed as the ૺS acred Peace Day for the N ations,ૻ  during which

business should be suspended and a public demonstration for peace made throughout the country. In S an Die-

g0 meetings were held at the Isis Theater, and in the afternoon there was a great procession of citizens, re-

presentatives of public bodies, religious and other, a contingent of 700 troops from N orth Island, and the stu~

dents૲ men, women and children૲ 0f K atherine Tinglcy૷ s R aj a-Y oga College and A cademy carrying appro-

priate banners and the flags of all nations. S everal bands and choruses, including those of L omaland,

accompanied the procession. The photographs in' this issue represent portions of the rocession.
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“J B... ou go .3.-,u..r “And Pence shell eouud new harmonies.

never heerd before. in every soul."
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A VIEW OF THE SACRIEII l'l{.\(‘E X).-\\' l'H[)(‘IE."vSl(l.\' IN S.\N lllI'I(".I), SICl"l'lC.\ll!lCR 23. I914

As :1 prntcst against war in gem‘-r;Il. and L‘.-apccizllly the \'ZlSl and (lt‘SIl'l1(,‘Il\'Cconflict now guing on in lfurnpc.
Kzitlierinc 'l'ingle_v appealed to the I'rc.~:i(lcnt and to the Governors and Mziyurs of all the States aml cities of
.\nIcri('.'I tn appoint September 28 to be Ul)5Cl'\'C(l as the “ Sacral Pcact‘ I);I_\' fur the N:Itinn<." (luring \\'lllL'l‘l
lmsincss $lIOlll(l he suspclidctl and :1 public «lc-Innn.<tratinn fur pc:Iu:c- Inarlc tlirnuglmut the cnuntr_v. In San l)ic~
go meetings were lk'l(l at the Isis 'l'lIc:Itcr.and in the ;1lt(‘rIIumI Illl.‘I'C \\‘.1.< :1 grczlt pI'r;cc=:~'irII1 nf (‘lllZ('l‘IS, rc-

prescnmtivcs of public l)('Hllt'.<, rcligimls and other. :1 contingent of 700 trumps from .\'«-rlh Islaml. aml the stu-
:l(‘I1l.S-—l11('l1, \\‘0l11('1l zmtl Cl1Il(ll'Cll——r>f Knllu-rim‘ 'Fi11g|«‘}"s Rfljil-YU,‘.,’3 Cullcgc and .\c:I-lcm_\' c:1rr_\'ing appro-
priate lsznmcrs and the lhigs of all n:Itiun.~'. SI-\'<:r.'Il l)il|lll.\’ :Iml ('lInrII.<<-s. iII(‘lII:ling tlIn.~c of l.nm:Il:mtl.
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A merica૷ s Duty

(F rom K atherine Tingley' s address at the Isis Theater

on the evening of S eptember 28 , 1014)

N E W  day has dawned for Peace because of the

A  eዾ orts of most of the S an Diego people in giving

their support to the observance of the S acred Peace

Day for the N ations, which it was my privilege to invoke.

W e have been reasoning together in a new way to ad૲

vance the cause of Peace.

In looking at the situation of the countries of E urope

we have been reminded of the many conditions that

have ex isted in A merica in the past which resulted in

wars that could have been averted. This suggests the

possibility of similar conditions with similar results aris-

ing in the future of this country, unless we apply the

power of our hearts and minds, unless we stimulate our

souls to new beginnings, to new ways of thinking, of do-

ing, and serving. If war is a confession of man' s weak-

ness, as I declare, then peace is a proof of his strength.

N ow how are we as a people to ዾ nd the strength

that is needed to meet the conditions that are j ust be૲

hind the scenes: that are hidden on the screen of time by

our own past doings, and by the doings of all. the sow૲

ing of seeds in former times, possibly in times of peace?

Man cannot think well without believing in the immut-

able laws that govern human life, and if he thinks well

and long he will realize that he cannot temporize with

the higher laws. the divine laws, neither can he tempor-

ize with the divine q ualities of his own nature. There

are no middle lines;  we must meet ourselves as we are;

we must discover the remedy that lies behind the brain-

mind of man, that which alone can give him true power.

W e must discover the key, the lost word, so to speak,

and that is, that man is divine. that he is potential in a

wondrous way, and that he has a reserve force beyond

his dreaming, which he can call on if he will;  that the

strength of a nation lies in the strength of the individual:

and, as the units improve their lives, and meet the con-

ditions of ex istence and search for their strength, and

challenge themselves and face their own weaknesses, so

shall we ዾ nd that there is something new for us to do,

and shall see the beginning of a new order of the ages.

. . . The q uestion is how to become all this that is de»

mauded of us?  H ow long are we as a people, as members

of God' s great family, to wander in the darkness, in the

shadows of life?  F or great as we think ourselves to be,

great as our civilization seems, yet there is much for

us and for our civilization to learn. because if we had

gained the point that we sometimes think we have, there

would be no necessity of any argument in defense of

peace;  we should have found our strength.

N ow. the key to the situation, according to my con-

viction, lies in each individual. If we can q uickly arouse

among the people of A merica a sense of that higher

patriotism which teaches man that he can better serve

his country by living than by being sacriዾ ced in war, it

would result in a psychological wave that would reach

to the ends of the earth, and influence the minds of men.

of those in power, those who today hold within their

hands the key of arbitration. H ow in the name of all

that is holy and true, can men who have the power of

speech and thought, sleep and rest while this slaughter

is going on?  It is an insult to the H igher L aw, it is an

insult to manhood and to womanhood to permit these

conditions to continue for one day even without a deter-

mined protest on our part. \Vhile we sit here in peace,

in our comfortable homes, hugging our darlings, self-

satisዾ ed, contented so long as the horrors of war do

not come to our doors૲  j ust across the water there are

thousands of women today broken-hearted, thousands

of homes destroyed and thousands of men lying in the

trenches dead and almost forgotten. Thousands are suf-

fering the agonies of death, and thousands more will

follow them tomorrow;  and yet we, the A merican peo-

ple, can sit and wait for our government to act. Do

you ever realize the limitations that ofዾ cials have?  Do

you not realize that while our President, with the best

of intentions of bringing about arbitration, has his hands

absolutely tied૲ that he is waiting for the voice of the

people?  . . .

B ut I do know that there lies in the heart and make-

up of every human being a divine power, a royal power

that can change present conditions, and in time bring

about wonderful results for the whole human race૲ a

permanent peace. S hall W e any longer sit q uietly waiting

while thousands over the water are daily going to their

graves?  . . .

\Vhat greater record could we make૲ we A merican

people૲ than that of establishing in the minds of the

people of E urope that we are really a peace-loving peo-

ple, not that we merely profess to be so. but that we are

earnestly at work doing something to help our brothers.

and that we will not rest until we have accomplished

something for peace?  . . .

I hold that it is the duty of the A merican people to

challenge all nations to act on the level of their com-

mon humanity, and to cry halt to the slaughter and

sacriዾ ce of human life, and the destruction of our pres

ent-day civilization. L et them put themselves in the

places of the suffering people across the water. L et the

mothers think themselves into those homes that are de-

vastated and destroyed, feel the heart pulsations of those

mothers and fathers, and brothers and sisters who have

sent out their own dear ones into the broad sunlight to be

sacriዾ ced on the battleዾ eld ૲  never to return;  and think

on the line of soulful things. feel a royal sympathy, and

let it be of a q uality that will tell for something૲ let

it not be a mere appearance, not a patronizing sympathy.

but the real profound soulful sympathy that will bring

about the splendid results that we know are possible.

E ach man has his duty, and if the A merican people

do not know their duty. and do not act. I pity them. I

do not presume to say that I can lift the veil. or that I

can see ahead very far, but I say that ere long we shall
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America’; Duty
(From Katherine Tin_x;le_v's address at the lsis Theater

on the evening of September 28, 1014)

.\'F.\\' day has da\vned for Peace because of theA efforts of most of the San Diego people in giving
their support to the observance of the Sacred Peace

Day for the Nations. which it was my privilege to invoke.
\\'e have been reasoning together in a ne\v way to ad-
vance the cause of Peace.

In looking at the situation of the countries of Europe
\ve have been reminded of the many conditions that
have existed in America in the past which resulted in
wars that could have been averted. This suggests the
possibility of similar conditions with similar results aris-
ing in the future of this country. unless we apply the
power of our hearts and n1inds. unless we stimulate our

souls to new begimiings, to new ways of thinking,of do-
ing. and serving. If war is a confession of man's weak—
ness, as I declare. then peace is a proof of his strength.

Now how are we as a people to find the strength
that is needed to meet the conditions that are just be-
hind the scenes: that are hidden on the screen of time by
our o\vn past doings, and h_v the doings of all. the sow-

ing of seeds in former times, possibly in times of peace?
.\Ian cannot think well \vithout believing in the immut~
able laws that govern human life, and if he thinks well
and long he will realize that he cannot temporize with
the higher laws. the divine laws, neither can he tempor-
ize with the divine qualities of his own nature. There
are no middle lines; we must meet ourselves as we are;
we must discover the remed_v that lies behind the brain-
mind of man, that which alone can give him true power.

“'6 must discover the key. the lost word. so to speak,
and that is. that man is divine. that he is potential in a

wondrous way, au(l that he has a reserve force beyond
his dreaming. which he can call on if he will; that the
strength of a nation lies in the strength of the individual:
and, as the units improve their lives, and meet the con-

ditions of existence and search for their strength, and
challenge themselves and face their own weaknesses, so

shall we find that there is something new for us to do,
and shall see the beginning of a new order of the ages.

. .
The tluestion is how to become all this that is de-

manded of us? How long are we as a people_. as members
of (‘.od's great family. to wander in the darkness, in the
shadows of life? For great as we think ourselves to be.
great as our civilization seems. yet there is much for
us and for our civilization to learn. because if we had
gained the point that we sometimes think we have, there
would he no necessity of an_v argument in defense of
peace; we should have found our strength.

Now. the key to the situation, according to m_v eon-

viction. lies in each indi\idual. If we can quicl<l_\’ arouse

among the people of Ann-rica a sense of that higher
patriotism which teaches man that he can better serve
his co11ntr_v by living than by being sacrificed in war. it
would result in a psycltological wave that would reach

» Go gle

NEW WAY

to the ends of the earth, and influence the minds of men.
of those in power, those who today hold within their
hands the key of arbitration. How in the name of all
that is holy and true, can men who have the power of
speech and thought, sleep and rest while this slaughter
is going on? It is an insult to the Higher Law, it is an

insult to manhood and to womanhood to permit these
conditions to continue for one day even without a deter-
mined protest on our part. \\-'hile we sit here in peace.
in our comfortable homes, lmgging our darlings. self—
satisfied. contented so long as the horrors of war do
not come to our doors —— just across the water there are
thousands of women today broken-hearted. thousands
of homes de.stro_ved and thousands of men lying in the
trenches dead and almost forgotten. Thousands are suf-
fering the agonies of death, and thousands more will
follow them tomorrow: and yet we, the American pen»
ple, can sit and wait for our government to act. Do
you ever realize the limitations that ofiicials have? Do
_vou not realize that while our President, with the best
of intentions of bringing about arbitration. has his hands
absolutely tied—that he is waiting for the voice of the
people? .

But I do know that there lies in the heart and make-
up of every human being a divine po\ver. a royal power
that can change present conditions. and in time bring
about wonderful results for the whole human race—a

permanent peace. Shall we any longer sit quietly waiting
while thousands o\'er the water are daily going to their
graves? .

\\'hat greater record could we make—we American
people—than that of establishing in the mimls of the
people of Europe that we are really a peace—loving peo-
ple. not that we merely profess to be so. but that we are

earnestly at work doing something to help our brothers.
and that we will not rest until we have accomplished
something for peace?

I hold that it is the duty of the American people to
challenge all nations to act on the level of their coin

mon humanity, and to cry halt to the slaughter and
sacrifice of human life, and the destruction of our pres-
ent—da_v civilization. Let them put themselves in the
places of the suffering people across the water. Let the
mothers think themselves into those homes that are (le-
vastated and destroyed, feel the heart pulsations of those
mothers and fathers, and brothers and sisters who have
sent out their o\vn dear ones into the broad sunlight to be
sacrificed on the battlefield —never to return; and think
on the line of soulful things. feel a royal s_vmpatl1_\-'. and
let it he of a quality that will tell for something——let
it not be a mere appearance. not a patronizing s_vmpath_v.
but the real profound soulful sympathy that will bring
about the splendid results that we know are possible.

lfaeli m:m has his duty. and if the .\meriean people
do not know their duty. and do not act. l pity them. l
do not presume to say that l can lift the veil. or that l
can see ahead very far. but l say that ere long we shall
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have a lesson that will bring us to our senses. I say

again that this country will have a lesson that will teach

the people through suffering, and will show the im-

portance of working on lines of the highest humanity,

when the challenge comes. B ut if that challenge that

has been given to you and to the people of A merica,

through the H igher L aw, as I believe૲  it is in the very

air૲ if that could be responded to, W e might stem the

tide of conditions that are very near;  for we have been

blind, and so have our ancestors. Men and women for

ages, in spite of their declaration of love for the spiritual

and of devotion to truth and righteousness, have depend-

ed on war to adj ust their difficulties. They have con-

fessed their weakness. N ow, I say, is it not time for

the A merican people to awaken and test their strength

and become the advance guard of peace-makers in the

world' s great doings of this twentieth century?

.5!

ૺA s ye S ow, so shall ye R eap ૻ

A L K IN G is such an easy matter and so often de-

T notes little more than a convenient outlet for un-

utilized energy, that with some of us spoken words,

as such, are apt to carry little force nowadays. B ut

when we meet or know of men who are not given to

talking a great deal;  who put a whole lot of power into

lit' iug right;  who think of N umber Two before N um-

ber O ne;  who. when they do say anything, mean every

bit of it and perhaps a whole lot more૲  these men com-

mand our attention;  and when they tell us anything,

we sit up and take notice, because something back of

their words hits us and we know they' re giving us the

straight goods.

W ell, there have been, and there are, a number of

men and women in the world of this type. S ome have

spoken and been forgotten;  others have left their mes-

sage in writing and we can have it fresh every day.

S uppose you had a neighbor who had come into the

world in an out-of-thc-way corner of the town, with

nothing much better than a horse-trough for a crib and

stables for the nursing-room. S uppose that youngster

had a bit of a rough time of it in cutting any ዾ gure down

in his small q uarter of the world with the other young-

sters on the street. S upposing he was one of those who

think a great deal, and feel a great deal, but somehow

couldn૷ t seem to say much. Then supposing this young-

ster growing up, came to have a bench alongside yours

in the shop and you found him one of the sort that

always has an eye for the nex t man૷ s troubles;  always

has a word to cheer the boys up who come down to

the shop in the morning feeling blue;  wasn૷ t above ዾ ll-

ing out your day if you should knock under. S uppos૲

ing he was one of those still strong fellows that couldn' t

and wouldn૷ t see an inj ustice done to any one.

A ssume all this, and then imagine this mate of yours

should see another fellow or a gang of fellows going

steadily to the dogs ૲ ૲  saw their pay going to liq uor, their

health going to glory and their wives and children going

to the poor house૲ imagine this q ueer, q uiet, big૲ hearted

mate of yours saw all this and heard these fellows cuss-

ing their bad luck, the B oss, and Creation in general.

Imagine then, he dropped his bit of work and right
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iTgH E new WAY_
_,_ __

Lama!-and I‘Imta. <9 Engraving D.-N.

.-\.\'OTHER \'lli\\' HF 'l‘llF. SACRED PE.-\CE l).\Y l'RUCl'2'SS|l)N

have a lesson that will bring us to our senses. I say
again that this country will have a lesson that will teach
the people through sutTt-ring. and will show the hi1»
portance of working on lines of the highest lnimanity.
when the challenge comes. llnt if that challenge that
h:t.\ been given to you and to the people of Atneriuza.
through the Higher Law. as I helie\'e— it is in the \'et'_\‘
air—if that could he responded to. we might stem the
thlC of eonditiom that are very near: for we have been
blind. and so have our anee:~'tor.~‘.. Men and women for
ages, in spite of their declaration of love for the spiritual
and of devotion to truth and rigliteottstiess, have depend-
ed on war to adjust their difiiculties.
ft-ssetl their weakness. Now, I say, is it not time for
the .\merican people to awaken and test their strength
and become the advance guard of peaee~mal-:er,s‘ in the
world'.~'. great doings of this twentieth century?

The_v have con-

.3!

“As ye Sow, so shall ye Reap”
.\l.Kl.\'('. is such an easy matter and so often de-T notes little more than a convenient outlet for un-
utilized energy, that with some of us .~2pol<t‘n words,

as such, are apt to carry little force now:1:la_\'.~‘. llnt
when we meet or know of men who are not given to
talking a great deal: who put a whole lot of power into
living right: who think of l\'uml)er Two hefore .\’nm-
her (me; who. when they do say anytliing, mean e\'er_\'
hit of it and perhaps a whole lot more —— these men com-

mand our attention: and when the)’ tell us anytltiiw.
we sit up aml take notice, because something back of

I.-.;:~:~.;-. ~;,- GO; ngle

their words hits us and we know the}"re giving us the
straight goods.

Well. there have been, and there are. a mnnher of
men and women in the world of this type. Sc-ine have
.~.poken and heen forgotten: others have left their ntesv

wage in writing and we can have it fre~lt every day.
Suppose you had a neighbor who had come into the

world in an out-1;-f—tlte-wa_\‘ corner of the town. with
nothing much better than a ltors('—tr()ttgh for a crib and
stahles for the nursing—rontn. Suppose that youngster
had a hit of a rough time of it in cutting any figure down
in his small quarter of the world with the other _\‘nut1g—
sters on the street. Suppo_~:ing he was one of those who
think :1 great deal. and feel :1 great deal. but somehow
couldn't seem to say much. Then supposing this young-
ster growing up. came to ha\‘e a bench alongside _\'nlll'.~;
in the shop and you found him one of the sort that
always has an eye for the next man's trouloles; al\\'a_\'s
has a word to cheer the l)o_v.~‘ up who come down to
the shop in the morning feeling hlue; wasn’t above fill-
ing out your day if you should knock under. Suppos-
int: he w.'ts one of tltose still strong fellows that couldn't
and \\'<)uldn‘t see an injustice done to any one.

.-\s.~ume all this. and then imagine this mate of _\-ours
should see another fellow or a gang of fellows going
2-te.'u|il_\' tr. the dogs — saw their pay going to liquor, their
health going to glory and their wives and children going
to the poor house—ima;,Iiue this queer, quiet, hig-liearted
mate of _\'ours saw all this and heard the~e fellows ens-~—

ing their had luck. the llos.=. and Creation in general.
Imagine then. he dropped his bit of work and right
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there went up to that gang and gave them a bit of

straight talk૲ the straight thing as he saw it and knew

it, and ended by saying૲ " Y ou૷ ve bought the goods

and you' re getting j ust what you paid for! ૻ

If this odd specimen of large-hearted, short-spoken

humanity were laid out then and there for those words,

wouldn' t ~they somehow burn a hole in your heart?

W ouldn૷ t every clinking bit of machinery in the shop

keep time to them;  wouldn૷ t they ring in your ears as

you walked home from the shop;  wouldn૷ t you hear

them in your dreams and wake with them on your

tongue?  Y es!  W hy?  B ecause they had the weight

of a life-time behind them૲ they were the audible ex -

pression of the soul of that mate who made life better

by his presence in the shop.

There was a man once whose case might be com૲

pared to that of your mate. H e lived some nineteen

hundred and odd years ago, and before him there had

been others of the same stamp. H e was forever think૲

ing of the welfare of his fellows and trying to make

things better for them. People know him now for a

Teacher, but in his time very slight heed was paid to

what he said. Y et when he spoke his words had the

weight of every act he ever did, and he spoke j ust for

the good of his fellows. The world wasn૷ t made any

easier for him either, by his showing them where the

cause of their troubles lay.

W hen you૷ re down with a load that seems a bit more

than you can bear, when you don૷ t understand all your

difዾ culties, or when tempted to ૺlet ዿ y ૻ  and kick over

the traces, j ust get q uiet and try to think out one

thing that this Teacher said. H e said it over nineteen

hundred years ago;  other Teachers have said it before

him;  other Teachers have said it since;  and it re-

mains true today.

H is words were: ૺA s Y E  S ow so S H A L L  Y E  R E A P!  "

M. M.

J

The Great Conversation

H E N  I think about living, it always seems to me

to resemble a conversation, though of a very

q ueer sort.

The conversationalists are two, Y ou and ૶L ife. Y ou

say anything you choose and then L ife replies. H e

always replies ex actly to what you have said. Y ou

constantly interrupt him with some new remark. A nd

then he may break off for a while from what he was

saying and reply to that at once, or he may defer his

reply, sometimes for a long time, till he has ዾ nished

answering your previous remark. A nd when he does

at last get round to it you may have forgotten what you

said and when you said it. Then his words may sound

meaningless or perhaps malicious and insulting.

B ut how is this peculiar conversation conducted?

It is without words. Y our part of it consists of all

the things you choose to do, your actions. H is reply

consists of all the things that happen to you.

F or instance: if you eat too much, that is a remark

on your side. H is reply is a ዾ t of indigestion. H e may

make his reply at once, or he may defer it a long time.

H e may even save it up for you till your old age. If

you keep making the same remark, keep on overeating

yourself, be will, once he begins his reply, keep on mak-

ing it in an unpleasant manner. Y ou will have chronic

indigestion. F rom that you will gradually learn self-

control.

S ometimes his reply seems very much out of propor-

tion to your remark. Y ou make, say, one little slip, j ust

that one૲ and get landed in j ail for a very heavy spell.

B ut look back. In youth you had always accustomed

yourself to do j ust as you liked, without regard to rules,

law, right, or the interests of others. O r you did some

very shady things that never happened to be found out.

L ife is replying to those (perhaps forgotten) things

more than to the little thing that has now tripped you up.

L ife never forgets to reply, sooner or later, to every-

thing. E ach of those past deeds left a ዿ aw in your char-

acter. Y our present little deed now affords L ife a chance

to call your attention to the whole business and give

you a q uiet chance to take hold of yourself.

I always look with great respect upon L ife. In my

better moods I love him. H e seems to be mostly a

hard, rough old fellow to deal with;  but the more I talk

with him the more certain I get that he is inዾ nitely

kindly and so wise that he always knows ex actly what

to say in order to gain his end. A nd his end is one

thing only૲ your welfare and mine. H e is always

teaching something, always trying to get us to be strong-

er and nobler in character and more understanding in

mind. H e knows when to stand back, too, saying no-

thing much on occasion and letting us have a pleasant

spell. B ut even then he isn૷ t looking the other way!

H e૷ s very alert however kindly he૷ s smiling. H e has

to keep an ear open in case you say something that needs

reply. S ometimes these pleasant spells are j ust to

strengthen us up for some ex tra unpleasant thing he

must say a little later. I reckon he must grieve some-

times at some of the stiff remarks he makes.

H e' s stone deaf to all sort of entreaties. W hat he

isn૷ t deaf to is honest resolves and pledges. H e is list-

ening when a man honestly pledges himself to try. H e' ll

answer that right away by giving the man opportunities

-૲ j ust the right-sized ones, never too hard૲ to test

his strength. A nd he isn૷ t put out if the man fails, even

many times, so long as he tries again. H e૷ s very par-

ticularly on that man' s side, and always makes the fullest

allowance for difዾ culties, bad heredity and bad bringing-

up and so on. H e j udges different men by different

standards. A nd he knows that all men will have other

chances beyond this present life. In fact a good deal

of what he says to us cannot be understood if we forget

that. F or he is preparing us for great things which

could not be contained in one life on earth, great ex -

periences and powers to be entered upon. S TUDE N T
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4 THE NEW WAY

there went up to that gang and gave them a bit of
straight talk—the straight thing as he saw it and knea-
it, and ended by saying-—“You'2'c bought the goods
and you're getting just what you paid for.’ "

If this odd specimen of large-hearted, short-spoken
humanity were laid out then and there for those words,
wouldn't they somehow burn a hole in your heart?
\’Vouldn't every clinking bit of machinery in the shop
keep time to them; wouldn’t they ring in your ears as

you walked home from the shop; wouldn't you hear
them in your dreams and wake with them on your
tongue? Yes! \’Vhy? Because they had the weight
of a life—time behind them—they were the audible ex-

pression of the soul of that mate who made life better
by his presence in the shop.

There was a man once whose case might be com-

pared to that of your mate. He lived some nineteen
hundred and odd years ago, and before him there had
been others of the same stamp. He was forever think-
ing of the welfare of his fellows and trying to make
things better for them. People know him now for a
Teacher, but in his time very slight heed was paid to
what he said. Yet when he spoke his words had the
weight of every act he ever did, and he spoke just for
the good of his fellows. The world wasn’t made any
easier for him either, by his showing them where the
cause of their troubles lay.

When you're down with a load that seems a bit more
than you can hear, when you don't understand all your
difliculties, or when tempted to “let fly” and kick over
the traces, just get quiet and try to think out one
thing that this Teacher said. He said it over nineteen
hundred years ago; other Teachers have said it before
him; other Teachers have said it since; and it re-
mains true today.

His words were: “As YE Sow so SHALL YE REAP! "

M. M.
.33

The Great Conversation

" N [HEN I think about living, it always seems to me
to resemble a conversation, though of a very
queer sort.

The convcrsationalists are two, You and “Life. You
say anything you choose and then Life replies. lie
always replies exactly to what you have said. You
constantly interrupt him with some new remark. And
then he may break off for a while from what he was

saying and reply to that at once, or he may defer his
reply, sometimes for a long time, till he has finished
answering your previous remark. And when he does
at last get round to it you may have forgotten what you
said and when you said it. Then his words may sound
meaningless or perhaps malicious and insulting.

But how is this peculiar conversation conducted?
It is without words. Your part of it consists of all

the things you choose to do, your actions. llis reply
consists of all the things that happen to you.

 
G0 .3:-.-

For instance: if you eat too much, that is a remark
on your side. His reply is a fit of indigestion. He may
make his reply at once, or he may defer it a long time.
He may even save it up for you till your old age. If
you keep making the same remark, keep on overeating
yourself, he will, once he begins his reply, keep on mak-
ing it in an unpleasant manner. You will have chronic
indigestion. From that you will gradually learn self-
control.

Sometimes his reply seems very much out of propor-
tion to your remark. You make, say, one little slip, just
that one—and get landed in jail for a very heavy spell.

But look back. In youth you had always accustomed
yourself to do just as you liked, without regard to rules.
law, right, or the interests of others. Or you did some

very shady things that never happened to be found out.
Life is replying to those (perhaps forgotten) things

more than to the little thingthat has now tripped you up.
Life never forgets to reply, sooner or later, to every-
thing. Each of those past deeds left a flaw in your char-
acter. Your present little deed now affords Life a chance
to call your attention to the whole business and give
you a quiet chance to take hold of yourself.

I always look with great respect upon Life. In my
better moods I love him. He seems to be mostly a

hard, rough old fellow to deal with; but the more I talk
with him the more certain I get that he is infinitely
kindly and so wise that he always knows exactly what
to say in order to gain his end. And his end is one
thing only—your welfare and mine. He is always
teaching something,always trying to get us to be strong-
er and nobler in character and more understanding in
mind. He knows when to stand back, too, saying no-
thing much on occasion and letting us have a pleasant
spell. But even then he isn’t looking the other way!
He's very alert however kindly he's smiling. He has
to keep an ear open in case you say somethingthat needs
reply. Sometimes these pleasant spells are just to
strengthen us up for some extra unpleasant thing he
must say a little later. I reckon he must grieve some-
times at some of the stiff remarks he makes.

He's stone deaf to all sort of entreaties. What he
isn't deaf to is honest resolves and pledges. He is list-
ening when a man honestly pledges himself to try. He'll
answer that right away by giving the man opportunities
—just the right-sized ones, never too hard—to test
his strength. And he isn't put out if the man fails, even

many times, so long as he tries again. He's very par-
ticularly on that man's side, and always makes the fullest
allowance for difficulties, bad heredity and bad bringing-
up and so on. He judges different men by different
standards. And he knows that all men will have other
chances beyond this present life. In fact a good deal
of what he says to us cannot be understood if we forget
that. For he is preparing us for great things which
could not be contained in one life on earth, great ex-

periences and powers to be entered upon. STL‘l)I-I.\'T
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The R ules sense. I saw a bit of Japanese painted wood૲ carving

_ _ , _ ,, once and never forgot it. There was a man standing

IS  forbidden to . . .,ૻ  ૺIt 15 forbidden to . . .,

,7

u T

I ૺPrisoners must . . .

The newcomer stood gloomily reading the rules.

" I wonder what it ain' t ૶ forbidden to,૷  ૻ  he said to him૲

self. ૺ Is there anything a fellow may do?  B ut I guess

there' s some of that lot a fellow can get by somehow

and nobody the wiser.ૻ

A nd that was the way he acted as soon as he got

to know the ropes. H e kept what rules he had to;  the

rest of them he slipped by whenever he thought it would

be safe. Most of the other fellows did the same. N ow

and then they would get caught and of course there

ૺas trouble.

A  S hakespeare class met on W ednesday evenings. N ot

many came;  but those who did were rather the pick of

the crowd, mentally. The discussion would sometimes

stray into regions that would perhaps have surprised

S hakespeare. B ut what did that matter?

H amlet was the play in hand, and the speech of

l' olonius to L aertes setting out for F rance had started

a talk. ૺ To thine own self be true,ૻ  was the by-path

along which the men had wandered off. A nd this by-

path had led to the subj ect of keeping rules.

"  K eeping rules is the easiest way of being true to

yourself,"  said the man who had taken the part of

H oratio.

"  \Vhat' s it got to do with it? ૻ  asked the K ing.

" H oratio૷ s all right,ૻ  said Guildenstern. ૺThe fel-

lows that keep the rules are the fellows that get the

soft j obs and stand in W ell with the W arden and the

first thing you know you are out on parole.ૻ

" Then you think that ૶being true to yourself૷  means

being true to your own interests? ૻ  said O phelia, who

possessed a ዾ ne bass voice and had conseq uently been

having recourse to a thin falsetto during rehearsal. ૺJust

looking after N o. 1?  K eeping the rules happens to be

the best way here of doing that. That the idea?  ૻ

ૺ ૷ Twasn' t S hakespeare' s idea, anyway,"  remarked

H amlet. ૺ F or Polonius puts in a kind of indicator:

' To thine own self be true and . . . thou must not then

be false to any man.૷  N ow a fellow that kept all the

rules here j ust to stand in well with the \Varden and

get his parole q uick might be a fellow that would be

as false as S atan to you if it happened to serve his

game.ૻ

ૺThe very words show that S hakespeare knew there

was two selves,ૻ  said H oratio. ૺThere was the self

of L aertes that Polonius was talking to and that was to

be ૶true,૷  and there was the other self in L aertes that

L aertes was to be true to. If a man૷ s true to that he

can' t be false anywhere. H is life૷ s clean. The other

self is the soul.ૻ

ૺO h don' t come any pulpit stuff in here,ૻ  said the

K ing.

ૺ I' m not,ૻ  replied H oratio. ૺ I' m talking common૲

upright with a sword. A nd down on the ground at his

feet was a reptile sort of thing with a human face, face

j ust like the man૷ s but reptilcd-likc, mean, greedy, cruel.

vile. The man had j ust struck it what looked like a

ዾ nish blow with his sword. L ૷ ehind him was a great

ዾ gure in white, looking down on him with a smile, ap૲

provingly. A nd this too had a face like the man૷ s, but

all noble and grand. I૷ ve never forgotten the group

and never shall, for it' s a map of human nature. F el-

lows who think they don૷ t know it are fellows that

never studied themselves.

ૺA nd if it' s a fact, as it surely is, the only way to

live with common sense is to cultivate that upper .chap

till you' re dead in touch with him and get his light on

you and through you all the time. A nd for that you' ve

got to boss the lower fellow, the reptile thing, the thing

that lives at large in the bodies and minds of most of us.

ૺMen think they can૷ t conq uer it. I think it૷ s easy,

though it takes time, and keeping rules is the easiest

way. That૷ s why being here, from one point of view,

is pure good fortune. It૷ s easy to keep rules, as I said.

A nd yet there ain૷ t one rule that that lower thing don૶t

obj ect to or hate like poison. Conseq uently the fellow

that stands up to every rule, whether he thinks them

foolish, or mistaken, or j ust irritating, or whatever, is

bossing and weakening out that reptile. A nd if he keeps

on, and at the same time looks out all the time for the

feeling of encouragement and approval that comes to

him from his other self behind, he૷ ll win out;  he' ll play

that bit of carving in real life. The more rules there

are, the faster a fellow can work at this business.ૻ

ૺIt' s time for the twenty-four of us to adj ourn,ૻ  said

the chairman. A nd the eight men took up their S hake-

speare and ዾ led out. R E PO R TE R

.3.

O ur. O ptimist S peaks

ૺ TS  in looking at human failings that a man can

get the most respect for human nature.ૻ

ૺ Y ou mean by contrast? ૻ

ૺ Partly yes and partly no. I heard you say the other

day, Jim, that you wished you could get over a certain

failing of yours which we need not name. Y ou wanted

to get over it not on general principles but because it

hinders you from doing ዾ ne work which you feel is in

you to do. A in' t that so? ૻ

ૺ That૷ s what I said.ૻ

ૺY ou૷ ve got more૷ n one failing, haven' t you? ૻ

ૺ W ell, I૷ m not claimin૷  wings yet.ૻ

ૺThey may be there all the same, wrapped up like

an unborn butterዿ y૷ s. In fact that૷ s what I૷ m getting

at. S ome ዾ ne work is in you to do, you say, if you

could get at it. B ut your special and particular failing

bars you out from it. N ote your own words૲ that

it૷ s in you to do that work. S upposing you busted that
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The Rules
H“ T is forbidden to . . .," “It is forbidden to . . .,I “ Prisoners must . . .

."
The newcomer stood gloomily reading the rules.

" I wonder what it ain't ‘ forbidden to,’ ” he said to him-
~t-lf. “ Is there anything a fellow may do? hit I guess
there's some of that lot a fellow can get by somehow
and nobody the wiser."

.\nd that was the way he acted as soon as he got
to know the ropes. He kept what rules he had to; the
mt of them he slipped by whenever he thought it would
be safe. Most of the other fellows did the same. Now
and then they would get caught and of course there
\\it\ trouble.

.\ Shakespeare class met on VVednesday evenings. .\'ot
m:m_\' came; but those who did were rather the pick of
the crowd, mentally. The discussion would sometimes
.~lT£l_\' into regions that would perhaps have surprised
>”nakt-speare. But what did that matter?

Hamlet was the play in hand, and the speech of
l’~lonius to Laertes setting out for France had started
a talk. " To thine own self be true,” was the by-path
along which the men had wandered off. And this by-
path had led to the subject of keeping rules.

“Keeping rules is the easiest way of being true to
_\»,>nrself," said the man who had taken the part of
Horatio.

“ \\'hat's it got to do with it?” asked the King.
" lloratids all right,” said Guildenstern. “The fel-

l-.»\\'s that keep the rules are the fellows that get the
soft jobs and stand in well with the VVarden and the
first thing you know you are out on parole.”

"Then you think that ‘being true to yourself’ means

being true to your own interests?” said Ophelia, who
p<_i>s'L'SS€d a line bass voice and had consequently been
l:;t\'ing recourse to a thin falsetto during rehearsal. “Just
looking after No. I? Keeping the rules happens to be
the best way here of doing that. That the idea? "

“ 'Twasn't Shakespeare's idea, anyway," remarked
ll;;m1et_ “For Polonius puts in a kind of indicator:
‘To thine own self be true and

. . .
thou must not then

by false to any man.’ Now a fellow that kept all the
rules here just to stand in well with the \Varden and
get his parole quick might be a fellow that would be
as false as Satan to you if it happened to serve his
gante."

"The very words show that Shakespeare knew there
was two selves,” said Horatio. “There was the self
of Laertes that Polonius was talking to and that was to
be ‘true,’ and there was the other self in Laertes that
Laertes was to be true to. If a man's true to that he
can't be false anywhere. }lis life's clean. The other
self is the soul.”

“Oh don't come any pulpit stul-‘t in here," said the
King.

" I'm not," replied lloratio.

» Co glc
“ I'm talking common-

sense. I saw a bit of Japanese painted wood-carving
once and never forgot it. There was a man standing
upright with a sword. And down on the ground at his
feet was a reptile sort of thing with a human face, face
jnst like the man's but rcptilcd-like, mean. greedy, cruel.
vile. The man had just struck it what looked like :1

finish blow with his sword. Behind him was a great
figure in white, looking down on him with a smile, ap-
provingly. And this too had a face like the man’s, but
all noble and grand. I’ve never forgotten the group
and never shall, for it's a map of human nature. Fel-
lows who think they don't know it are fellows that
never studied themselves.

“And if it's a fact, as it surely is, the only way to
live with common sense is to cultivate that upper .chap
till you're dead in touch with him and get his light on

you and through you all the time. And for that you've
got to boss the lower fellow, the reptile thing, the thing
that lives at large in the bodies and minds of most of us.

“ Men think they can't conquer it. I think it’s easy.
though it takes time, and keeping rules is the easiest
way. That's why being here, from one point of view,
is pure good fortune. It's easy to keep rules, as I said.
And yet there ain't one rule that that lower thing don't
object to or hate like poison. Consequently the fellow
that stands up to every rule, whether he thinks them
foolish, or mistaken, or just irritating, or whatever, is
bossing and weakening out that reptile. And if he keeps
on, and at the same time looks out all the time for the
feeling of encouragement and approval that comes to
him from his other self behind, he’l1 win out; he'll play
that bit of carving in real life. The more rules there
are, the faster a fellow can work at this business."

" It's time for the twenty-four of us to adjourn,” said
the chairman. And the eight men took up their Shake-
speare and filed out. REPORTER

.53
Our. Optimist Speaks

“ TS in looking at human failings that a man canI get the most respect for human nature.”
“You mean by contrast?”

" Partly yes and partly no. I heard you say the other
day, Jim, that you wished you could get over a certain
failing of yours which we need not name. You wanted
to get over it not on general principles but because it
hinders you from doing fine work which you feel is in
you to do. Ain't that so?”

“ That's what I said.”
“You've got more'n one failing, haven‘t you?"
“VVell, I'm not claimin’ wings yet.”
“They may be there all the same, wrapped up like

an unborn buttcrfiy's. In fact that’s what I'm getting
at. Some fine work is in you to do, you say, if you
could get at it. But your special and particular failing
bars you out from it. Note your own words—that
it’s in you to do that work. Supposing you busted that
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failing૲ which I reckon you will some day૲ and got

at that vein of ዾ ne power, mightn૷ t it be that some lesser

failing, one you hardly count at all now, would then

show up as standing in the way of still ዾ ner work?  "

ૺ S eems likely.ૻ

ૺA nd after that was broken through, the same case

again? ૻ

ૺ Maybe.ૻ

ૺ W ell, there૷ s my point, right there. It' s men' s fail-

ings that give you most respect for human nature. I

mean human nature deep inside. Deep inside of every

one of us there૷ s pure gold. A nd over it is a thin layer

of little, little failings, so thin that maybe they let some

of the golden-gleam through and look like gold them-

selves. O ver these is a thicker layer of worse failings,

though we may think them necessary parts of human

nature and don' t count them as failings at all. A nd

then come a few pretty gross and obvious failings, say

bad temper or utter laziness and things like that. A nd

last of all some one downright crippling clog, drunken-

ness or worse.

ૺB ut beneath the whole lot is always that vein of

pure gold with belike a diamond here and there scat-

tered through it. A  man don' t have to develop the

gold. H e૷ s got it. H is only j ob is to thin away the

veils, the layers of clay, the failings. A nd he can re-

member that while he' s working away at some one fail૲

ing, the chief one, the one that bothers him the most,

he૷ s also working, unknown to himself, at all the rest.

That principle goes all the way through. If he૷ s got a

slouch of a walk and don૷ t look you in the eye, and

trains himself to a ዾ ne manly walk and upheld head

and eye, he૷ s getting upright in another way too. A nd

if he' ll make his thoughts and deeds upright, the car-

riage of his body will be the better for it.

ૺ W henever I see a fellow with a bad failing, of what-

ever sort, I say to myself: ૶W hat couldn' t that fellow

do and be if he૷ d only get atop of it! ૷  A nd the more

I see his failing the more I think of what he૷ d be with૲

out it. A nd so, in a way, the more I respect him;  rather,

the more I respect human nature, and the more I look

forward to that splendid time coming when all men shall

have bossed all their failings. Then, human life as it

ought' to be will really begin. Then we shall have a

new earth, made out of this old one. A nd no one could

tell it from heaven.ૻ

ૺW ell, I never heard anyone build his hopes on hu-

- man failings before. It seems to liven up the prospect

a bit. 1' ] !  try it a while.ૻ  S TUDE N T

3

B ody-B uilding

PR IS O N E R  has not much say about his diet. H e

A  can suit himself as to q uantity, but what the

q uantity shall consist of is mostly arranged for him.

B ut what shall become of his q uantity when he has

eaten it૲ that is more in his power than he dreams.

S uppose a man has been six  or seven years inside the

four walls. During that time he has been made all over.

E very grain of his body has been changed. The body

he came in with has been wasted, particle by particle,

and each wasted particle been replaced by a new one.

S o whilst it is the same body, it is also an entirely dif-

ferent one. B y the end of another six  or seven years

it will be different again.

O f all this unbuilding and rebuilding we know no-

thing. It is done for us by the body itself. O ur busi-

ness is to eat the food.

\N e eat more than a thousand meals a year: in seven

years, seven thousand six  hundred and six ty-ዾ ve of them.

Can anyone suppose that the state of mind he was in

during those seven thousand»odd occasions made no dif-

ference to the kind of body which all that food went

to build up?

A  ዾ t of bad temper, deadly fear, or great૶ anx iety.

will throw digestion out of gear or even stop it alto-

gether. A  piece of good news may make a man forget

his dyspepsia૲  forget it because it isn૷ t there any more.

S o we know the effect of ex treme states of mind. In

a less degree the ordinary states of mind have similar

effects for good or bad. It is merely that we don' t notice

them. B ut they must sum up to something when they

are repeated seven thousand times!  A ye?

B ut there are two digestions, the one in the stomach

that we know something about, and the more important

one that is. going on all over the body when the living

particles of which the body is made are taking up the

food which has got out of the stomach into the blood

and are rebuilding themselves with it. A nd this too is

affected for good or bad by our states of mind.

W e have therefore much more to do with the q uality

of our food than we were thinking. The same food

will be one thing to us when eaten in one state of mind.

and another when eaten in another state. The best food

may build a very bad body, and bad food may be enabled

to build a good body.

N ow let us make our own sunlight at every meal and

see what a year or two of this will not do for us. L et

us, for the space of each meal, will away unkindlines~

to anybody, will away despair and regret, will away ill-

humor and grumbling. L et us, for that few minutes.

have the opposites of these. If the place where we eat

is dark, let us imagine it full of the golden sunlight shin-

ing around our fellows and ourselves and down upon

the table and the plates. L et us in that way make the

food, whatever it is, go into the stomach with a bene-

diction. This is rather hard work for the will and the

imagination at ዾ rst. B ut it is work that will begin to

tell from the very ዾ rst moment. A nd practise will better

you at the business all the time. Just one year!  Try

it for that, and then stop if you can!

A nd here૷ s a prophecy: That if there is a good few

of you in the crowd that are persistently trying this.
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NEW WAY6 THE

failing—which I reckon you will some day—-and got
at that vein of fine power, mightn’t it be that some lesser
failing, one you hardly count at all now, would then
show up as standing in the way of still finer work?"

“ Seems likely.”
"And after that was broken through. the same case

again?"
“ Maybe."
“ Well, there's my point, right there. It's men's fail-

ings that give you most respect for human nature. I
mean human nature deep inside. Deep inside of every
one of us there’s pure gold. And over it is a thin layer
of little, little failings, so thin that maybe they let some
of the golden-gleam through an(l look like gold them-
selves. Over these is a thicker layer of worse failings.
though we may think them necessary parts of human
nature and don't count them as failings at all. And
then come a few pretty gross and obvious failings, say
bad temper or utter laziness and things like that. And
last of all some one downright crippling clog, drunken-
ness or worse.

“ But beneath the whole lot is always that vein of
pure gold with belike a diamond here and there scat-
tered through it. A man don't have to develop the
gold. He's got it. His only job is to thin away the
veils, the layers of clay, the failings. And he can re-
member that while he's working away at some one fail-
ing, the chief one, the one that bothers him the most,
he's also working, unknown to himself, at all the rest.
That principle goes all the way through. If he's got a
slouch of a walk and don’t look you in the eye, and
trains himself to a fine manly walk and upheld head
and eye, he's getting upright in another way too. And
if he'll make his thoughts and deeds upright, the car-

riage of his body will be the better for it.
“ Whenever I see a fellow with a bad failing,of what-

ever sort, I say to myself: ‘\-Vhat couldn't that fellow
do and be if he'd only get atop of it!’ And the more
I see his failing the more I think of what he'd be with-
out it. And so, in a way, the more I respect him; rather,
the more I respect human nature, and the more I look
forward to that splendid time coming when all men shall
have bossed all their failings. Then, human life as it
ought'to be will really begin. Then we shall have a
new earth, made out of this old one. And no one could
tell it from heaven.”

“\-Vell, I never heard anyone build his hopes on hu-
man failings before. It seems to liven up the prospect
a bit. I'll try it a while." STUDENT

.59

Body-Building
PRIS( ).\'l".R has not much say about his diet. HeA can suit himself as to quantity, but what the
quantity shall consist of is mostly arranged for him.

But what shall become of his quantity when he has
eaten it—that is more in his power than he dreams.

-
GO

Suppose a man has been six or seven years inside the
four walls. During that time he has been made all over.

Every grain of his body has been changed. The body
he came in with has been wasted, particle by particle.
and each wasted particle been replaced by a new one.

So whilst it is the same body, it is also an entirely dif-
ferent one. By the end of another six or seven years
it will be different again.

Of all this unbuilding and rebuilding we know no»

thing. It is done for us by the body itself. Our busi-
ness is to eat the food.

\-Ve eat more than a thousand meals a year: in seven

years, seven thousand six hundred and sixty-five of them.
Can anyone suppose that the state of mind he was in

during those seven thousand-odd occasions made no (Iii-
ference to the kind of body which all that food went
to build up?

A fit of bad temper, deadly fear, or great anxiety.
will throw digestion out of gear or even stop it alto-
gether. A piece of good news may make a man forget
his dyspepsia— forget it because it isn't there any more.

So we know the effect of extreme states of mind. ln
a less degree the ordinary states of mind have similar
effects for good or bad. It is merely that we don't notice
them. But they must sum up to something when they
are repeated seven thousand times! Aye?

But there are two digestions, the one in the stomach
that we know something about, and the more important
one that is going on all over the body when the living
particles of which the body is made are taking up the
food which has got out of the stomach into the blood
and are rebuilding themselves with it. And this too is
affected for good or bad by our states of mind.

\\-"e have therefore much more to do with the quality
of our food than we were thinking. The same foo-1
will be one thing to us when eaten in one state of mind.
and another when eaten in another state. The best fowl
may build a very bad body, and bad food may be enabled
to build a good body.

Now let us make our own sunlight at every Ineal anrl
see what a year or two of this will not do for us. Let
us, for the space of each meal, will away unkindlim-,<,~
to anybody, will away despair and regret, will away ill-
humor and grumbling. Let us, for that few minutes.
have the opposites of these. If the place where we eat
is dark, let us imagine it full of the golden sunlight shin-
ing around our fellows and ourselves and down up-'-n
the table and the plates. Let us in that way make the
food, whatever it is, go into the stomach with a bene-
diction. This is rather hard work for the will and the
imagination at first. But it is work that will begin 1-‘-
tell from the very first moment. And practise will beta-r
you at the business all the time. Just one year! Try
it for that, and then stop if you can!

And here's a prophecy: That if there is a good few
of you in the crowd that are persistently trying llll>.
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someone in authority will ultimately bestir himself to

improve the q uality of the food, if improvement is need-

ed;  and the way it is served and the look of the room.

Try it!  M. D.

.5

Gratitude

S an Diego, Cal., S ept. 30, 19 14.

Madame K atherine Tingley,

Point L oma. California.

Dear Madame Tingley:

It is the wish of every man and woman in the County

j ail to thank you, not only for the Ice Cream Party,

but for your many kindnesses to us;  the ዿ owers, the

music, the literature, and the helpful talks we receive

every S unday, which add to our physical and mental

comfort. I

F or your kind presence Monday afternoon, your words

of hope and cheer, and that real uplift that only a good

woman can bring in days of trial.

\Ve desire to thank you particularly for letting Mrs.

Dunn visit us every S unday. S he is always so sym-

pathetic, helpful and inspirational.

A gain, dear Madame, we thank you.

(S igned) Inmates of The County Jail

Per O live B . Chambers

at

Troops B eaiege . . . ?

W H E R E ૷ E R  I go there haunts me

A  word of strangest sound.

lt mocks at me and taunts me

A nd chases me around.

\Vhen I am getting sleepy,

A bout the morning bell,

The zephyrs sing to me, ૺ P-

R -Z -M-S -Y -L !  ૻ

In early dawn

A cross the lawn

The crickets shrilly swell

That P-P-P-

A nd Z -Z -Z

A nd R ~M-S -Y -L !

\Vhen spurs of troopers rowel

Their horses in attack,

That town without a vowel

Gets up and slams ૷ em back.

W hen other hamlets skimpy

S uch consonants repel,

I dearly love to hymn P-

R -M-S -lY -L !

In sound it is

The bullets૷  whiz

W here serfs at last rebel,

This P-P-P

A nd Z -Z -Z

A nd R -M-S -Y -L !

A h, me!  the music verbal

That lies within the word!

Its consonantal burble

B eats anything I૷ ve heard.

W hen guests are getting gapy

Y ou ring old boredom' s knell

B y bidding them, ૺN ow, say P-

R ૲ Z -M-S ૲ Y -L !  "

It brings the buzz

O f bees, it does૲

The droning of a shell! ૲

This P-P-P

A nd Z -Z ૲ Z

A nd R -M-S -Y -L !

૲ ] ohn B yrne in N . Y . W orld

.3

My Conscience

B Y  JA ME S  W H ITCO MB  R IL E Y

O ME TIME S  my Conscience says, says he,

ૺDon૷ t you know me? "

A nd I, says I, skeered through and through

ૺO f course I do.

Y ou air a nice chap ever૷  way,

I૷ m here to say!

Y ou make me cry૲ you make me pray,

A nd all them good things thataway૲

That is, at night. W here do you stay

Durin૷  the day? ૻ

A nd then my Conscience says, onc' t more,

ૺ Y ou know me ૲  shore?  ૻ

ૺO h, yes,"  says I, a-trimblin'  faint,

ૺ Y ou૷ re j es૷  a saint!

Y our ways is all so holy-right,

I love you better ever૷  night

Y ou come around૲ ૷ tel_plum daylight,

\Vhen you air out 0'  sight! "

A nd then my Consience sort 0૷  grits

H is teeth, and spits

O n his two hands and grabs, of course,

S ome old remorse,

A nd beats me with the big butt-end

O '  that thing૲ ' tel my clostest friend

૷ Ud hardly know me. ૺN ow.ૻ  says he,

ૺ B e keerful as you૷ d orto be

A nd allus think 0'  me! "

.5!

Colors F lying

B Y  R O B E R T McCL A IN  F IE L DS

F  you૷ ll sing a song as you go along,

In the face O f the real or fancied wrong,

In spite of the doubt if you' ll ዾ ght it out

A nd show a heart that is brave and stout;

If you૷ ll laugh at the j eers and refuse the tears,

Y ou' ll force the ever reluctant cheers

That the world denies when the coward cries

B ut gives to the man who bravely tries,

A nd you૷ ll win success with a little song૲

If you' ll sing the song as you go along.

.al

IN  A DDITIO N  to the purpose for which TH E  N E W  W A Y  was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to TIIE

N E W  W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N E W  W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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THE
 

~::»meone in authority will ultimately bestir himself to
improve the quality of the food, if improvement is need-
ed: and the way it is served and the look of the room.
Try it! M. D.

.8

Gratitude
San Diego, Cal.. Sept. 30. 1914.

.\larlame Katherine Tingley,
Point Loma. California.

l)ear Madame Tingley:
It is the wish of every man and woman in the County

jail to thank you, not only for the Ice Cream Party,
but for your many kindnesses to us: the flowers, the
music. the literature, and the helpful talks we receive
every Sunday, which add to our physical and mental
er-ntfort.

For your kind presence Monday afternoon, your words
of hope and cheer, and that real uplift that only a good
wt:-nian can bring in days of trial.

\\"e desire to thank you particularly for letting Mrs.
I)unn visit us every Sunday. She is always so sym-
pathetic. helpful and inspirational.

Again, dear Madame, we thank you.
(Signed) Inmates of The County jail

Per Olive I‘). Chambers

.3!

Troops Besiege . . . ?
\\’Hi-:nE'ER I go there haunts me
.\ word of strangest sound.

It mocks at me and taunts me
:\nd chases me around.

\\'hen I am getting sleepy,
About the morning bell,

The zephyrs sing to me, “ I’-
R-Z—.\I—S—Y-L! ”

In early dawn
.\cross the lawn

The crickets shrilly swell
That P-P—P—

And Z—Z—Z
And R—M—S—Y—L!

\\'hen spurs of troopers rowel
Their horses in attack,

That town without a vowel
Gets up and slams 'em back.

\\'hen other hamlets skimpy
Such consonants repel,

I dearly love to hymn P-
R-M—S-‘Y-L!

In sound it is
The bullets’ whiz

Where serfs at last |'Cl)t.'l.
This P-P-P
And Z-Z-Z

And R-M-S-Y-L!
.»\h. me! the music verbal

That lies within the word!
Its consonantal burhlc

Beats anything I've heard.

. G0 glut

NEW WAY

When guests are getting gapy
You ring old l)oredom's knell

By bidding them, “Now, say P-
RAZ-M-S-Y-L!”

It brings the buzz
Of bees, it does-

The (Ironing of a shell!—
This P-P~I’
And 7.—Z—Z

And R«M—S~Y-Ll
—_lohn Byrnc in N. Y. l!'m'ld

.53

My Conscience
BY Jamts Wm‘rco.\u3 Rn.r:v

OMETIMES my Conscience says, says he,
“Don't you know me?"

And I, says I, skeered through and through
“Of course I do.
You air :1 nice chap ever' way,
I'm here to say!
You make me cry~you make me pray.
And all them good things thataway—
That is, at nig/il. \\'here do you stay
Durin’ the day?"
And then my Conscience says, one't more,
“You know me-—shore?"
“Oh, yes," says I. a—trimhlin' faint,
“You're jes' a saint!
Your ways is all so holy-right.
I love you better ever’ night
You come around—'tel plum daylight,
\\"hen you air out o’ sight!"
And then my Consience sort o‘ grits
His teeth, and spits
(')n his two hands and grabs, of course,
Some old remorse,
And beats me with the big butt-end
0' that thing——'tel my clostest friend
'Ud hardly know me. “ .\'ow." says he,
“Be keerful as you'd orto be
And allus think 0' me!"

.59
Colors Flying

RY RonER'r l\lcCr..uN Flt-:i.ns

IF you'll sing a song as you go along,
In the face of the real or fancied wrong,

In spite of the doubt if you'll fight it out
And show a heart that is brave and stout:
If you'll laugh at the jeers and refuse the tears,
You'll force the ever reluctant cheers
That the world denies when the coward cries
But gives to the man who bravely tries,
And you’ll win success with a little song—
If you'll sing the song as you go along.

.93
IN ADDITION to the purpose for which THE NEW \VAY was

established, viz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons. in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to THE
New VVAY. and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE NEW \-'VAv, Point Loma, California.
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IN  E VE R Y  meeting of mortals, though their brains are

stuffed full of all the follies and madnesses of the

world;  though their hearts and minds are drugged with

the dull intox ication of self and sense, there is, q uite

unknown, or hardly suspected by these former, another

far different company;  august, powerful, beneዾ cent;

living with the everlasting laws;  breathing the pure

air of divinity;  watching in silence their mortal com૲

panions, and making their presence felt by q uiet, scarce-

heard monitions in the recess of the heart;  gently and

steadily leading the weak and uncertain steps of the

mortals up the steep path of divinity.

These august immortals are no other than the mortals

themselves;  as they are now in promise, and as they

will one day be in consciousness and life: when man

shall have left behind that garment of follies which he,

though a divinity, yet consents to wear.

-૲ O riental Gleanings

GO D is around thee, with thee, within thee. This I tell

thee, L ucilius: there resides in us a S pirit, observer

eq ually of the good and the bad in our nature. A s we

deal with it, so it will deal with us.૲ S eneca

S IMPL Y  do the best you know, then trust. H e who

seeks to live by the S pirit and who cares above all for

that, will not be without guidance. ૲ -H . IV. Dresser

A s Y O U grow ready for it, somewhere or other you

will ዾ nd what is needful for you૲ in a book or the

words of a friend, or, best of all, in your own thoughts,

the eternal thought speaking in your thought.

૲ -Georgc Macdonald

F O R  not in far-off realms of space

The spirit hath its throne;

In every heart it ዾ ndeth place

A nd waiteth to be known.૲  F . H osmer

A F TE R  every storm the sun will smile: for every prob-

lem there is a solution. and the soul' s indefeasible duty

is to be of good cheer.૲  W . R . A lger

L E T us then labor for an inward stillness,

A n inward stillness and an inward healing;

That perfect silence where the lips and heart

A re still, and we no longer entertain

O ur own imperfect thoughts and vain opinions,

B ut God alone speaks in us. . . .૲  L ongfellow

TH E  mountain top must be reached no matter how

many, times we fail in reaching it. The fall is not count-

ed, dq es .not'  register;  the picking up and going on

couritshinl. lifq e F ૶. H oward

a

૷  N o man was ever happy whose conversation was much

a out .his fellows. F or either he shall be envying them,

or remarking their faults, or sneering. A nd this is to

make himself an enemy of his own peace. S hun these

men and be not one of them૲ Indian

H eard This?

A  MA N  east had heard of the enormous potatoes we

grow in California. A  few days after he had moved out

here he decided to see for himself and sent his son to

a neighboring farmer for a hundred pounds of this vege-

table. The farmer listened to the story and then said:

ૺ Go back and tell your father I won' t cut a potato for

anybody.ૻ

N O TICE : ૺThe N ew-Thought lecture, H  020 to be F or-

fectly H ealthy, is postponed owing to the illness of the

lecturer.ૻ

Y O UN G L A W Y E R  (sternly) to witness: ૺ N ow sir, tell

the court what was the weather, if any, during the after-

noon in q uestion."

H E  was a genius. There was no doubt about it. H is

hair was long, there was a dreamy, far૲ away look in his

eyes, and he had a scheme that would make him rich૲ ૲

rich beyond the dreams of avarice.

ૺ W hat is your scheme? ૻ  asked a friend of his, seek-

ing information.

ૺ Come to a q uiet corner, and I will tell you,૷  said the

long-locked one. ૺ ૷ T is thus. It has been estimated that

the common female ዿ y lays 20,000,000 eggs in a season."

ૺ W ell,ૻ  answered his friend, ૺ what of that? ૻ

ૺI propose,ૻ  continued the other in a triumphant

voice, ૺto graft the houseዿ y onto the hen.ૻ

૷

N ew O rleans mistress, to Dinah the young colored

cook, who appears to be greatly interested iu~the new

butler: ૺDinah, do you know that man? ૻ

Dinah, slowly and reminiscently, after another long

look at him through the open pantry door: ૺW ell. I

dunno, Miss A lice, but I think he was ma ዾ rst husband."

John S mith will be operated on'  tomorrow by Dr.

II૲ . Mr. S mith will leave a widow and three children.

\N hatsoever a man seweth, that shall he also rip.

Mary had a little lamb,

Y ou૷ ve heard that tale before;

B ut have you heard she passed her plate

A nd had a little more?

A N  Irishman, coming over on one of the big liners.

was seasick and bending over the rail in great distress.

A n oዾ icer of the deck stopped near him and remarked:

ૺ Y ou seem to have a weak stomach, Pat.ૻ

S traightening up and throwing out his chest the Irish-

man replied:

ૺ \Vake nawthin૷ !  O i૷ m throwin૷  as fur as anuy wan

on this side the ship, sor! ૻ

MR s. MCW ' H US K E Y  (watching a couple spooning)૲

ૺ E t' s j uist disgustin૷ . I' m verra glad ye didna mak sic

a fool o'  yersel૷  when ye were walkin૷  oot wi'  me.

S andy.ૻ

Mr. I\Ic\thskey-૲ ૺ Y e mauna j uidge, wifey: I

hadno the same provocation.ૻ
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New Way Notebook
IN Ev!-:R\' meeting of mortals, though their brains are

stuffed full of all the follies and madnesses of the
world; though their hearts and min(ls are drugged with
the dull intoxication of self and sense, there is, quite
unknown, or hardly suspected by these former, another
far different company; august, powerful, beneficent;
living with the everlasting laws; breathing the pure
air of divinity; watching in silence their mortal com-

panions, and making their presence felt by quiet, scarce-
heard monitions in the recess of the heart; gently and
steadily leading the weak and uncertain steps of the
mortals up the steep path of divinity.

These august immortals are no other than the mortals
themselves; as they are now in promise, and as they
will one day be in consciousness and life: when man
shall have left behind that garment of follies which he,
though a divinity, yet consents to wear.

— Oriental Cleaning:
GOD is around thee, with thee, within thee. This I tell

thee, Lucilius: there resides in us a Spirit, observer
equally of the good and the bad in our nature. As we
deal with it, so it will deal with us. —Scncra

SIMPLY do the best you know, then trust. He who
seeks to live by the Spirit and who cares above all for
that, will not be without guidance.—H. W. Dresser

As you grow ready for it, somewhere or other you
will find what is needful for you-—in a book or the
words of a friend, or, best of all, in your own thoughts,
the eternal thought speaking in your thought.

—Gc0rgc Jfacdouald
Fok not in far—oFf realms of space
The spirit hath its throne;
In every heart it findcth place
And waiteth to be known.— F. Hosmcr

.-‘\I~‘TI£R every storm the sun will smile: for every prob-
lem there is a solution. and the soul's indefeasihlc duty
is to be of good cheer.— IV. R. Alger

LET us then labor for an inward stillness.
An inward stillness and an inward healing:
That perfect silence where the lips and heart
Are still, and we no longer entertain
Our own imperfect thoughts and vain opinions,
But God alone speaks in us. . . .— Longfcllmv

THE mountain top must be reached no matter how
many. t'imes we fail in reaching it. The fall is not count-
ed, ,_It does not‘ register‘; the picking up and going on

coiixitsf in’, fe.— F‘. Haward

ever happy whose conversation was much
For either he Shall be envying them,

And this is to
Shun these

{ No man wasabout .his fellows.
or remarking their faults. or sneeriug.
make himself an enemy of his own peace.
men and be not one of tlie1n.—lndnm

» C0 glc

NEW WAY

Heard This?
A MAN east had heard of the enormous potatoes we

grow in California. A few days after he had moved out
here he decided to see for himself and sent his son to
a neighboring farmer for a hundred pounds of this vege-
table. The farmer listened to the story and then said:
“ Go back and tell your father I won't cut a potato fur
anybody.”

NOTICEI “ The l\'ev—Thought lecture, How to In‘ Par-
fcctly Healllzy, is postponed owing to the illness of the
lecturer.”

HYouxc LAW\"I-‘.R (sternly) to witness: Now sir. it'll
the court what was the weather, if any, during the after-
noon in question.”

III: was a genius. There was no doubt about it. Ills
hair was long, there was a dreamy, far-away look in his
eyes, and he had a scheme that would make him rich-
rich beyond the dreams of avarice.

“ VVhat is your scheme?" asked a friend of his, seek-
ing information.

“ Come to a quiet corner, and I will tell you." said the
long—locked one. “ 'Tis thus. It has been estimated that
the common female fly lays 20,000,000 eggs in a season."

“ VVell,” answered his friend, “ what of that?”
“ I propose,” continued the other in a trimnphaut

voice. “to graft the house-fly onto the hen."
New Orleans mistress, to Dinah the young Cnlnrwl

cook, who appears to he greatly interested in the new
butler: “Dinah, do you know that man?”

Dinah. slowly and reminiscently. after another lc-tI_;'
look at him through the open pantry door: “ Well. I
dunno, Miss Alice, but I think he was ma first linsliantl.“

John Smith will be operated on tomorrow by Dr.
II——. Mr. Smith will leave a widow and three children

\VlIatsoe\'cr a man sewcth, that shall he also rip.
Mary had a little lamb,

You've heard that tale before;
But have you heard she passed her plate

And had a little more?
AN Irishman, coming over on one of the big lim-rs.

was seasick and bending over the rail in great di~trcs~.
An officer of the deck stopped near him and remarked:

“ You seem to have a weak stomach. Pat.”
Straightening up and throwing out his chest the Iri~h—

man replied:
“ \Vake nawthin’! Oi’m throwin’ as fur as annv \\a".

on this side the ship, sor!” i

MR5. Mc\V'HUsKF.\' (watching a couple spooning) —

“ F.t's juist disgustin’. I'm verra glad ye didna mnk sir
a fool 0' yersel’ when ye were walkin' oot \\'i' mo.

Sandy."
Mr. l\lc\\'huskcy—“Ye mauna juid_-.:e. wifey: l

hadno the same provocation.”
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Pleue handle with care

and pg.- on (Q  .nq lher ૺR ing out the lhO llllnd erl of O ld,

R ing in the thousand years of peace.ૻ -- Tennylon

0 F R O M

TH E  IN TE R N A TIO N A L  TH E O S O PH ICA L  L E A GUE  O F  H UMA N ITY

(UN S E CTA R IA N  A N D N O N -PO L ITICA L )

Published Monthly by the L eague under the direction of K A TH E R IN E  TIN GL E Y

F or Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons

PO IN T L O MA , CA L IF O R N IA

E DITE D B Y  H E R B E R T CO R Y N , M. D. Copyright 19 14, by K atherine Tingley

VO L . III DE CE MB E R  19 14 N 0. 12

L mland Photo. 6'  E ngraving Dept.

S A CR E D PE A CE  my F O R  TH E  N A TIO N S , S E PTE MB E R  28 , 19 I4

The grand procession;  L omaland Division starting from Isis Theater, S an Diego V૶B ' J' 2l9 ).

O n the banner is inscribed: ૺO  e0 1e of the world, e are the fruit of one tree, the leaves 0 O

P P Y  0k! 9 ૶8 *hg; n

W e shall then know that men and women

have begun to ዾ nd their true position in life and that a beginning has been made of something so

E F  O R E  many years a new time shall dawn for humanity.

splendid, so inspiring, so true. that those who have faltered before will come under its inዿ uence.

In no long time we shall hear of humanity beginning really to be re-fashioned.---K nunmm: TlN GL E Y
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EFORE many years a new time shall dawn for humanity. We shall then know that men and women

have begun to find their true position in life and that a beginning has been made of something
splendid. so inspiring. so true. that those who have falter:-d before will come under its influemw-.
In no long time we shall hear of humanity In-ginning really to be re-fashioned.---Knun-zmmz Tm;u:\-
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Patriotism

A merian

E ndiዿ lmln _

I am an Gmૺ who loves lns country and

1F renehman

Ill-Ill!

S wede

thought it the fairest on earth and his people the noblest.

B ut I recognize that I might have been born an

{ E nglishman

German

{ mi-gin"  and then I should have had the same

5w

A maicln

thought and the same love with respect to that country.

S o by dwelling daily on this and imagining myself a

countryman of each of those other lands in turn. I came

to love them all, and the best in the people of them all.

Instead of wishing well to one only, I wished well to all.

My love for my own people took the form of wishing

to see them grow in those noble q ualities which, when

you see them in an individual, make you love him. I

wanted to see my people pre-eminent over all other peo-

ples in its brotherliness towards all other peoples. A ll

peoples will sometime feel themselves as one family, and

the great guns will be ዾ red only on the anniversaries

of the day when the peoples suddenly broke through all

follies and limitations into the ex panding glory of that

feeling. -

German

F renchman

R ussian

S wede

A merican

E nglishman

,1

Inዿ ammation of the S elf

L D Chris ૺcame toૻ  with a start and knocked the

ashes out of his pipe.

ૺ O ne thing leads to another,"  he said, ૺand

I' d gone a long way over that last remark of yours."

It was after supper and we had been having a peaceful

hour about sunset in the little rose-covered porch of

his cottage. The talk had got philosophical, as it gen-

erally did with him, and the remark of mine to which

he had referred was that on the whole, life was a pretty

painful business for most men.

ૺW here had you got to? ૻ  I asked.

ૺ L oonatics, proverbs, saints, monks. inflammation an૷

I don' t know what all,"  he answered. ૺ R um sort of

menagery sounds like. A ll the same, them heterogeneous

topics was strung on one string. A nd the string was

what you said about life. L et' s see if I can run you

along the line.

ૺ W hy don' t a soldier feel a wound he gets in battle?

Pretty often they don' t;  j ust go on ዾ ghting, don૷ t they? "

ૺIsn' t it because their attention is so strongly on

something else? "  I suggested. ૺO n their work rather

than on themselves? "

ૺ Y ou૷ ve struck the idea sq uare, 01'  man.

work rather than on themselves૲ that૷ s it.

O n their

I reckon

that if a chap was to ዾ x  his mind on his little ዾ nger,

hour in and hour out, for a day, he' d likely make it

mighty sensitive and painful and maybe inዿ ame it. O ld

B enbow what keeps the shoe-store told me he ran down

the street to that ዾ re t' other night with a steam-hammer

toothache. H e left his toothache there, forgot it the

minute he got to work and never thought of it again.

ૺ N ow j ust string them things together and tack ૷ em

on to what you said about life bein૷  painful.

ૺH ere' s one feller that keeps his mind right close

home on himself all the time, himself and his own feel૲

ins and wants. I, I, I, nothin૷  but I. H ow am I treated?

W hy am I held cheap and that other feller made much

of?  W hy should he have it and not me?  Thoughts

like that all the time. H imself is the little ዾ nger he' s

on hour in and hour out. Conseq uence૲ it gets sensi-

tive and painful and inflamed. Inዿ ammation of his self.

that' s what' s the matter."

A nd old Chris chuckled.

ૺ Contrariwise how is it?  H ere' s another fellow that' s

got a larger landscape and he ain૷ t the center of it.

If he meets you of a morning he' s interested to see how

you' re lookin'  an'  is glad if you seem cheerful. If you

ain' t he' ll try to say somethin૷  that૷ ll buck you up a bit.

W hen he gets alone to himself it ain૷ t himself he gets to.

H e૷ s still thinkin૷  of the other fellers, and how things

could be got to run smoother. and those poor chaps in

the war, and their families, and one thing and another૲

but never himself, never H ow do I come in?  never \N hy

don૷ t I have more attention?  and the likes of that.

ૺ W ell, that fellow don' t find life painful. Y ou' d

surprise him with a new idea if you said it. H e don૶t

let his personality run all over and through his mind.

It ain' t inዿ amed. If an unpleasant thing does happen

to him he' s mighty soon 05 the topic, j ust naturally for-

gets it same as B enbow forgot his toothache.ૻ

ૺS ome men vare like that by nature,"  I said.

ૺ Y es sir, and them as ain' t can get so. A n૷  that' s

where I got to thinkin૷  about proverbs. E ver hear a

man learnin'  the ዾ ddle? "

ૺI૷ ve heard myself,"  I said.

ૺA long at ዾ rst he plays one note, and that mostly

wrong. In a day or two he૷ ll be playin'  two, to an'  fro,

very slow. In a year he' ll have a tune goin' . Give him

time enough an૷  he૷ ll spray you of?  notes faster' n rain-

drops out of a wet sky.

ૺW hat' s the secret?  Practice. That' s what does it

an૷  that' s what૷ ll do it every time. W hy ain' t the same

prescription infallible in mind things as well as ዾ nger

things?  W hy can૷ t a feller practise to turn his mind

out, 01f himself, out friendliwise among his pals and

neighbors. out into what he' s read of history or science

or whatever, out over a wider and wider world?

ૺ W hy won' t it happen that in a year or two his mind' ll

nct' cr get to mussin૷  with itself and grievances and wor૲

ries that can' t be cured and all the rest of the truck?

ૺ Give life a chance. say I, before you say life' s pain-
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NEW WAY2 THE

Patriotism
Arnaian
EndihmnuI am an who loves his country and‘lRi::‘llI“IJSwede

thought it the fairest on earth and his people the noblest.
But I recognize tl1at I might have been born an

pilnulinhnunwGerman
.' F'=''‘'“'''"

~ and then IR .
should have had the same{ IIEIII

Swede
American

thought and the same love with respect to that country.
So by dwelling daily on this and imagining myself a

countryman of each of those other lands in turn. I came

to love them all, and the best in the people of them all.
Instead of wishing well to one only, I wished well to all.
My love for my own people took the form of wishing
to see them grow in those noble qualities which, when
you see them in an individual, make you love him. I
wanted to see my people pre—eminent over all other peo—
ples in its brotherliness towards all other peoples. All
peoples will sometime feel themselves as one family,and
the great guns will be fired only on the anniversaries
of the day when the peoples suddenly broke through all
follies and limitations into the expanding glory of that
feeling.

German
Frenchman
Russian
Swede
American
Englishman

J

Inflammation of the Self
LD Chris “came to " with a start and knocked the0 ashes out of his pipe.

“One thing leads to another." he said_. “and
I'd gone a long way over that last remark of yours."

It was after supper and we had been having a peaceful
hour about sunset in the little rose—covered porch of
his cottage. The talk had got philosophical, as it gen-
erally did with him, and the remark of mine to which
he had referred was that on the whole. life was a pretty
painful business for most men.

“ \’\»'l1ere had you got to?" I asked.
“ Loonatics, proverbs, saints, monks, inflammation an’

I don't know what all." he answered. “Rum sort of
menagery sounds like. All the same. them heterogeneous
topics was strung on one string.
what you said about life.
along the line.

“ Why don't :1 soldier feel a wound he gets in battle?
l’i-etty often they don't: just go on fighting, don't they?"

“ Isn't it because their attention is so strongly on

something else? " I suggested. " On their work rather
than on themselves?"

“ You've struck the idea square, ol' man.
work rather than on tl1emselves—that‘s it.

And the string was
Let's see if I can run you

( )n their
I reckon

» C0 git

that if a chap was to fix his mind on his little finger.
hour in and hour out, for a day, he'd likely make it
mighty sensitive and painful and maybe inflame it. Old
Benbow what keeps the shoe-store told me he ran down
the street to that fire t’other night with a steam—hammer
toothache. He left his toothache there, forgot it the
minute he got to work and never thought of it again.

“Now just string them things together and tack ’em
on to what you said about life bein’ painful.

“Here's one feller that keeps his mind right close
home on himself all the time, himself and his own feel-
ins and wants. I, I, I, nothin' but I. How am I treated?
Why am I held cheap and that other feller made much
of? \-Vliy should he have it and not me? Thoughts
like that all the time. I-limsclf is the little finger he‘s
on hour in and hour out. Consequence——it gets sensi-
tive and painful and inflamed. Inflammationof his self.
that's what's the matter.”

And old Chris chuckled.
“ Contrariwise how is it? lIere's another fellow that's

got a larger landscape and he ain't the center of it.
If he meets you of a morning he's interested to see how
you're lookin‘ an‘ is glad if you seem cheerful. If you
ain't he’ll try to say somethin’ that’ll buck you up a bit.
\Vhen he gets alone to himself it ain’t himself he gets to.
lIe's still thinkin’ of the other fellers, and how things
could be got to run smoother. and those poor chaps in
the war, and their families, and one thing and another—
but never himself, never How do I comc in? never \-Vhy
don’t I have more attention? and the likes of that.

“Vt-'ell, that fellow don't find life painful. You'd
surprise him with a new idea if you said it. He don't
let his personality run all over and through his mind.
It ain't inflamed. If an unpleasant thing does happen
to him he's mighty soon off the topic, just naturally for-
gets it same as Benbow forgot his toothache.”

“Some men are like that by nature," I said.
“Yes sir, and them as ain't can get so. An‘ that's

where I got to thinkin' about proverbs. Ever hear a

man learnin' the fiddle?"
“I've heard myself," I said.
“.-\long at first he plays one note, and that mostly

wrong. In a day or two he’ll be playin' two, to an‘ fro.
very slow. In a year he'll have a tune goin’. Give him
time enough an’ he'll spray you off notes faster’n rain-
drops out of a wet sky.

"\Vhat's the secret? Praclicc. That's what does it
an’ that's what'1l do it every time. VVhy ain't the same

prescription infallible in mind things as well as finger
things? \\'hy can't a feller practise to turn his mind
out, off hiniself. out friendliwise among his pals and
neighbors. out into what he's read of history or science
or whatever, out over a wider and wider world?

“ Why won't it happen that in a. year or two his mind'll
nc:'cr get to mnssin' with itself and grievances and wor-
ries that can't be cured and all the rest of the truck?

“ Give life a chance. say I, before you say life's pain»
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ful. Practise makes perfect: j ust you hang on to that

proverb."

ૺ B ut who' s to look after a man,"  I said, ૺ if he doesn' t

look after himself?  ૻ

"  Common sense in all things, son. B ut lemme tell you

this: If a man૷ ll take the line 0૷  practice I૷ m layin'  out

to you, he૷ ll begin to ዾ nd he૷ s bein૷  looked after. H e૷ s

livin'  his life right an૷  there૷ s a power of ૶R ight in this

old universe that comes into the lives of those that live

this way and does some surprisin૷  things in its q uiet way.

Go it and trust, say I. Y ou won૷ t get left. There૷ s two

sorts o૷  saints. The big kind, like I૷ m talkin'  of, not

generally called saints but oughter be, that get too big

for their faults and outgrow ૷ em. A nd the little kind,

that try to be holy on their own account without a thought

of makin૷  life bigger and better and happier and smoother

for the rest. Y ou can get to the soul both ways, maybe;

I dunno. B ut when I get there I want to be able to say,

૶O le Chap, I did some work worth a man૷ s doin૷  on the

way to ye. I can look ye in the face.'  ૻ

There was a few minutes૷  silence. Then the old man

suddenly held out his hand to me. I took his clasp for

a moment and then there was silence again.

R E PO R TE R

at

R ebuilding

MA N  had been thrown from his auto and rendered

A  unconscious. H e stayed unconscious for a week

and then suddenly came to. I was house૲ surgeon

at the hospital to which he was brought, and I hap-

pened to be standing at the bedside with his wife when

he recovered himself and began to speak.

been thrown out with him but had overshot him by two

or three feet, falling into a ditch full of soft mud and

getting no inj ury. H e had hit the hard road, full and

sq uare.

A t the moment of the accident he had been saying

something about some property he intended to buy and

left a sentence unዾ nished. The ዾ rst thing he did on re-

gaining consciousness was to ዾ nish that sentence!  H e

talked a minute or two about the property and then sud-

denly noticed that he was in bed in a strange place with

his head bandaged.

I used to go round the wards late in the evening and if

there was any man awake and well enough for a chat

I would sit down by the bed for a few minutes and talk

about anything that was in his mind. I nearly always

observed that at my visit of the nex t morning the patient

would refer to what we had talked of the night before.

"  I was thinking j ust as I woke . . . "  he would say, and

then go on to give me his further ideas.

This of course corroborated what I had always found

in my own case, that the last thought and state of mind

of the night is usually the ዾ rst thought and state of the

morning.

W hat that thought and state is, is therefore very im-

S he had-

portant. The body and brain are wasting, wearing down.

all day. R ebuilding is done all night. W hat sort of stuff

will you build in?  That is clearly a chance for some-

thing new and better. N o man need have tomorrow the

same body ex actly, or brain, or mind, as he has today.

W ith a little care, he can, in a few years, have an entirely

new set of ዾ ttings.

Clean up the mind before sleeping, is the lesson I have

learned. Get peace. W ill away the bats in the belfry,_

the bees in the bonnet, the worrying memories, the little

grudges, spites. F eel yourself above the whole lot,_

with your head on another level, in another air. Get

the mind silenced so that the over-watching soul has a

chance to pervade you, to get all through you and begin

the healing up that it will continue during sleep. It is

a little difዾ cult at ዾ rst. The mind will racket around in

the dust of the day j ust closed. B ut practice soon makes

the work easier and in time the mind will learn to q uiet

down at the proper time of itself.

The nex t day goes better from the start, better and

better the more you keep at the business. There is more

peace and more self-control, a better sight of the whole

situation. In time every kind of fear vanishes and there

is a better and kindlier regard for one૷ s fellows, even

the worst of them. Y ou know that the soul is, by its

effects on you. In time you can feel yourself to be the

soul, having command over mind and moods and body,

unaffected by sickness and even death.

I have found all this worth trying and doing. W hy

not j oin me in the work and make yourself all over new?

S UR GE O N

3

Pressing O nefs L imits

B O UT two-thirds of the way along the path the

man sat down and refused to go any further.

ૺ W hat' s the use?  ૻ  he said. ૺ L ook at that wall

there at the end right in the way. S ince it will stop me

sometime I may as well stop now and save the trouble."

ૺ There may be some way through,"  said another man,

an erect, cheerful, energetic૲ looking fellow. ૺN one of

your blues for me. Y es, walking is getting trouble૲

some and I' m getting tired. B ut it' s much more weari-

some and more tiring to sit down and mope and look

backward."

S o he strode on, holding himself the more erect and

courageous-looking the more tired he felt.

B ut when he got to the wall there was a gate that

opened of itself and let him through. A nd in the very

moment of passing, his tiredness somehow vanished and

all the strength that he had spent in holding his body

erect and his mind courageous came back to him and

made him a new man.

ૺN ow,ૻ  he said, ૺI can do something. I see now

that all that walk was j ust ex ercise and preparation.

This is a mighty ዾ ne j ob I૷ ve got now."

Most men treat their lives like that ዾ rst fellow. They
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ful. Practise makes perfect: just you hang on to that
proverb.”

" But who's to look after a man," I said. “ if he doesn't
look after himself?”

" Common sense in all things, son. But lemme tell _vou
this: If a man’ll take the line 0' practice I'm layin’ out
to you, he'll begin to find he's bcin’ looked after. He's
livin’ his life right an’ there's a power of ‘Right in this
old universe that comes into the lives of those that live
this way and does some surprisin’ things in its quiet way.
Go it and trust, say I. You won't get left. There's two
sorts o’ saints. The big kind, like I'm talkin' of, not
generally called saints but oughter be, that get too big
for their faults and outgrow ’em. And the little kind,
that try to be holy on their own account without a thought
of makin’ life bigger and better and happier and smoother
for the rest. You can get to the soul both ways, maybe:
I dunno. But when I get there I want to be able to say,
‘()le Chap, I did some work worth a man's doin’ on the
way to ye. I can look ye in the face.’ "

There was a few minutes’ silence. Then the old man

suddenly held out his hand to me. I took his clasp for
a moment and then there was silenceagain.

Rt-tvoizrick

.9!

Rebuilding
MAN had been thrown from his auto and renderedA unconscious. He stayed unconscious for a week
and then suddenly came to. I was house-surgeon

at the hospital to which he was brought, and I hap-
pened to be standing at the bedside with his wife when
he recovered himself and began to speak. She had
been thrown out with him but had overshot him by two
or three feet, falling into a ditch full of soft mud and
getting no injury. He had hit the hard road, full and
square.

At the moment of the accident he had been saying
something about some property he intended to buy and
left a sentence unfinished. The first thing he did on re-

gaining consciousness was to finish that sentence! He
talked a minute or two about the property and then sud-
denly noticed that he was in bed in a strange place with
his head bandaged.

I used to go round the wards late in the evening and if
there was any man awake and well enough for a chat
I would sit down by the bed for a few minutes and talk
about anything that was in his mind. I nearly always
ul)S€l"VE(.l that at my visit of the next morning the patient
would refer to what we had talked of the night before.
“ I was thinkingjust as I woke

. . .

" he would say, and
then go on to give me his further ideas.

This of course corroborated what I had always found
in my own case, that the last thought and state of mind
of the night is usually the first thought and state of the
morning.

What that thought and state is. is therefore very im-

IL.-in git’

portant. The body and brain are wasting, wearing down,
all day. Rebuilding is done all night. What sort of stuff
will you build in? That is clearly a chance for some-

thing new and better. No man need have tomorrow the
same body exactly, or brain, or mind, as he has today.
VVith a little care, he can, in a few years, have an entirely
new set of fittings.

Clean up the mind before sleeping, is the lesson I have
learned. Get peace. Will away the bats in the belfry,
the bees in the bonnet, the worrying memories, the little
grudges, spites. Feel yourself above the whole lot.
with your head on another level, in another air. Get
the mind silenced so that the over-watching soul has a
chance to pervade you, to get all through you and begin
the healing up that it will continue during sleep. It is
a little diflicult at first. The mind will racket around in
the dust of the day just closed. But practice soon makes
the work easier and in time the mind will learn to quiet
down at the proper time of itself.

The next day goes better from the start, better and
better the more you keep at the business. There is more

peace and more self-control, a better sight of the whole
situation. In time every kind of fear vanishes and there
is a better and kindlier regard for one’s fellows, even
the worst of them. You know that the soul is, by its
effects on you. In time you can feel yourself to be the
soul, having command over mind and moods and body,
unaffected by sickness and even death.

I have found all this worth trying and doing. Why
not join me in the work and make yourself all over new?

Suaofiox
J

Pressing Ono.-.,’s Limits
BOUT two—thirds of the way along the path theA man sat down and refused to go any further.

“ VVhat’s the use?” he said. “Look at that wall
there at the end right in the way. Since it will stop me
sometime I may as well stop now and save the trouble."

“ There may be some way through,” said another man.
an erect, cheerful, energetic-looking fellow. “None of
your blues for me. Yes, walking is getting trouble-
some and I'm getting tired. But it's much more weari-
some and more tiring to sit down and mope and look
backward.”

So he strode on, holding himself the more erect and
courageous-looking the more tired he felt.

But when he got to the wall there was a gate that
opened of itself and let him through. And in the very
moment of passing, his tiredness somehow vanished and
all the strength that he had spent in holding his body
erect and his mind courageous came back to him and
made him a new man.

“ Now," he said, “I can do something. I see now

that all that walk was just exercise and preparation.
This is a mighty fine jol) I've got now."

Most men treat their lives like that first fellow. They
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start out all right, but j ust about midway along the years

they stop learning and trying new things, let go, begin

to let themselves droop, and don' t achieve another inch

of progress. They see the wall of death further along

the path, have the thought of death in the back of their

minds all the time, and do really cease to live, in the

proper sense of that word. F or to live is to grow.

W alk right up to anything and you૷ ll ዾ nd it' s different

from what it looked at a distance. That wall that we

call Death is a gate.

S pend energy all the time.

your limits in every' direction. E nergy spent in that

way is banked up for you and earning interest. The

more tired and worn you make yourself, the more you૷ re

banking;  the more you૷ re really renewing your youth.

To come down to details:

\Vhy not put a little energy into acq uiring the car૲

riage and ዾ gure of a man?  W hy stoop?  W hy slouch?

W hy not free your j oints and muscles with a few daily

ex ercises?  It૷ s j ust as well to walk along a passage

erect like a soldier as lop along it like a tired dog.

W hy do even the most mechanical piece of work in

any way short of the best?  W hy not perfect your

handwriting?

W hy not screw the mind up?

language, a science, history.

W hy not train the moods?  W hy not insist upon

cheerfulness, serenity, kindliness?

There are a thousand why-nots. They come to this:

W hy not press your limits all day, physically, mentally,

spiritually?

S o doing, you will get more alive every day. \N hen

old age comes with its failing senses and stiffening

muscles, inside yourself you will feel more alive than

ever. The mind will go a little inward, as it were, more

into itself, and new powers of knowing the deeper things

about life and death will develop. Y ou will see death

to be a gate and know your own immortality.

A ll this can be gained by pressing your limits all the

time and in every direction. A nd no man is too old to be-

gin to play this game. R esults are sure, but don' t spend

any time or thought in looking for them. S TUDE N T

J

Compensation

(F rom a prisoner' s letter)

T IS  curious that in this place of all others I should

I have been able to ዾ nd a new self, a peace-self, to

give it some sort of name. O ut in the world I never

suspected of its ex istence in me. I was one, one mind,

j ust me.ૺ

In here it is, for me, up to now, a kind of hell. R e-

strictions that seem designed to irritate at every turn;

rubbing up against all sorts and kinds of men;  food that

does not agree;  hard and utterly uninteresting work:૲

why should I go on?  a thousand things. A ll that part

of me that I knew of in the life outside, hurt, wronged

૲ as it seems૲ irritated, infuriated.

N ever cease pressing

L earn something, a

B ut there are moments, when, alone with myself, some

blessed influence from within me૲ sort of me. too૲ ૲

tells me that it is all right somehow;  that things are

somehow for my good in the long run, that they are

looked after;  a deep peace that passes all through my

worried mind and body. It happens again and again,

more often lately. A nd the more when I am most ex -

hausted with the mental pain and discomfort of the

whole situation.

S o I am not hopeless. I cannot say why at these mos

ments I am hopeful, or at what I am hopeful of. Y et

I know that I am not being fooled. S ome sort of light

and help is about me.

I spoke of this to another man, a young fellow, to

whom I have been drawn in some silent way. H e, as

it turned out, has the same ex periences. \Ve have not

spoken of the thing ex cept to each other. F ear of not

being understood, I guess. B ut we thought that it was

perhaps getting to know of the soul that is so much

talked of outside and so little ex plained. It seemed

curious that in prison, with all that that means, a man

should have the ዾ rst chance to get to know something

of his soul!  B ut so it is in our case. Maybe there are

many more that have got to know what we have but who

do not show it and think they are entirely alone in their

ex perience. Certainly no one could suspect it in me.

F or I am as irritable and gloomy and despondent and

sneering and critical as anybody all day and when I am

with the others. The moments of help are only at night,

and perhaps sometimes during that half hour after break-

fast when we may go to our cells and have a q uiet

smoke. The q uiet that comes of the ዾ rst whiዾ s seems

to open up something inside.

I don૷ t see why one should not be able to live like that

all day. B ut of course it is too new as yet, and for so

many years outside there was only the ordinary me. O ne

never had a time to look for anything else, no encour૲

agement to do so, no teaching that there is anything else

to look for. The ૺGod ૻ  they talked of was never much

of an attraction to me. Perhaps others had better luck

in the way of teaching.

If one could live like that all day it might be possible

to pass on the news, perhaps not so much by words,

though. A nd anyhow, one must get to know more, ዾ rst.

6'

A  F ew Thoughts about God

E N  will argue forever about what God is. It

never occurs to them to turn the q uestion the

other way round and ask what is God.

If I eat too much I get indigestion as my punishment.

Did God do that to me?  H ere' s our q uestion, what is

God?  Is God the adj uster of punishment to sin or to

folly?  O n the whole, punishment is adj usted to sin

and folly;  but who does it?

L ook at that indigestion business again. B ecause there

was too much food in the stomach, some of it had to
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start out all right, but just about midway along the years
they stop learning and trying new things, let go, begin
to let themselves droop, and don't achieve another inch
of progress. They see the wall of death further along
the path, have the thought of death in the back of their
minds all the time, and do really cease to live, in the
proper sense of that word. For to live is to grow.

Walk right up to anything and you’ll find it‘s different
from what it looked at a distance. That wall that we
call Death is a gate.

Spend energy all the time. Never cease pressing
your limits in every direction. Energy spent in that
way is banked up for you and earning interest. The
more tired and worn you make yourself, the more you're
banking; the more you're really renewing your youth.

To come down to details:
\\="hy not put a little energy into acquiring the ear-

riage and figure of a man? Why stoop? \v\-"hy slouch?
Why not free your joints and muscles with a few daily
exercises? It's just as well to walk along a passage
erect like a soldier as lop along it like a tired dog.

\\’l1y do even the most mechanical piece of work in
any way short of the best? \\"hy not perfect your
handwriting?

\Vhy not screw the mind up?
language, a science, history.

Why not train the moods? Why not insist upon
cheerfulness, serenity, kindliness?

There are a thousand why-nots. They come to this:
Why not press your limits all day, physically, mentally,
spiritually?

So doing, you will get more alive every day. When
old age comes with its failing senses and stiffening
muscles, inside yourself you will feel more alive than
ever. The mind will go a little in\vard, as it were, more
into itself, and new powers of knowing the deeper things
about life and death will develop. You will see death
to be a gate and know your own immortality.

All this can be gained by pressing your limit: all the
time and in every direction. And no man is too old to be-
gin to play this game. Results are sure, but don't spend
any time or thought in looking for them. STUIJENT

.39

Compensation
(From a prisoner's letter)

'1‘ IS curious that in this place of all others I shouldI have been able to find a new self, a peace~self. to
give it some sort of name. Out in the world I never

suspected of its existence in me. I was am‘, one mind,
just me.’

In here it is, for me, up to now, a kind of hell. Re-
strictions that seem designed to irritate at every turn;
rubbing up against all sorts and kinds of men; food that
does not agree; hard and utterly uninteresting work:—
why should I go on? a thousand things. All that part
of me that I knew of in the life outside. hurt. wronged
—as it >‘t'Cl‘l1S—ll'l'lIZltC(l, infuriated.

Learn something. a

4
C0 glc

But there are moments, when, alone with myself, some

blessed influence from within me——sort of me. too—
tells me that it is all right somehow; that things are
somehow for my good in the long run, that they are
looked after; a deep peace that passes all through my
worried mind and body. It happens again and again,
more often lately. And the more when I am most ex-

hausted with the mental pain and discomfort of the
whole situation.

50 I am not hopeless. I cannot say why at these mo-

ments I am hopeful, or at what I am hopeful of. Yet
I know that I am not being fooled. Some sort of light
and help is about me.

I spoke of this to another man, a young fellow, to
whom I have been drawn in some silent way. He, as

it turned out, has the same experiences. \Ve have not
spoken of the thing except to each other. Fear of not
being understood, I guess. But we thought that it was

perhaps getting to know of the soul that is so much
talked of outside and so little explained. It seemed
curious that in prison, with all that that means, a man
should have the first chance to get to know something
of his soul! But so it is in our case. Maybe there are

many more that have got to know what we have but who
do not show it and think they are entirely alone in their
experience. Certainly no one could suspect it in me.
For I am as irritable and gloomy and despondent and
sneering and critical as anybody all day and when I am
with the others. The moments of help are only at night.
and perhaps sometimes during that half hour after break-
fast when we may go to our cells and have a quiet
smoke. The quiet that comes of the first whiffs seems
to open up something inside.

I don't see why one should not be able to live like that
all day. But of course it is too new as yet, and for so

many years outside there was only the ordinary me. One
never had a time to look for anything else, no encour-

agement to do so, no teaching that there is anything else
to look for. The “God ” they talked of was never much
of an attraction to me. Perhaps others had better luck
in the way of teaching.

If one could live like that all day it might be possible
to pass on the news, perhaps not so much by words,
though. And anyhow, one must get to know more, first.

J0

A Few Thoughts about God
EN will argue forever about what God ItM never occurs to them to turn the question the

other way round and ask what is God.
If I eat too much I get indigestion as my punishment.

Did God do that to me? Here's our question, what is
God? Is God the adjuster of punishment to sin or to
folly? On the whole, punishment is adjusted to sin
and folly: but who does it?

Look at that indigestion business again. Because there
was too much food in the stomach, some of it had to
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stay undigested, doing nothing and in a warm place.

It naturally fermented and gave me trouble.

ૺN aturally.ૻ  The thing went of itself, according to

the laws of nature. The real promoter of that indiges-

tion was me. I gave the word૷ ૲ by eating too much૲

and nature had no choice but to obey૲ by the fermen૲

tation.

I' m not far-sighted enough ૲ ૲  who is? ૲  to follow that

all through. B ut I believe the same principle holds.

W e. men with free will and power of choice, do wrong

or silly things;  and then. in the natural run of events,

sooner or later painful conseq uences happen. N ature.

in a wide, deep sense, is at work in these matters. Just

the law of cause and effect. Cause: sin and folly.

E ffect: pain, sooner or later.

N ow wipe the slate clean.

nature. Pass that. B ut with j ust this remark:

\N e૷ ve got some idea of

that

z

.r૶»

A nd the name God I૷ d reserve for that everlasting push

or pull or urge or call upward. I can feel it in me and

see its work outside. In the silence, without words I

can communicate with it in a way that actual thoughts

can૷ t ex actly follow. A nd so I know it૷ s a Conscious

sustaining and inspiring Presence for us all. F urther

than that, perhaps. the mind can' t go. The heart can

know more than the mind sometimes.

If you say that God is the source of those laws of

nature that are always trying to work out in the long

run in our favor, I don૷ t know anything against that.

They would work out always and wholly in our favor

if all of us always and wholly lived according to our

best. It is man himself that hinders or spoils their work

on his behalf. It seems to me to be he that does the

inj ustices. A nd even when he has done them, nature

more often than not is able to twist the conseq uences to

MA IN  E N TR A N CE  TO  TH E  S A N  DIE GO  PA N A MA -CA L IF O R N IA  E X PO S ITIO N

E very building is on the old S panish-Colonial type, in keeping with the traditions and romance of California.

nature seems to be on our side. F or the pains are good

for us, and if we look well into them and act in future

accordingly. we grow in some way, get more will, and

stronger, more enduring character.

B ut I see something else all around me and in me,

something not governed at all, but governing.

I see a push upward in every direction. I see that

out of the stones the plants have come. The science

books show us that somewhere in the long scale of life

animal life was pushed up out of plant life. A nd animal

life was pushed or pulled upward into human life. A nd

inside me I can feel that same push or pull or urge up-

zuard. Upward to ex ertion instead of laziness, to right

conduct instead of folly, to unselዾ shness and work and

sympathy for others instead of animal selዾ shness. to

use of will against difዾ culties, to thinking and aspiring.

Upward, to hopefulness instead of despair. F or right

hope has in it the power to achieve its own fulዾ lment.

I see that if I obey this, nature does her best to give me

health and happiness and the respect and love of others.

I see, then, that there are two powers at work together.

the advantage of those who suffer, growth in will, en-

durance, and power of sympathy.

S o I say, don૷ t so often ask what God is. A sk rather,

what or which of the powers at work is God, to what

will you give that ancient name. S TUDE N T

0!

Music

ૺThere is a natural melody in every human heart." ૲ L ight

an the Path

ૺ H A T૷ S  what I saw, ዾ rst thing I opened your

T little book. A nd it seemed to me the awfullest

nonsense. Is a man' s heart an instrument. a

harp, that he can have music in it? ૻ

ૺY ou were at the concert given us by K atherine

Tingley૷ s R afa૲ Y oga baud last night? "

ૺ Y es.ૻ

ૺR ecall any of the music? ૻ

ૺS ure. Can' t get away from some of it;  in my ears

now.ૻ

ૺIn your ears?  W hat does that mean? "
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THE

.~t.1y und_igested. doing nothing and in a warm place.
It naturally fermented and gave me trouble.

".\'a!uruIl_\'." The thing went of itself. according to
the laws of nature. The real promoter of that indiges~
Iiun was me. I gave the wurd— b_v eating too much-
and nature had no choice but to ohe_v—b_v the fermen-
tatinu.

I'm not far-sighted enough — who is?— to follow that
all through. But I believe the same principle holds.
\\'e. men with free will and power of choice, do wrong
nr silly things; and then. in the natural rm: of e'z'enls.
matter or later painful consequences happen. Nature.
in a wide. deep sense. is at work in these matters. Just
the law of cause and effect. Cause: sin and folly.
litit-ct: pain, sooner or later.

.\'nw wipe the slate clean.
.~:.n'ur¢*. Pass that. But with just this remark:

We've got some idea of
that 

.\l.-\|N

NEW WAY 5

.-\nd the name (ind I'd reserve for that everlasting push
or pull or urge or call nfteard. I can feel it in me and
see its work outside. In the silence, without words I
can communicate with it in a way that actual thoughts
can't exactly follow. And so I know it's a run.m'on.c
sustaimhg and inspiring I’rc.mu‘e for us all. Further
than that, perhaps. the mind can't go. The heart can
know more than the mind sometimes.

If you say that God is the source of those laws of
nature that are alwa_vs trying to work out in the long
run in our favor, I don't know anything against that.
'I'h«.-iv would work out always and wholly in our favor
if all of us always and wholly lived according to our
best. It is man himself that hinders or spoils their work
on his behalf. It seems to me to be In‘ that does the
injustices. And even when he has done them. nature
more often than not is able to twist the consequences to

Lnnlaland Photo. 8' Engraving DEM.

liNTH.\.\'CE TO THE SAN l)ll-If-0 l"AN;\1\L\-C.-\LIl~'URl\'l.-\EXPUSITION
F.ver_v hniltliug is on the old Spanish-Colonial type. in keeping with the traditions and romance of California.

nature seems to be on our side. For the pains are good
for us, and if we look well into them and act in future
accordingly. we grow in some way. get more will, and
stronger, more enduring character.

But I see something else all around me and in Inc.

.~«-mething not governed at all, but governing.
I see a push upward in every direction. I see that

not of the stones the plants have come. The science
1».-mks show us that somewhere in the long scale of life
:niimaI life was pushed up out of plant life. And animal
life was pushed or pulled upward into human life. And
inside me I can feel that same push or pull or urge up-
ward. Upward to exertion instead of laziness, to right
r-induct instead of fully. to unselfishness and work and
~_\mpathy for others instead of animal selfishness. to
n~e of will against difliculties. to thinking and aspiring.
l'pwartl, to hopefulness instead of despair. For right
llupc has in it the power to achieve its own fulfilment.

I see that if I obey this. nature does her best to give me
ii-.~;dtlt and happiness and the respect and love of others.

I see. then. that there are two powers at work together.

L'i.;2:I.'cr.' i: ,1 Got 3816

the advantage of those who suffer, growth in will. en-

durance. aml power of syntpathy.
So I say. don't so often ask what (ind is. .'\sk rather.

what or which of the powers at work is Gm], to what
will you give that ancient name. S’i'I1nI€.\"I'

.1

Music
"'I‘h¢-re is a natural !ll|'IlDll_\' in l'\'l‘|"_\‘ Innnnn lw:|rt."—I.igI'n'

un Mr Putin
“ H:\'l"S what I saw. first thing I opened _vourT little book. And it scented to me the awfullt-~'.t

nonsense. Is a man's heart an instrument. :1
harp, that he can have music in it?"

"You were at the concert given us by Katherine
Tinglc_v's I\’tija«l'v5/a band last night?"

“ Yes."
"Recall any of the music?"
" Sure. Can't get awa_v from some of it; in my car;

now."
"In _\-our cars? What does that mean?"

[II i:;:iI 7tl ll :::r-1

|._Jl"-H"J'EF3.'S|T'T" OF CALI FOP‘-.l"-Ilia‘.
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ૺW ell, in my mind, my memory.ૻ

ૺ Inside you somewhere, not outside, going right along,

and producing in you the same feeling as when, last

night, it was coming into your mind from outside. N ow

that little book uses the word heart to mean the very

deepest inside of a man, the very center of his mind

and memory and feeling. A nd from some part of that

inside, though not perhaps the deepest part, the music

you heard last night is coming to you now.

ૺThe little book says that all the time there is such

music going on in every man, but so ዾ ne, so subtle, so

far in, that he don' t notice it. It is the music of the life

in him as it thrills about through his body. A nd there-

fore specially in his heart because that is the center of life.

ૺThe music now in your ears, as we say, the memory

of last night' s music, raises your feelings j ust as they

were raised last night.

ૺThe little book says that when a man does succeed

in becoming aware of the life-music in his heart, his

feelings are raised by it beyond anything he has ever

known before. H e becomes, so to speak, more than

himself. H e feels at one with all men. H is mind is

awakened to new understanding of life and of the great

Purpose behind all this vast show of moving matter,

worlds and mountains and trees and stones. A nd after

that, the great wish and will of his life is to help in car-

rying out that Purpose.

ૺThe melody of the heart, I am told, is peculiar in

that it never repeats itself. It is always new, for life

is never ex actly the same in any two instants. A ll the

music that great composers have ever written consists

of fragments of this life-music that is everywhere be-

cause life is everywhere. N othing is dead. The com૲

poser does not know where he gets his music from. It

j ust comes upon him. The fact is that his inner hearing

has for a moment opened. O ur business is so to live

that we get to hear our heart-music, to open up to it

once and for all. Then we are reborn.ૻ

ૺW hat sort of living is that? "

ૺConstant feeling, of brotherliness to everybody,

whether they have wronged you or not. Constant readi-

ness to help. Taking things as they come with as much

content as you can. Cheerfulness. S tanding up to every

duty. A nd never going to sleep without trying for a

little while to feel that the great Purpose is around you

and in you, working out through all you do that is right,

through all your efforts to do right even if you fail,

and preparing in the end, if you trust it, to show you

the heart of it. These are the preparations for hearing

the harmonies of your own heart and life and so reach૲

ing true life this side of death.ૻ  S TUDE N T

a!

A s the individual has voice, so has that in which the

individual ex ists. L ife itself has speech and is never

silent. A nd its utterance is not, as you that are deaf

may suppose, a cry: it is a song૲ L ight on the Path

v H appiness

(F rom The Cambrian)

T is worth while to try any recipe for happiness.

H ere is one that at least is to be commended for

its simplicity and for the fact that it is within the

reach of all:

It is to rid yourself of your notion of your rights.

Think a bit and you will see that the greater part of

all the indignities, chagrins and humiliations you have

had to endure arises from certain ideas you entertain

about what is due you.

If you can knead your mind about until you come

to the conclusion that nothing at all is due you, happiness

is pretty sure to come in and take permanent lodgings

in your heart.

Most of us have a contempt for manipulating our

minds to suit the inevitable, and an admiration for those

who can coerce events to suit our desires.

B ut, for instance, suppose, when you awake in the

morning, before you get out of bed to do your gymnas-

tics, you do a little mental ex ercise. A sk yourself:

ૺW hy should any one love me?  W hy should I be

sought, admired or praised?  W hat right have I to health

or wealth?  O thers suffer;  why should I be happy?

I have no claims on the universe, so if anything good

comes my way today I shall consider myself in luck."

B efore you get up clean out of your mind every feel-

ing of your rights and see what kind of a day you will

have.

Don' t try for more than one day, at ዾ rst, for it will

tax  your forces.

O ld habits of thought will bring constant suggestions

that you are being abused, imposed upon, oppressed.

B e patient. Put these ideas away. Try j ust one day

to act on the theory that you have no rights at all.

To get the taste of life we must approach it as a beg-

gar at the king૷ s court. If we are despised, what more

natural?  If we are feasted, what a marvel!

R ather, let us say that none can get the rich, sweet

flavor of life unless he has the spirit in him of a little

4 child.

Verily, verily he that cannot be changed and become

as a little child shall never know at all how good a thing

it is to live. i

J

ME N  suffer all their life long under the foolish super-

stition that they can be cheated. B ut it is impossible

for a man to be cheated by anyone but himself. There

is a third silent party to all our bargains. The nature

and soul of things takes on itself the guarantee of the

fulዾ lment of every contract, so that honest service can-

not come to loss. If you serve an ungrateful master.

serve him the more. Put God in your debt. E very

stroke shall be repaid. The longer the repayment is

withholden, the better for you;  for compound interest

on compound interest is the rate and usage of this ex -

cheq uer. ૲  E merson
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6 THE

“VVell, in my mind, my memory."
“ Inside you somewhere, not outside, going right along,

and producing in you the same feeling as when, last
night, it was coming into your mind from outside. Now
that little book uses the word heart to mean the very
deepest inside of a man, the very center of his mind
and memory and feeling. And from some part of that
inside, though not perhaps the deepest part. the music
you heard last night is coming to you now.

“The little book says that all the time there is such
music going on in every man, but so fine, so subtle, so
far in, that he don't notice it. It is the music of the life
in him as it thrills about through his body. And there-
fore specially in his heart because that is the center of life.

“The music now in your ears, as we say, the memory
of last night's music, raises your feelings just as they
were raised last night.

“ The little book says that when a man does succeed
in becoming aware of the life-music in his heart, his
feelings are raised by it beyond anything he has ever
known before. He becomes, so to speak, more than
himself. He feels at one with all men. His mind is
awakened to new understanding of life and of the great
Purpose behind all this vast show of moving matter,
worlds and mountains and trees and stones. And after
that, the great wish and will of his life is to help in car-
rying out that Purpose.

“The melody of the heart. I am told, is peculiar in
that it never repeats itself. It is always new, for life
is never exactly the same in any two instants. All the
music that great composers have ever written consists
of fragments of this life-music that is everywhere be-
cause life is everywhere. Nothing is dead. The com-

poser does not know where he gets his music from. It
just comes upon him. The fact is that his inner hearing
has for a moment opened. Our business is so to live
that we get to hear our heart-music, to open up to it
once and for all. Then we are reborn."

“What sort of living is that?"
“Constant feeling, of brotherliness to everybody,

whether they have wronged you or not. Constant readi-
ness to help. Taking things as they come with as much
content as you can. Cheerfulness. Standing up to every
duty. And never going to sleep without trying for a
little while to feel that the great Purpose is around you
and in you, working out through all you do that is right,
through all your efl‘orts to do right even if you fail.
and preparing in the end, if you trust it, to show you
the heart of it. These are the preparations for hearing
the harmonies of your own heart and life and so reach-
ing true life this side of death.” STUDENT

.3

.\s the individual has \‘niC(‘, so has that in which the
individual exists. Life itself has speech and is never
silent. And its utterance is not. as you that are deaf
may suppose, a cry: it is a song.—Lig/it on the Path

. G0 Sh’

NEW WAY

Happiness
(From The Cambrian)

'1‘ is worth while to try any recipe for happiness.I Here is one that at least is to be commended for
its simplicity and for the fact that it is within the

reach of all:
It is to rid yourself of your notion of your rights.
Think a bit and you will see that the greater part of

all the indignities, chagrins and humiliations you have
had to endure arises from certain ideas you entertain
about what is due you.

If you can knead your mind about until you come
to the conclusion that nothingat all is due you, ll£l[)pll'1L’.<s
is pretty sure to come in and take permanent lodgings
in your heart.

Most of us have a contempt for manipulating our
minds to suit the inevitable, and an admiration for those
who can coerce events to suit our desires.

But, for instance, suppose, when you awake in the
morning, before you get out of bed to do your g)'1lll1a.~~
tics, you do a little mental exercise. Ask yourself:
“Why should any one love me? Why should I be
sought, admired or praised? W’hat right have I to health
or wealth? Others suffer; why should I be happy.‘
I have no claims on the universe, so if anything good
comes my way today I shall consider myself in luck."

Before you get up clean out of your mind every feel-
ing of your rights and see what kind of a day you will
have.

Don't try for more than one day, at first, for it will
tax your forces.

Old habits of thought will bring constant suggestions
that you are being abused, imposed upon, oppressed.

Be patient. Put these ideas away. Try just one day
to act on the theory’ that you have no rights at all.

To get the taste of life we must approach it as a beg-
gar at the king's court. If we are despised, what more
natural? If we are feasted, what a marvel!

Rather, let us say that none can get the rich, sweet
flavor of life unless he has the spirit in him of a little

- child.
Verily,verily he that cannot be changed and become

as a little child shall never know at all ho\v good a thing
it is to live. '

JG
l\ll£.\' suffer all their life long under the foolish super-

stition that they can be cheated. But it is llT‘l])0S.\’llJlt'
for a man to be cheated by anyone but himself. There
is a third silent party to all our bargains. The nature
and soul of things takes on itself the guarantee of the
fulfilment of every contract, so that honest service can

not come to loss. If you serve an ungrateful master.
serve him the more. Put God in your debt. F.\'er_\‘
stroke shall be repaid. The longer the repayment i~
withholden, the better for you; for compound interest
on compound interest is the rate and usage of this c\'—

chequer. — Emerson
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The S tatue

(A  fragment from an old story)

A N D in the public market૲ place of that old city

was a statue so life-like that it seemed on the point of

speech and motion.

The eyes of the sphinx , on the sands of old E gypt,

gaze into eternity. H e who looks long upon them for-

gets himself and something of the spirit of eternity

descends upon him and enfolds him.

B ut he who gazed upon the speaking silence of the

eyes of that statue in the old town૷ s market૲ place, the

rather came in upon himself and knew himself as never

he did before. The great eyes looked into his, full of

unuttered speech, intimate, to him and for him alone.

K indly were they. yet they seemed to read the last

secrets of his heart and of his memory. Understanding

all, they made each who looked upon them understand

himself in the deep stillness of mind that came upon him.

A nd the gaze awoke in him all latent manhood and

noble resolve to be what he might be but never yet had

been. H e was reborn and went on his way with the

silence still about him.

A nd thereafter when temptations assailed him he

would recall those all૲ seeing eyes and the inner still-

ness and the benediction and the strength, so that he

stood up again in his true selfhood once more evoked,

and in such regained self૲ knowledge could understand

and say I W ill. A nd the temptation was vanq uished.

Verin the statue was true friend to all in that old

city, to men and women and children. F or each and

all sought day by day their moment of silent com૲

munion with it, the moment wherein with hushed lip

and mind they found themselves, the moment of power.

Underneath it was the legend:

S IL E N CE  Is PO W E R . MA N , K N O W  TH Y S E L F .

K N ow,૶ W IL L , DA R E , A N D B E  S IL E N T.

of

The L egend of the S even K ings

N  the long march of time. forgotten history fades

into legend, and again, legendary lore often proves

prophetic.

A bout the ancient town of Vadstena. on the shore of

L ake Vettern, S weden, cluster many famous legends.

O ne of the most interesting of these tells us that at

some future day

S E VE N  B E E CH  TR E E S  W IL L  GR O W  F R O M A  CO MMO N

R O O T, A N D TH A T S E VE N  K IN GS  W IL L  A R R IVE  F R O M

S E VE N  K IN GDO MS  A N D F A S TE N  TH E IR  H O R S E S , O N E

A T E A CH  TR E E ;  TH A T UN DE R  TH E  CA N O PY  O F  TH E

IIE E CH E S  TH E Y  W IL L  CO N CL UDE  A N  E VE R L A S TIN G

PE A CE -A L L IA N CE  B E TW E E N  TH E  S E VE N  K IN GDO MS

W H ICH  TH E Y  R E PR E S E N T.

A nd, continues the legend,

TH IS  W IL L  CO ME  To PA S S  A T TH E  E N D O F  TH E  PR E S ૲

E N T A GE .

Does it not look as if the ૺpresent age ૻ  was now

ዾ nishing?  The long-gathering storm has burst. A fter

storms comes peace;  the earth grows green. Y oung

shoots strike through and the trees prepare to bloom.

It is said, by the way, that there is a place in H olland

near The H ague, where seven beech trees do grow from

a common trunk.

8

Go S low in H anging

TUN E D H IS  IN S TR UL IE N T F O R  H IM. R E A L  MA N  S IIO VVS  UI૶.

L IA Y  GE T H IS  F R E E DO M.

(F rom H artford W eekly Times)

Trenton, N . _I.૲ The removal by the prison physi-

cians of a bone splinter pressing on the brain of Jonas

S zikely, a convict serving a thirty~year sentence in the

state penitentiary here for murder, has so transformed

the mental condition of the man that the court of par-

dons has ordered an investigation with a view of re૲

commending a pardon for him.

S zikely received a blow on the head in the struggle

when the murder was committed by him in 19 10, and.

until the operation several months ago, he was kept

under close guard and generally feared by other pris-

oners. - '

N ow it is said he ex hibits a kindly disposition and

is constantly helping his fellow prisoners.

The fact that he remembers nothing of his crime,

of the struggle that-preceded it or of his trial or con-

viction, has convinced the prison ofዾ cials that he was

not responsible for his act.

.5

E x tracts from a Prisoner૷ s L etter

TH E  N E W  \૶VA Y :

I want to tell you what your little paper (TH E  N E W

W A Y ) has done for me. . . . 1 am today a happy man

within the prison walls. I most earnestly hope and

pray that your paper will do for others as it has done

for me. I believe that little magazine, TH E  N E W  W A Y ,

is based upon real heart work, and I certainly wish you

much success. I am serving a three-year sentence, and

only have eight months to serve yet, though I don૷ t mind

that for the way is brighter to me now. I thank you

for all the papers received and hope you will continue

sending _them.

Y ours respectfully,

N 0.

3

IN  A DDITIO N  t0 the purpose for which TH E  N E W  W A Y  was

established, vrz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many

persons have ex pressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe

for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in

Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose;  but for those

who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is O ne Dollar

per year, Ten Cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to TH E

N E w W A Y , and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

TH E  N E W  W A Y , Point L oma, California.
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The Statue
(A fragment from an old story)

AND in the public market-placeof that old city
\\‘;1s a statue so life-like that it seemed on the point of
.~P(’€Cll and motion.

The eyes of the sphinx, on the sands of old Egypt.
gaze into eternity. He who looks long upon them for-
gets himself and something of the spirit of eternity
descends upon him and enfolds him.

But he who gazed upon the speaking silence of the
eyes of that statue in the old town’s market-place, the
rather came in upon himself and knew himself as never
he did before. The great eyes looked into his, full of
Imuttered speech, intimate, to him and for him alone.
Kindly were they, yet they seemed to read the last
secrets of his heart and of his memory. Understanding
all. they made each who looked upon them understand
himself in the deep stillness of mind that came upon him.
.\nd the gaze awoke in him all latent manhood and
mwlile resolve to be what he might be but never yet had
been. He was reborn and went on his way with the
~ilence still about him.

And thereafter when temptations assailed him he
would recall those all—seeing eyes and the inner still-
ness and the benediction and the strength, so that he
stood up again in his true selfhood once more evoked,
and in such regained self-knowledge could understand
and say I H/ill. And the temptation was vanquished.

\'erily the statue was true friend to all in that old
city, to men and women and children. For each and
all sought day by day their moment of silent com-
munion with it. the moment wherein with hushed lip
and mind they found themselves, the moment of power.

l’n<lerneath it was the legend:
sII.ENCE IS POWER. MAN, KNOW 'rI»I\*sF.LI-‘.

KNOW,‘ WILL, DARE. AND IIE SILENT.

J

The Legend of the Seven KingsIN the long march of time, forgotten history fades
into legend, and again, legendary lore often proves
prophetic.

About the ancient town of Vadstena. on the shore of
Lake Vettern, Sweden, cluster many famous legends.
(me of the most interesting of these tells us that at
‘~<1ll‘l(’ future day

si:\'I~:.\' BEECH TREES WILL GROW FROM A coM.\IoN
Roor, AND THAT SEVEN KINGS WILL ARRIVE FROM
sF.\'EN KINGDOMS AND FASTEN THEIR IIoRsEs. ONE
.\r EACH TREE; THAT UNDER THE CANOPY 01* THE
HICICCIIES THEY wILL CONCLUDE A.\' F.VERL.~\STIN(‘.
I’EACl?—.x\I.LI/\NCE BETWEEN THE si-:vI£.\I Kl.\'(‘.[>()l\fS
\\'IIIcII THEY REPRESENT.
And, continues the legend,
THIS WILL com-: TO PASS AT TIIE END OF THE PREs-
l-Z.\'T AGE.

RC0 glc

NEW WAY
_
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Does it not look as if the “present age” was now

finishing? The long-gathering storm has burst. After
storms comes peace; the earth grows green. Young
shoots strike through and the trees prepare to bloom.

It is said, by the way, that there is a place in Holland
near The Hague, where seven beech trees do grow from
a common trunk.

.3

Go Slow in Hanging
TUNED HIS INSTRUIHENT FOR HILL REAL M;\N SIIU\\'S U1‘.

IHAY GET HIS FREEDONI.
(From Hartford Weekly Times)

Trenton, N. _I.—The removal by the prison physi-
cians of a bone splinter pressing on the brain of Jonas
Szikely, a convict serving a thirty-year sentence in the
state penitentiary here for murder, has so transformed
the mental condition of the man that the court of par-
dons has ordered an investigation with a view of re-

commending a pardon for him.
Szikely received a blow on the head in the struggle

when the murder was committed by him in 1910, and.
until the operation several months ago, he was kept
under close guard and generally feared by other pris-
oners. '

Now it is said he exhibits a kindly disposition and
is constantly helping his fellow prisoners.

The fact that he remembers nothing of his crime,
of the struggle that preceded it or of his trial or con-

viction, has convinced the prison otiicials that he was
not responsible for his act.

Al

Extracts from a Prisoner’: Letter
’I‘IIE NI-:w \-VAY:

I want to tell you what your little paper (THE NEW
\\'Av) has done for Inc.

. . .
I am today a happy man

within the prison walls. I most earnestly hope and
pray that your paper will do for others as it has done
for me. I believe that little magazine, THE NEW VVAY,
is based upon real heart work, and I certainly wish you
Inuch success. I am serving a three—year sentence, and
only have eight months to serve yet, though I don't mind
that for the way is brighter to me now. I thank you
for all the papers received and hope you will continue
sending them.

Yours respectfully,
No.

.39

I.\' AIHIITION to the purpose for which THE NEW \VAY was

established, vIz., for Gratuitous Distribution in Prisons, many
persons have expressed their interest in, and desire to subscribe
for it. It will continue as heretofore to be distributed free in
Prisons, in accordance with its original purpose; but for those
who wish to subscribe for it the subscription price is One Dollar
per year, Ten Cents per copy.

Money orders and checks should be made payable to THE
NEW VV.-xv, and all subscriptions should be addressed to:

THE NEW W.-u’, Point Loma, California.
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૷ Tls himself should be more worth to a man than his

work. I have thought, do you know, that at whiles

God will be spoiling a man' s work to save the poor soul' s

self.૲ Mr. H ealy, in B eauj cu

T1115 world is looking for the man who can do some-

thing;  not for the man who can ૺex plainૻ  why he

didn' t do it.

ૺ \VIIA T helped you over the great obstacles of life? "

was asked a successful man. ૺThe other O bstacles."

he replied.

E A CH  day there should be fresh resolution, new

strength. and renewed enthusiasm. ૺJust for today "

might be the daily motto૲ IV. G. Jordan

\Vul-tN  a certain person in anx iety of mind was wav-

ering between fear and hope, he revolved this within

himself. saying: If I did but know that I should [ wr-

svr' crc!  Ilc then presently heard within him this an-

swer: If thou didst know this, what wouldst thou do?

Do now what thou wouldst then do, and thou shalt be

" very secure.૲  Thomas a K cmfi' s

S TR IVE  above all things to keep through all things the

idea of the presence of a friend who accompanies,

guides, nourishes and sustains us at every step.

૲ -S t. .Martin

TH E  trials and oppositions which we undergo are

our crosses while we remain beneath them;  but they

may be made ladders of ascent. A nd the wisdom which

ex poses us to them has no other end than our elevation

and strengthening, and not that cruel and vengeful in-

tent which is attributed to it by the vulgar. ૲ S t. Martin

W e plan૲ and plan: ૺThis shall be so૲ and so.

This shall I do,"  and ૺ thither shall I go."

Y et, as the hours shape themselves to days,

\Ve tread not in those same self-chosen ways;

O ur feet are led ' long paths we had not guessed,

A nd lo!  we ዾ nd those newer paths are best!  A non.

A  crowd of troubles passed him by

A s he with courage waited;

H e said, ૺ\Vhere do you troubles fly

\Vhen you are thus belated?  ૻ

ૺW e go,ૻ  they say. ૺto those who mope,

\Vho look on life dej ected,

\Y ho weakly say ૶gO O d-by૷  to hope;

W e go where we' re ex pected." ૲ F . J. A llison

IN  looking back oyer our lives, we often see that

what seemed at the time the worst hours and the most

hopeless in their wretchcdness were in reality the best

of all. They developed powers in us that had hereto-

fore slcpt, developed energies of which we had never

dreamed૲ James F reeman (' larke

H eard This?

A N  O ld S cotsman traveled from E dinburgh to Y ork.

and was met on the platform by his son, who remark

ing at once the gloom on his father૷ s face inq uired if

anything were wrong. ૺE h, lad!  I hae lost my luggage."

ૺ W hy, how did that happen? ૻ  ૺ The cork came oot!  "

was the aggrieved reply.

A N  Irishman walked into a hotel and noticed two

men ዾ ghting at the far end of the room. L eaning over

the bar, he earnestly inq uired of the bartender:

ૺ Is that a private ዾ ght, or can any one get into it? "

A  F A R M servant called at a farm and applied for

work but had no characterૻ  with him. \Vhen asked

by the farmer why he had none he ex plained that he

did not ask for it in his last place because he ran away.

ૺIt was like this,"  he said: ૺwe had a pig die there

and the master salted it, and we had to eat it. Then

a calf died, and the master salted it, and we had to

eat that;  then the master' s grandmother died, and 1

saw the master taking a lot O f salt in, so I did not

stop for a character.ૻ

it

JUDGE : ૺ I' ll have to ዾ ne ye a dollar, JetT.ૻ

JE F F : ૺ I૷ ll have to borrow it on ye, Judge.ૻ

JUDGE : ૺGreat S nakes!  I was only ዾ nin૶ ye. to git

a dollar. Git out, ye thief!  Y e ain૷ t guilty anyway."

S outhern California, A ugust, slight shower. N ative.

soliloq uizing: ૺI know it isn' t raining even though I

know it is because I know it can' t be."

ૺW R ITIN G much verse now? "  asked the critic.

ૺ N ot much,ૻ  returned the poet. ૺO nly enough to

keep the wolf from the door.ૻ

ૺ ૺ' hy do you read it over to him?  "  asked the critic.

ૺF E Y TH E R ,ૻ  said little Mickey, ૺwasn૷ t it Pathrick

H enry that said, ૶L ct us have peace૷ ? ૺ

ૺN iver! ૻ  said old Mickey. ૺN obody by th'  name

of Pathrick iver said anything loike thot.ૻ

A  DO G fancier is a person who will give $ 1000 for a

dog with a long pedigree. A  dog lover will divide his

living and lodging with a dog that couldn' t be solcl for

a q uarter, but chances to be his friend. i

ૺA N '  you were at MacDongal' s last nicht ૲  what kind

0૷  mahn is he? "

ૺ L eebral wi૷  his whisky૲ but the q uality 0'  it ' s

that indeefrent I verra near left some!  ૻ

Tutૺ. fare at a certain boarding-house was very pooh,

A  boarder who had been there for some time, became

he could not get away. was standing in the hall when૶

the landlord rang the dinner-bell. \Vlleretnmn an old

dog that was lying outside on a rug commenced to howl

mournfnlly.

The boarder watched him a little while. and then saidf

ૺ\Y hat on earth are you howling for?  Y ou dont

have to eat it! ૻ
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New Way Notebook
°'l‘1s I11'm.rv/f shoulcl he more worth to a man tl1an his

work. I have thought. do you know. that at whiles
God will he spoiling a man's work to save tl1e poor soul's
self.—.\lr. llealy, in Beailjeu

T111-2 world is looking for the 111a11 wl1o can do some-

thing; 11ot for tl1e 111a11 wl1o ca11 “ explai11 " why l1e
didn't do it.

“ \\'11.»\'1‘ helped you over t11e great ohstaeles of life? "

was asked a successful 111an. "The other obstacles."
l1e replied.

F..\c1I day tl1ere s11ot11d be fresh resolution. new

strengtli. a11d re11ewed enthusiasm. “J11st for today "

might he tl1e daily motto. —— 11'. (i. Jordan

\\'111~:N a certain person i11 anxiety of mi11d was wa\'~

ering hetween fear a11d l1ope. he re\'ol\'ed this within
l1i111self. saying: If I did but Imam’ that I should [wr-
sez'en’.’ lle then presently heard witl1i11 him this an-

swer: If I/1011 didst lciwte I/1111'. to/Ia! r.'o1i/(Ix! tlmu a'o.7'
Do mire relmt thou teouldxl then (in, and thou shall he
very .1'ec1(rc.— T/l01Il(1.Y (1 KL'Ill["fS

S'1‘R1\'1-I ahove all things to keep tlirough all tllings the
idea of the presence of a friend wl1o accompanies,
guides. nourislies and sustains us at every step.

—St. Jlartin

'1'111-2 trials and oppositions which we undergo are
our crosses while we remain heneath the111; hut they
may he made ladders of ascent. And the wisdom which
exposes t1s to them has no other end than our elevation
a11d strengtl1e11i11g. a11d 11ot that cruel and vengeful in-
tent whieh is attrihuted to it hy the v11lgar.—S!. .1Iarli11

\\'e plan—~and plan: “This shall be so—and so.
This shall I do," and “thither shall I go."
Yet, as the hours shape themselves to days,
We tread 11ot i11 those same self-chosen ways:
Our feet are led ‘long paths we had not guessed.
And lo! we find those newer paths are l1estl—.-l1nm.

.\ crowd of troubles passed him hy
As he with courage waited;

Ile said, ‘‘\\''here do you trouhles lly
When you are thus helated?"

“ We go." they say. “to those who niope,
\\'ho look on life dejected,

\\'ho weakly say ‘good—hy' to l1ope:
\\'e go where we're expected." F. J. .-ll/1'.m11

lx looking hack over our lives. we often see tl1at
what seemed at the tiine the worst hours am] the most
hopeless in their w1‘etc11erlness were i11 reality the hest
of all. Tliey (1L‘\'(‘1<1pC(1 powers in 11s tl1at had hereto-
fore slept. developed e11ergies of whieh we had never
dreamed. —— ./(11m's 1“rvt'u1t11i ('/:11’/:1‘

« C0 31;’
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Heard This?
Ax old Seotsinan traveled from Ediiihurgli to York.

a11d was met on the platform by his son, who remar1<~
ing at once the gloom on his father's face iiiquirerl ii
anytliing were wrong. “Eh. ladl I hae lost my luggage."
“ \\"l1_v, how did that happen?" “ The cork ca111e out! "

was the aggrieved reply.
.-\.\I Irishman walked into :1 hotel and noticed two

men fighting at the far end of the room. Leaning over

the har, he earnestly inquired of the bartender:
“ Is that a private fight, or can any one get into it?"

A FARM servant called at a farm and applied for
work hut had no “ character ” with him. \\"hen askeil
hy the farmer why he had none he explained that lie
did not ask for it i11 his last place because he ran away.
“ It was like this," he said: “we had a pig die then-
and the master salted it, a11d we had to eat it. Then
a calf died. a11d the master salted it, and we had ti-
eat that; then the master's grandmother died. and 1
saw the master taking a lot of salt i11. so I did not

stop for a character."

_1l'l1(‘.l£Z “I'll have to fine ye a dollar, Jeff.”
,11':1-‘F: “ I'll have to horrow it off ye. Jurlge."
_1['1l('.lCC “ (lreat Snakes! I was only finin' ye to 34::

a dollar. Cit out. ye thief! Ye ainlt guilty a11ywz1_\."
Soiitherii California. August. slight shower. NHll\'\'.

soliloquizing: “I know it isn't raining even tliougli 1
know it is because I know it can't he."

“ \\'R1'1'1.\'o much verse now?" asked the critic.
“Not much," returned the poet. “Only enough t-1

keep the wolf from the door."
“ \\'hy do you read it over to him? " asked the critic.
“F1~'.\"1‘11F.R." said little 1\liekey. “wasn't it l’atl1riel1

llenry that said. ‘Let us have peace'?"
“ Niverl" said old Klickey. “Nohody by th ll:1'!1e

of Pathrick i\'er said anything loike thot."
;\ not: fancier is a person who will give $1000 for :1

dog with a long pedigree. .-\ (log lover will divide 111-
living a11d lodging with a dog that Couldn't he soll fer
a quarter. but chances to be his friend.

“;\x' you were at .\lael)ouga1's last niel1t—— what 1111111
o‘ 111al1n is he?"

“1.eehra1 wi' his wl1isky—hut the quality 0' it?
that indeefrent I verra near left some! "

T111-2 fare at a certain l,1oarding—l1ousc was \'er_\' pm‘.
A hoarder who had been there for some time, l1ee;111~e
he could not get away. was standing in the hall wl1«11
the la11dlord rang the dinner—l)ell. \\'11ereupon an «F1
(log that was lying outside o11 a rug commenced to l1«u'\1
monrnfnlly.

'1‘he hoarder watclied him a little while. and then ~;1i-‘I
“ \\'hat on earth are you howling for? You «l-111%

have to eat it!"




