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From all Life’s grapes I press sweet wine.

~—enry Harrisom Brown
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THE NAMELESS!

“God has delegated his divinity to the atom!”
—Emmerson.

Somewhere [ know this Wisdom dwells;
Somewhere Intelligence must be; )

From something comes Law, Purpose, Power,
Some origin this Thought and Me,

Known or Unknown, 'tis one and the Same;

*Tis Life and Growth whate’er its name!

Not aimless do the roses bloom;

There's purpose in the snowflake’s fall;
There’'s Order, Systermn everywhere,

For Science cries, “There’s Law in all!”
‘Where dwells this Great Creative Power?
From whence came Love and Thought, my

dower?

*The Teacher said, “Absurd the thought
That atoms falling aimlessly
Can make a crystal, sprig of moss,
Sparrow or animalcule.”
But since these are and Science shows
System and Purpose, SOMETHING knows!

“A spiritual influence,” thus he said,
“They felt and responded into form.
Science thus affirms the fact—
By creative hat they were born,
A Conscious Power, ‘twixt light and shade
Dwells IT who has Creation made!

But where? Philosophers have dreamed
It dwelt in far-off realms of space;
Creative once, but resting now,
They saw not everywhere ITS face.
In everything the Indwelling God,
Who speaks to us in Soul, sun and sod.

“To every atom all his power
He delegates in Truth and Love'
“His kingdom is within,” we're told,
“And now in Him we live and move!”
He is the All-in-Alll Is herel
The Indwelling and the Evernear!

Potential Power and Consciousness
Within each atom as God dwells;
He ever is the Nameless One,
No matter what our weakness spells.
One Substance! Law! One System! Plan!
And Love and Truth call it, T AM!

HENRY HARRISON BROWN.
2L ord Kevlin,

HOT POSSESBION BUT EEING

We own what we can take in, what we ex-
pend our choicest labors upon; what we can
enjoy, appreciate and understand. We own
nothing besides. You can own nothing that
you cannot store up in your soul. I you
would be a great possessor, you must make
your inner life capacious and grand. The
girth of a man’s soul is his only true measure-
ment. Years ago, I heard Horace Mann say
with keen sarcasm, “Some men’s souls are
large enough to embrace the whole world;
others are so small that a thousand of them
wouldn’t make dusty the polished surface of
a diamond "—W. X. Ninde.

One crop from thy field homeward brought

thine oxen strong,
Another crop thine acres yield, which I har-

vest i a song.

B imerson.

One of the common errors of thought
is that we possess. There is in reality
no such condition as possessing, or be-
ing possessed. The Affirmation I AM!
excludes the idea of possession. It is
inclusive of all, for it is Being. We
should banish from our thought all idea
of ownership in every form. In its place
one is to enthrone the conception of Be-
ing.
The phrase “I may lose my Life” is too
often used. Life is universal. It is not
capable of division, nor of partition. The
true statement is, I AM LIFE! Once this
conception is made the permanent
thought-habit there will be no more 2
conception of loss and consequently none
of disease and health. Life cannot be
lost and being universal and infinite,
there can be no death,
In like manner affirm, and reason, up-
on Power, in all its forms. I AM
POWER! 1 AM STRENGTH! ex-
presses Truth, and brings the conscious-
ness of power and strength.

I AM WEALTH!I AM OPULENCE!



Whene'er | meet my sailing peers,
“ALL’S WELL” I to their hail reply.
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will soon dispell the conception and all
feeling of poverty, and will open the way
for the reception of Supply.

I AM HAPPINESS will soon bring that
condition. A search for possession wiil
never bring it. Affirmation in the pres-
ent tense is the only way to any desired
condition,

With this fact in mind let us seek for
the really rich, the really learned, the

really virtuous, the really honest, the
really great, the really happy.
Recently T was in Concord, Mass. Per-

haps no city in the United States is morc
rich in memories of men; in incidents
of historic importance; of recollections
that mark literary greatness.

What gave it this place in the thouglt
of the world? DBecause it held rich, large
soulst  Not a man is there remembered
for what he possessed; but all are for
what they were!

Not a man memorialized on tablet be-
cause he owned anything., Many are be-
cause he WAS something. Houses are
kept sacred not because they were the
property of same man, but because some
Great Soul lived there. Alcott was a
fool in worldly wisdom. Poor and
open-hearted, the prey of every faker
that called upon him. So unconcerned
was he in worldly matters that his dear
friend Emerson would occasionally
break out into the expression, “He is a
great boy!” But who was better loved?
Who left tenderer memories? Who was
the head of a more beautiful and more
valuable family? He gave them from
his own great soul, greatness for them-
selves. His words have been the inspir-
ation to many who have, through pen
and voice, been inspirer of others. But
no one can today point to any property
he had. He possessed nothing, but he
was ALL. Truth and Love found ex-
pression through him.

Henry D, Thoreau is remembered and
adds to the glory of Concord. In his
day he was regarded as a semi-tramp
by his townsmen. Others regarded him
as insane, He did not even own the
spot at Walden where he built his cot-

~Edith M. Thomas

tage. He might have been wealthy had
he cared to be so. His lead pencil would
have brought him a fortune. He was
generally considered by his {riends and
is by biographers as lacking business
talent, but, Dr. Edward Emerson tola
me that he was the business manager
of the family when they carried on the
pencil making. Dut there was in him
A CONSCIOUSNESS OF BEING that
would not let him belittle his soul by
a money-making life. From this fact he
is the love of all nature-lovers and the
pride of Concord. There every thing
that once belonged to him is cherished,
My library consists of 500 volumes,
mostly of my own writings,” he sad
years after his first book was printed.
Now priceless are the copies of that
first edition of “Walden.”

Thoreau is remembered because he was
a great soul: for Being. But no land,
stock or goods was his, to make him re-
meimbered.

Hawthorne was not a possessor of
worldly goods, but who does not love
the great romancer? He did not pos-
sess, but he was a great Soul. Because
of this he is still great in the memory
of men.

But Emerson is the pride of Concord’s
Pantheon. But no one thinks whether
he was rich. He was a Great Soul, and
today néne greater in the love and mem-
ory of those who love and follow Truth.
He did not in the worldly sense possess,
but he WAS! Yes, he was more than all
the men that then had legal claim io
Concord. Who cares or asks who owns
this field? Who has stock in that bank?
Whose manufactory is that? Who died
here worth a million? These are ques-
tions that appertain to those still in the
material form. No one asks them of the
so-called dead. The land, houses, stock
and goods are still here but the soul
that used them is no longer in need of
them. They are used by others. Who
cares”  But the thoughts uttered by
Fmerson, Alcott, Hawthorne and others,
are still the common expression of Uni-
versal Truth, and are finding their way



In the mud and scum of things,

There alway, alway something sings.

through the lives of millions. They
LIVE.

Wendell Phillips in his oration on the
death of Theodore Parker, said: "There
are two Theodore Parkers. One lies
dead in far Florence. The other lives
and still speaks in Boston!” This “other
one” is the one that men remember.
This is the BEING one. The other is
the shadowy one, that dies and is for-
gotten, The Great Soul lives as an in-
fluence in the lives of the race. Lives
thus because he was and not because he
possessed. They  are those who give
themsclves.  Those who simply possess
are spongers and receivers of stolen
goods,

All so-called wealth, that is not used by
the one who holds it, is stolen property.
The onlv value there is to things is that
which they possess when in use. Unused
they have no value. All value lies in usc.
Use is the materialization of Thought.
Thought is the expression of divine, in-
finite ideas. All these belong to the
Source from which they came, i. .1 the
Universal—"the One in whom we live
and have our BEING.”

The external, the material universe, has
no real value. It must be as the Soul's
expression. Its value to Soul passes
away as soon as that Soul has found
expression in it. The expression lives
in the results upon the Soul Universal
Thus we possess that which, in this sense,
we are; possess only that which we have
expressed; that which conditions have
drawn out of us. We possess only that
which we give away. For the thing done,
or given, is but that outflow of Soul and
in Soul the result lives in the enlarged
capacity of loving, doing and giving.
AM BECAUSE I DO, I LOVE, I
GIVE.

When I cease to do these I die. Those
who pride themselves on their posses-
sions are to that degree already in spirit
dead and will soon be physically so. No
one will ask, nor care, what dollars thev
possessed ; what jewels they wore: what
place they occupied in society; or what
title they had. But, “What WAS he?”

—Emerson
Iol

will be the question, when the young are
asked to respect his memory. On Mem-
orial Day the thought is not what they
possessed, but what they did. “The
world will soon forget what we say here;
but it will never forget what they did
here!” is the cry not of Lincoln alone,
but of the Universal Human heart.
Millionaires, princes, all will be forgot-
ten, but the GREAT SOULS that
thought. and loved, and gave, will be re-
membered.
There were kings, warriors, priests aud
bankers 2000 years ago, but none re-
membered save a poor man and his few
followers, History could .not forget him
because he taught, not possession, but
BEING. I AAM he said. “1 AM
THE VINE! 1 and my Father are
onel” Can such a one be forgotien?
Who owned the field where Emerson
found his song? Who cares? We would
simply like to know the field because he
said of it:
“One harvest from thy field homeward brought
thine oxen strong,
Another crop thine acres yield, which I har-
vest in a song!”
I looked once from the window from
which Bryant locked upon “The rivulet”
and wrote his poem. But who cares who
then had legal right to the acres through
which it flows.
It is important that every child be taught
the necessity of preparing fo Hve, and not
preparing fo carn a living. Each child
should be taught to lay up store in the
heaven of Soul for the use of age. Too
many seek possession, and this becomes
a mania. When old they must die be-
cause they have lived in thought of pos-
session, and what is possessed can and
must be lost. They must lose dollars,
land and life if they possess them.
I look back and realize that my idle days
were my best days as a boy. I have loi-
tered in the old childhood and bovhood
scenes, and the thoughts and feelings
then enjoved are mine now and will be
mine forever, The dollars I then earned
live only in the capacity the earning de-

(Continuced on page 112}



Obstruction is but virtue's foil.
The stream impeded has a song.
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Then said Samuel: “Speak, for thy servant
heareth.”—Bible.
O Sun, thou art ever ready with thy
beams when earth turns to thee! but
not more ready than I when Life calls
for expression,

O Earth, with all thy germinal life, ever
ready art thou for the embraces of
Light! but not more ready than I for all
the calls of Love.

O Stars, ever ready with twinkling
beams! [ too am ever ready with ra-
diations of joy and thankfulness.

O Seasons, ye come and go with chang-
ing purpose! but not more ready with
cloud and sun, heat and cold, are ve
than [ with Truth and Love for all de-
mands.

O Ocean, your tides follow the attend-
ant moon with waves ready at her call!
but equally ready am I to meet the
bromptings of Spirit.

) Waves, that, with rythmic swell, roll
from shore, bearing life giving breezes!
I, like you, am alwayvs ready to vibrate
with the undulations of Infinite Life
and bear Soul-messages to all my broth-
ers.

O Winds, that follow rythmic Law, ready
at command of Sun and Earth! like ve,
I say: “8peak, for thy servant heareth!”
and willingly 1 arise to the tasks Love
assigns me,

O Forest, standing with leaf and branch
ready at all times to be the harp of the
wind's silent fingers! I am equally ready
at all times for the fingers of Thought
upon the harp of my life.

O Birds, ever ready to greet the morn-
ing, or to come forth in song at the call
of Love! my Soul is as responsive as
thine to Love’s whispers, yielding its
willing obedience.

(O Stream, Breeze, Flower, and Bird, un-
conscious reservoirs of Spirit! I al-

—fngersoll

so am a reservoir of Life, ever ready
for manifestation.

Like all Nature, T am a reservoir of In-
finite Truth, ever ready for Inspiration.
I am a reservoir of Infinite Love. My
Supply is constant and I am ever ready
for its expression,

I am ever ready at call of lover, friend,
humanity, with cup of water or min-
istrations of Power.

God and 1 are One! and, as he is ever
ready in the unconscious world, so am
1 ever ready in the Self-conscious world
of Life,

No call of Love finds me unprepared,
for I am as constant as God is, for He
worketh in me,

Truth is everpresent, and I am ever
ready with words to cheer and bless,
for where Truth is, I am.

“Love never faileth.”” Love I am. In
Love I trust, and nothing finds me un-
prepared.

“Love is the fulfillment of the Law,” and
Love is constant. With Love, I am ever
ready and in this readiness find my hap-
piness, my heaven, my prosperity, my
health,

Now is the appointed time! Now is the
day of salvation! In Truth and Love, 1
am ready,

THE METAPHYSICAL CLUB
1428 Clifton St., N. W,
Washington, D. C,

May 2, 1911,
Mr. Henrv Harrison Brown,
Glenwood, Calif.
Ay dear Mr, Brown:—

We considered it a great privilege to
have you with us, and one and all hope
to have the pleasure of meeting you
again. We are all holding the mental
picture of "Redwoods” free of debt and
we wish we were able financially to help
with the demonstration. With every good
wish and blessings,

Cordially vours,
E. J. ParTripcE,
Cor. Secretary.



Truth for Authority, No Authority for Truth.

BENEFITS OF PARCELS POST

As the people, and especially the so-called
country merchants, come to a clearer under-
standing and knowledge of conditions as they
actually exist, it is more distinctly apparent
that the agitation against the institution by
the United States government of a parcels
post is inspired almost solely by the express
companies. The express companies, and not
the merchants, are, in fact, the only ones who
will beneht by a continuance of the present
systemn under which small packages of mer-
chandise and produce are virtually barred
from the mails.

The argument is made by the opponents of the
parcels post that its operation would tend to
enrich the large mail order houses at the ex-
pense of the smaller local dealer. It is in-
teresting to analyze this claim and find if the
country merchant is working for his own best
interests in accepting it as conclusive, or if
he is not, as a matter of fact, doing exactly
the opposite. Those who consistently urge
the passage of a parcels post law insist that
the lack of an institution of this kind really
throws much additional business to the large
mail order houses. The argument is based on
the known existing fact that the minimum
freight charge of railroads is the rate for
one hundred pounds. Consequently a mail
order buyer, wanting an article of eleven
pounds weight, is tempted to expand that or-
der with additional goods until it reaches
somewhat near the hundred-pound limit upon
which the freight charge must be paid. In case
the buyer needs no other goods for himself,
his neighbors are invited to join in making up
the hundred-pound minimum. In this way the
local merchant, instead of losing eleven
pounds of trade, loses nearly one hundred
pounds.

Those who have made a careful study of
conditions are quoted as vouching for the
statement that the big mail order houses are
not urging, and do not especially favor, the
passage of a parcels post bill. They are said
to favor the present system, which, they find,
tends to induce the purchasers to make up
their orders to the full one hundred pounds,
This, it would seem, should open the eyes of
the country merchants to a very important
fact. It seems fair to suspect that they, in
so far as they have been induced to protest
against the installation of a parcels post sys-
temn, have unwittingly worked against their
own interests, and have played into the hands
of the express monopoly. The express com-
panies, of course, do not carry the hundred-
pound packages. They are transported by
freight. But they do carry the millions of
other and smaller packages upon which, in
the absence of a reasonable postage rate, they
are able to exact an enormously excessive toll.

—Lstcretiu Mott,
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The express companies are not the friends of
the country merchant. They overcharge him
and oppress him to the full extent of their
opportunities, and then get behind him and
urge him to protect their monopoly.
The parcels post would not hurt the country
merchant., OUn the contrary, it would enable
him to do an order business for his patrons
and to retail country products in the cities,
A vast amount of food goes to waste on every
farm at a time when people in the cities arc
forced to pay exorbitant prices for it. The
cost of transportation and distribution in
small quantities is too great.
In London, under conditions possible under
the British parcels post system, a family makes
an arrangement with a farmer or country
merchant to send a dozen fresh eggs by mail
every morning, for instance. Boxes are made
especially for this purpose, and the cost of
carrying a dozen eggs from any point in Eng-
land to the front door of a house in London
is five cents in American money. Is it not
easy to imagine that the consumer, the farmer
and the country merchant would all profit by
such a plan in this country?

—Woman's National Daily,

Down below the frothy crests of high finance
and professional politics there is a placid san-
ity of the unsounded human deeps.—San
Francisco Examiner.

TELEPATHY

The wireless operator who saved the
Republic passengers told a friend of
mine and he told me Sunday, that he,
the operator, received the messages tele-
pathically before he did by wire, and that
it was this propensity that led him to
take up the business of the wireless, For
he dared not tell people what he got lest
they though him insane. “Well you can
tell me for I understand,” and he told
my friend of many instances of his tele-
pathic power. So truth goes marching
on in every hine of business. This friend
is a most successful man in his line of
business and is LED by the spirit al-
ways and is a wonder to all the rest of
the business men who know him. Sclf-
poised and warm-hearted and one of the
best men to push my work here.

This is well for vou to know. I get
messages before the wire brings them!”
said the operator.



All outward wisdom yields to that within,
Whereto no creed nor canon holds the key.
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NEVER GIVE UP

You may often think that hard
1s your lot;
That with mortal wounds you're scarred,
When you're not;
But remember, when you doubt
What's ahead,
That you're never down and out
Till you're dead.

When Fate thumps you on the nose
With a whack,

Don’t you whimper at her blows;
Hit her back!

Grit your teeth and “go the route”
Till she's fled,

For you're never down and out
Till you're dead.

Pull and wealth and all the rest
Help a bit;
But the man who stands the test
Has the grit.
Keep your heart and courage stout
As you tread,
For you're never down and out
Till you're dead.
—Berton Braley in Boston American.

All is mind and the manifestations of mind,
and mental processes are the cause of all that
takes place in life. People sometimes fail to
bring this good into manifestations because
of murmuring. And what is murmuring? It
is secing the negative side instead of the pos-
itive. Hwvery thought we have must find ex-
pression, and if we send out critical thoughts,
they express themselves in an adverse way.
They bring into life adverse conditions. No
one can save us from this Law., We must
work with the Law if we would have its ben-
eficient workings in our life. Take everything
by the smooth handle. Sece everything as good
and only good. Does this mean that we are
to make no discrimination? No, it means
that we are not to believe in the reality of
evil. We sustain evil by believing in it as a
reality. The moment you can realize that
evil has no power, that moment it will dis-
appear~Charles Fillmore in Unity.

Our opportunity is here and now. At the
beginning of this new year, let us stop all
murmuring and fault-finding, and live in the
consviousness that only the good is true. God
has given us the key to the whole situation.
That key is T AM and the lock is made up
of the complexities of thought. We may un-
lock the door and enter now into the Prom-
ised Land, the land flowing with milk and
honey, tf we proclaim with Jesus “All power
is given unto me in heaven (mind) and carth
(b3 ).l harles Fillmore in Unity.

—Bayard Taylos

Does the New Thought promise all this? Let
the answer be found in its own teaching. The
author of the book above named says editor-
ially in the journal NOW ;—
Man is conscious Mind. Conscious Mind is
self determined; is the persomal God. Tou-
day man is conscious of himself, says, “I Am,”
but has not swokened to his power as 6 con-
scious monifestation of God—of the One, so
he can say what he is. He is coming to that
consciousness. ANl power lies potentiglly in
the human ego. Man, as an indwidsal, ond a
race, is limited only by his ignovance of his
powers. As he thinks himself to be, that he
is. To teach him to think of himself as po-
tentially ommipotent, and to bring him into
recognition of his possessions, is the object
of NOW.
If we were to italicise any of the above, it
would be necessary to italicise all, so sweep-
ing and all-including is the blasphemous as-
sumption of human omnipotence, Man is
made the “personal God,” the “I AM,” the
“One,” the possessor of “all power,” “poten-
tially omnipotent.” But this is not all. He
continues :—
Man is that which he thinks he is, becouse
thought is power; and by this power whica
is creative, man creates himself . Man
is spirit, with all the possibilities of divinity,
and may manifest these possibilites heve and
nOwW.
It would seem that nothing but an intellect
crazed by self-admiration and self-worship
could make such assumptions as above quoted;
and we find that it was that very thing that
turned the head of Satan and brought dis-
cord and rebellion in heaven and brought sin
into this world. “I will destroy thee, O cov-
ering cherub, from the midst of the stones
of fire. Thine heart was lifted up because
of thy beauty, thou hast corrupted thy wisdom
by reason of thy brightness; [ will cast thee
to the ground, I will lay thee before kings,
that they may behold thee” Egze. 28:16, 17.
God’s rebuke to the king of Tyrus—symbol
of Satan—can just as fttingly be applied to
the exponents of the New Thought, “Thus
saith the Lord God: because thine heart is
lifted up, and thou hast said, 1 am a God, 1
sit in the seat of God, in the midst of the
seas; yet thou art a man, and not God, tho
thou set thine heart as the heart of God”
Fze. 28:2. One of the faults of that king
was an inordinate desire for gold, treasure
and glory. The New Thought makes “the
road to opulence, and the release from labor,
one of its aims. How striking is the simil-
arity throughout!

—The Signs of the Times (Adventist).

IS YOUR RENEWAL DUE?



The deeper I drink of the cup of life the sweeter it grows.

WONDERFUL

Isn't it wonderful, when you think,
How the creeping grasses grow,

High on the mountain’s rocky brink,
In the valleys down below ?

A common thing is a grass-blade small,
Crushed by the feet that pass—

But all the dwarfs and giants tall,

Working till Doomsday shadows fa!l
Can’t make a blade of grass.

Isn't it wonderful, when you think,
How a little seed asleep,

Qut of the earth new life will drink,
And carefully upward creep?—

A seed, we say, is a simple thing,
The germ of a flower or weed—

But all earth’s workmen, laboring,

With all the help that wealth could bring,
Never could make a seed.

Isn’t it wonderful, when you think,

How the wild bird sings his song,
Weaving melodies, link by link,

The whole sweet summer long?
Commonplace is a bird, always,

Everywhere seen and heard—
But all the engines of earth, 1 say,
Working on till Judgment Day,

Never could make a bird.

—The Century.

THAT YOU.CAN'T-DO-IT CLUB

Various persons have demonstrated that life
is possible upon hardly any other world than
this because the other worlds are too hot or
too cold, or have some other fatal defect.
Henri Bergson, of whose philosophy the late
William James thought so highly, asserts on
the contrary that probably life is possible “in
all the worlds suspended from all the stars.”
Life exists here by fixing the carbon in car-
bonic acid. Plants do this through absorbing
the solar energy; we take it from plants or
from animals that have taken it from plants;
but elsewhere the same energy may be utilized
for purposes of life in forms different from
any we know, by different means. In short,
we are machines run by carbonic acxd-—and
that is by no means the only way in which
living machines may be run. A scientist of
sufficiently conservative tendencies, who had
never seen any but a steam engine, might as-
sert that you couldn’t run an engine by gas-
oline or electricity, because there would be no
steam. We do not often attempt to settle
important scientific questions; but we know
Monsieur Bergson is right in this case, be-
cause the man who says you can’'t possibly
do it is always wrong.

~Saturdey Evening Post.

—Juliac Ward Howe
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THE UNCHANGEABLEWESS OF THE
1AM

During my trip East I visited Nebraska
and lowa, where I had not been since
the early spring of 1B66, forty years ago.
I visited a brother’s home, where I had
not been for many years, and met in
Chicago a brother 1 had not seen for
twenty-nine years. And the most won-
derful feature of all this is the fact that
I was wnchanged. 1 was the same re-
turned soldier from the Civil War whe,
in 1866, went from St. Joseph to Council
Bluffs by steamboat, and then rode by
buckboard from that city to Sioux City,
Iowa. 1 looked upon things that had
changed, upon new features of the land-
scape. Trees that were just then set out
along the streets, little saplings, now
measure eighten inches and two feet in
diameter, broad-spreading elms and ma-
ples. Great cities have sprung up in the
prairies where was not a house. Rail-
roads have spanned, not only the space
between Mississippi and Missouri Rivers,
but the continent. I was with Prof. F.
V. Hayden over the Union Pacific road
when its terminal was Julesburg, a city
of tents and shanties, but a few weeks
old. Electric lights, railroads and tele-
phones, then undreamed of, have all come
into that then unsettled country. Lin-
coln, a capital located while I was still
in Nebraska, and now a beautiful citv
of thousands, has arisen, and the valley
of Salt Creek, that was then supposed ‘o
be of no agricultural value, has become
wonderful in its productiveness of grain
and fruit.  All this change has come and
I AM THE SAME.

1 saw children of the children, and chil-
dren of these, and their parents and
grandparents called “old,” and yet I had
not changed.

I"FELT the same impulses; I had the
same love of beauty, the same love of
Truth and the same faith in Goodness
as then.

1 felt the same power of aspiration, the
same suhjectiveness to the inspiration of
time and place as then. I was in Con-



I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable Soul.
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sciousness the same, only more so. 1
was the same person I was when 1 first
saw these, only more so. The vears had
only intensified the sense of Being, I then
was. All these forty years have done is
to extend my consciousness of what [
was then. I am unchanged, but I am
more conscious of what I am,

Wonderful, this realization! It annihi-
lates time. It opens up to Realization
that T AM IMMORTAL, AND AM
LIVING THE IMMORTAL LIFE
NOW! How can anyone doubt or ques-
tion when they realize that during all
the years of life, that which IS is not
changed? Had I no other evidence than
this, I would sweetly lay off this re-
flection we call body, and take up anew
the consciousness of this imperishable
and unchangeable I, in another condi-
tion, not of life, but of unfoldment.
From California and back I went, and
the same “I” returned. From cradle to
grave I shall be L. T read my early school
books and conned over my early compo-
sitions and reread my letters from the
war, and it is the same “I” that reads
that read them long ago. It is the same |
that reads those old letters that wrote
them. O, but you know more! Who
knows? It must be that same something
that did not know then, that knows now.
I know? What is it to know? Where
is knowledge? Where is wisdom? Only
to be conscious of that which I eternally
am., What thinks and feels? I thought
fong ago. 1 was I, when I first showed
my companions that I thought. I am the
same something we call “1,” or Ego, or
Soul, or Spirit, or Mind, that I was then.
Nothing has ever changed this con-
sciousness of my Self.

The words of the CII Psalm were often
with me with 2 new meaning: “Of old
hast thou laid the foundation of the
earth and the heavens are the work of
thy hands. They shall perish, but thou
shalt endure; vea, they shall wax oid
like a garment; as a vesture shalt thou
change them and they shall be changed;
but thou are the same and thy  vears
shall have no end!” ‘Then, as never be-

—W. C. Henley

fore, did the wonderful significance of
the words, “My Father and I are”
come to me as [ felt the unchangeable-
ness of the “1.” I AM means hereafter.
I am eternally I! I am unchangeable!
Though the heavens roll together like a
curtain, I am, and the time and the
world matters of no importance to me.
The wonderful reply of Emerson to the
Millerite who told him “the world is
coming to an end,” contains all of New
Thought: “I can get along very wecll
without it!”

What are these appearances to
eternally  unfolding consciousness of
MAN? Let them go. I am still I, with
all my possibilities vet to unfold. Os-
sian’s apostrophe to the sun, once so
wondrously beautiful, has lost its chief
power to charm; it is not truth.

*(, thou that rollest above, round as the
shield of my fathers! Whence are thy
beams, O sun? thy everlasting light?
But thou are perhaps like me—for a sea-
son; thy years will have an end.” “No,
O, Sun!” I exclaimed, as I saw him rise
over the prairie, where I saw him rise in
like majesty in the years of young man-
hood, “thou shalt perish, but I am I for-
ever!” 1 walked out upon the hills and
overlooked the vast Missouri valley at
night, when the stars were brighter than
in my loved Mountain Home, and this
sense of unchangeableness in them was
more than matched by the sense of im-
mortality in my SELF, and the lines of
a poem)f wrote for an early NOW came
to my lips:

Speed on, star-steeds! Rejoice awhile

As sunbright centers of the ONE!
I, Human Soul, can only smile,

For 1 speed on when ve are gone.
1 am forever still the same!

I share with God, Creation's throne!
But sun and star ve are but a name!

the

I come home, and find myself still the
same Henry Harrison, and though ap-
pearances have changed, my iriends in
Love have not changed. Truth in them

(Continued on page 112)



Trust thyself! Every heart vibrates to that iron string.

A VACATION REST.

I have long wanted to see IF I could be
a boy again! So many sigh for old
conditions and for a return of the past.
I wished to study the psychology of
recollection, of memory, of sensation
and of life, when 1 should be among
old landscapes, tones, and persons. Is
there such a condition as the past? I had
often asked myself. Can immortality
know anything but the present? My
philosophy said—Eternal NOW ! Would
experience say the same?
I have stood in the room where just 71
years ago [ was born. As the past re-
turns to drowning men, so as [ stood
in that room, for one moment flashed
all my past. I saw once thus when near
drowning and once when shocked by a
shell in the Civil War. 1 then saw my-
self as my past. I WAS ALL THE
SEVENTY-ONE YEARS.
Then came the guestion so often asked
—Does it pay to live? And I gave
thanks as never before for life. Thanks
to my parents and the Mother most of
all, for all she suffered for me to be.
“T AMY the Inner Voice seemed to
thunder. Triumphant was Soul then.
I found, when on the street, myself
again, only able to say, "1 shall dwell in
the house of the Lord forever.”
And the words of Eliza Cook would
sing in my mind r—
I thank thee God for all I've known,
Of kindly fortune, health and joy,
But no less gratefully [ own
The bitter drops of Life’s alloy.
O there was wisdom in the blow
That wrung the hot and scalding tear,
That laid my dearest idol low
And left my bosom lone and drear!
I thank thee God for all of smart
That 1 have known, for not in vain
Has been the bitter aching heart
The sigh of grief, the throb of pain!
And then Phoebe Cary came to my re-
lief -
The past is mine! I take it alll
Its folly, its weakness, if you please;
Aye, even my sins if you come to that,
May have been helps, not hindrances!
I would not make the path T've trod
More straight or even, more deep or wide,

—E erson
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Nor change my steps a breadth of a hair -
This way or that fo either side.

I could not formulate my own thoughts,
and blessed are the poets that 1 had
words for my relief,

O this glorious sense of Being. I Live,
And first of all T gave thanks for life.
For 71 years of conscious life. Life to
learn of this Real Self that says, “I
AM!” Not one experience could I have
taken out and still be myself, And all
the expressions have been those of that
Self that was here lying under the sweet
briar which is my earliest memory. 1
was then as now. This was the thought
that the re-visiting my childhood and
bovhood scenes impressed upon me.

“I am deathlesst I am the same I that
I was then. I shall be the same I al-
ways!” When I talked with the once
little girl with whom I made mud-pies
68 vears ago, I realized a change in her,
but none in myself. But I saw only the
external expression of the Immortal
Ego. 1 knew that Ego as myself, and
1 saw not the immortal in her but the
temporal expression only, and [ was only
conscious now of that immortal 7, as 1
was then,

“The moment one questions immortality
that one is fallen!” says Emerson. How
can we question when we study Self? I
can realize no change in myself. 1 have
simply been learning these years what
1 was when I first awoke to conscious-

ness. 1 will be all eternity learning
WHAT I am! But. for all eternity, I
AM.

But it was as a youth that T was most
surprised to realize more than ever be-
fore, the persistency of the Ego. “Force
is persistent” says science. The Persis-
tency of Force, is the one great Law
of mechanics. But Life, Thought and
Love are but forms of Force. This per-
sistencv is a warrant of personal immor-
talityv. For Force, conscious of itself,
cannot ever lose its consciousness. To
do so would be to destroy force and this
is impossible. This truth came to me
so strong when at evening 1 walked the
bridge where for an hour I had walked



I am not fighting my fight:
I am singing my song.
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in 186z debating whether 1 should give
up a college course for the dangers of a
soldier in the Civil War. I was the
same boy with all the aspirations, dreams,
ambitions, hopes, longings that I had
at that time. Longfellow tells of find-
ing his “Lost Youth” but only found
that Youth which he had lived as him-
self, all the time.

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart
Across the schoolboy’s braing

The song, and silence in the heart,

That in part are prophecies, and in part
Are longings wild and vain.

There are things of which I may not speak,
There are dreams that cannot die;
There are thoughts that make the strong heart
weak .
And bring a pallor into the cheek
And a mist before the eye.

O, because the poet speaks for the un-
iversal heart he spoke for me! [ locked
for the “lost vouth” but did not find it,
because I was it. I found myself won-
dering what I had done to retain this
vouth. The answer came-—I AM! The
fact of Eternal Youth was never so clear
to me as when I stood on that bridge and
found that 1 had not changed. That ali
the ambition, dreams, aspirations, 1 had
then, I still had. That I was no nearer
an end now than I then was. That I
was no more satisfied than I then was.
All T had learned was not to live in what
I wished for tomorrow, but to enjoy the
present. To BE, instead of to dream,
and to enjoy instead of to wish. To ex-
press now instead of longing for. But
I saw just as much as I then saw to ac-
complish. 1 felt the flow of life with as
strong a current as then.

It was the same Life as it was the same
streamn that flowed with murmur below
me,

This body only had changed. But that
is not the I. I am known to myself as
thought and feeling. 1 feel and 1 think.
This is the expression of the cgo. This
bodyv is not the expression , it is a man-
ifestation of the One, that IT may think
and Love consciously through it. My
individuality consists in mv thought and
love, not itn my body. lHere T found

- have.

wArchie L. Black.

Eternal Youth, The woods were as fresh
and fair as then and everything as rich
to me as to the boys that had played
about me during the day. When I saw
boys bathing in the old swimming hole
I was there with them and felt the same
old thrill as I saw them fling the line
where we used to catch perch, trout and
sun fish.

There is no loss of Life. There is no
change to Soul. There is no end to Truth
and no end to Love.

This vacation paid me in opening clear-
er than ever Eternity as a present reali-
zation,

What pained me in visiting old friends
and especially old army comrades was
the fact that they were changed to ma.
Few conditions once past can be re-
stored. It is impossible to restore old
feelings. Memory may do its best but
old times live only in the unfoldment we
The special experience cannot be
repeated. [ came to the conclusion that
any attempt to be in expression what one
once was, is delusion. And that when
one has left place, conditions, friends,
behind it is well to leave them there.
“Let the dead bury the dead!” is a ra-
tional rule. The past is dead, let each
dying day bury itself as the sun buries
itself at night in the sea. Let each day
be a new day filled with blessing.

1 have made new associations among the
Redwoods in the sunny land and the
place I once filled in New England is
filled with others. New houses, new
roads, new fields are in place of those |
knew, Those I once knew are immortal,
and in them I am still, and ever will be
—3 boy !

But what inspiration for my work do 1
find in the needs of the people. The
old thought is rampant and the nation
is dying. and millions live unhappy and
il for want of Truth. “My people per-
ish for lack of Knowledge!” This is
deeply impressed upon me, for during
a month 1 have not found a person in
syvmpathy with my ideas. And worst
of all, they are not open to them. It s
like trying to make a rock absorb water.



Minute a man stops looking for trouble, happiness looks for him.

“Blessed are they that hunger and thirst
for they shall be filled?” How shall we
create this hunger and thirst? NOW is
trying. Tell me some better way if you
can.

IN TOUCH

How slight so'ere the motion be
With palpitating hand,

The gentlest breaker of the sea
Betrays it to the land.

And though a vaster mystery
Has set our souls apart,

Fach wafture from Eternity,
Reveals thee to my heart.

—John B. Tabb.

In good advertising there are three essential
factors—to arrest attention, to create desire
and to inspire confidence. But even good ad-
vertising will prove valueless unless persis-
tently followed up. In advertising, as in ev-
erything else, it is continuity of effort, bulldog
tenacity, everlasting stick-to-it-iveness that
brings success. Keep eternally at it—S. C.
Dobbs, Presideni of the Associsted Adver-
tising Clubs of America.

Every truth has its bearing on the whole
truth; and the fact that men have grown
steadily in intelligence as the ages proceed,
and that they have acguired more vitality
in proportion as they grew in intelligence,
would indicate that they have the power to
acquire still greater intelligence; and with
greater intelligence an augmented amount of
vitality, Vitality is life. Vitality in the hum-
an organism is the life principle drawn 10
coherence through recognition on the part
of the individual., Enough of this vitality will
conguer death as easily as a superior amount
of vitality now conquers disease. How do
we conquer disease? By stimulating the vital
powers so that they generate more force, more
strength, more health. The power to conquer
disease, which no one will deny, prophesies
the powel to conquer death. Disease is the
negation or the non-recognition of the life
principle. Death is the still further non-ree-
ognition of the life principle; it is the cul-
mination of the non-recognition. Death is
not something separate from disease; it is
simply an extension of disease, or a deepen-
ing of disease; it is sinking still further and
further in the direction of weakness; and
weakness is nothing but the failure to recog-
nize the life principle, the universal vitality,—
Helen Wilmans.

—{yving Bachelor
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THE GREAT SPECIALIST

Once upon a time, years and years ago, there
was born a celebrated physician—a physician
whose healing powers were so wonderful that
all the world stood amazed. And more won-
derful still, this eminent healer's services
were absolutely free.

But there are many strange things in this
world-—and one of the strangest is that, while
the great physician still exists and while his
treatment continues to be absolutely free,
thousands of pervous, suffering women do
not avail themselves of his curative powers.
The name of this illustrious physician is Dr.
Nature. He is a specialist in nervous ail-
ments. For hypochondriacs and invalids who
need building up he is par excellence. His
signs hang everywhere—in the blush of the
morning sun, in the graceful rhythm of the
soughing trees, in the wistaria-like fronds of
the blossoming bush, in the tinkling cachin-
nation of the laughing brook and in the del-
icate perfume of the wild apple blossoms.
The woman who goes to him, who walks to
his office in the great out-of-doors, will feel
renewed hope and accruing strength. Ah, the
tonics of the woods and the meadows, the
lilting songs of the joyous birds, the silent
winging of the phantom-like clouds! They
mark life at its most glorious zenmith and in-
stil courage into the heart that vearns for the
panacea of peace,

Oh, you women who suffer, when you are
worried and disheartened, repair to the woods
and the fields! Go out into the shady places
and gather bouguets of violets, pluck the
spotted adders from the spring wind’s caress.
Steal from babbling water the incense of a
euphony that thrills. Hunt out the wild
tangles where the bittersweet and woodbine
twine. Look for joy in the chalice of the
hepatica. All about you are life-giving tonics
that old Doc Nature is brewing for his suf-
fering patients. And they cure!

Stay out-of-doors in the sunlight and breeze
as long as your duties will permit. Sleep out-
of-doors if you can. Sleeping under the can-
opy of heaven is an elixir that Doctor Nature
brews by night while Interne Morpheus does
the administering,

Day and night in the open air! It will make
a new woman of you! VYou will lose vour
harassing thoughts upon the perfume-laden
breeze of the night. Your irritability will be
buried in the pansy beds you have made, and
hope will spring anew with the flower seeds
of your German garden.

Go to Doctor Nature for the cure!

—Byron Williams.

Boost for NOW.



I, grateful, take the good I find;
The best of now and here.
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Henry Harrison Brown, Editor of
NOW, will not return to California for
the present. He has too many invita-
tions, to feel that his work in the Fast
is done. If those who have in the past
invited him will now write and tell the
dates that will suit them best he will
soon be able to give them positive dates.
He is open to engagements from Aug.
1 to June, 1912, He is engaged in Sar-
atoga Springs, N, Y., for the first half
of july, and will rest with friends the
rest of the month,  He can be addressed
at this NOW office, or care of the Meia-
physical  Club, 30 Huntington  Aze.,
Boston, Mass. Letters will be {orward-
wl from either place,

— W hitticr

His season in the East has been most
successful in every way and he wishes
to present his thanks thus publicly to
the many friends who in the various cit-
ies have helped to make it so. And we
are glad to anounce that the subscryp-
tion list of the magazine has been
greatly increased by the personal con-
tact of the public with the editor. He
will continue his letters and write his
editorials as in the past. It is the in-
tention of the Assistant Editor to de-
vote himself still more to the magazine,
and we will make it THE magazine of
the New Thought Movement. Lspe-
cially will our field of “"NOW™ Phil-
osophy — “Soul  Culture”—be empha-
sized, for Mr. Brown believes that
Truth in this form is '"The Saviour that
was to comel”

Remember: Mr. Brown can be address-
ed either at this office or Care Meta-
physical Club, 30 Huntington Ave,,
Boston, Mass, for the next few
months.

AMr, Brown gave a course of seven Les-
sons in Saratoga Springs, N. Y., in July.
They were reported quite at length in the
Daily Sun of that “village.,” His class
was in every way successful and he left
there July zoth for a complete rest at
Dr. C. O. Shaler’s Sanitarium, King-
ston, N, Y., where he is to be the guest
and companion of the Doctor, and pre-
pare himself for a busy season during
fall and winter. Parties wishing Lec-
tures or Lessons can correspond with
him by way of this office. His arrange-
ments are not yet complete, as he wishes
to avoid return trips castward, on his
His terms are extremely

WeSTern wav,
moderate, as he consuders himself, in
Truth, a “Missionary-at-large.”



[ will not dream in vain despair

The steps of progress wait for me.

TRUTH FORCIBLY TOLD.

We must rid ourselves of the prevalent im-
pression that auto-suggestions and affirmation
are either meaningless or illogical. They are
rather the busy wheels of a living and positive
faith. What a grand and vital entity is the
conscious mind and its activities, how various!
No ships needs a helmsman more. In its high-
est exercise—in the super-sensuous realm-——it
is privileged to come into actual contact and
oneness with the Divine Mind. What a boon
such a cultivated intimacy may be! The di-
vinity of humanity may thus become an in-
tegral part of the deeper selfhood. It can
have its special times and seasons for such
high communion, but under ordinary condi-
tions, as before indicated, the sub-conscious-
ness is piling up both negative and positive
product—that which tells for future harmony,
strength and normality of mind and body, or
the reverse, * * %

It is an established fact in psychology that
every thought is imagined in the mind of the
thinker. If this be true, then thoughts of
sickness and of health both from images of
their states of action and conditions in life
This law of action in human life has now been
abundantly demonstrated in mental healing.
It has also been discovered and repeatedly
proved that thoughts containing the action of
disturbance establish themselves as such and
constantly tend to repeat their action. All
branches of genuine healing philosophy illus-
trate this fact—Henry Wood in Practival
Ideals.

If you worship a far-away God, you make
far-away conditions of good. The more you
realize the presence and power of the in-
dwelling God, the more of good you will ex-
perience. Many think it makes no difference
what men believe about God, but it does. Some
are weak in body because they believe in an
outside God. If you have built up in the
invisible Ether a form or shdpe of God, this
graven image must be given up.—Unily,

The question is sometimes asked, “What shall
I do with people who oppose me; who are not
in sympathy with my spiritual on-going:™
Such a situation must be handled spiritual-
ly. First, take the stand, “I am one with Al-
mightiness. My environment is God.” Send
forth the Word, Deny all opposition. Be
careful not to recognize or resist evil. Do
not talk about it. If you make yourself pos-
itive in the understanding that your environ-
ment is God, everything in your world will
become harmonious.—Unity.

— W hitticr
i1t

LIFE'S GIFTS

I saw a woman sleeping. In her sleep she
dreamt Life stood before her and held in
cach hand a gift—in one, Love, and in the
other, Freedom, and she said to the woman,
*Choose,”

And the woman waited long and she said,
“Freedom!”

And Life said: “Thou hast well choosen. I
thou hadst said ‘Love’ 1 would have given
thee that thou didst ask for; and I would have

gone from thee and returned to thee no
more. Now the day will come when I shall
return, In that day 1 shall bear both gifts

in my hand”
I heard the woman laugh in her sleep.
OLIVE SCHREINER, “Dreams.”

Yet there is something humiliating in the
spectacle of a million free-born citizens go-
ing half hungry to spite private corporations.
—San Francisco Examiner.

Carlyle’s allegience from first to last was 1o
Truth as it presented itself to his own in-
tellect and his own conscience.—Froud's “"Car-
Iple”

In some {form or another retribution would
come, whenever the hearts of men were set
on material prosperity. All that mod-
ern nations mean when they speak of wealth,
progress and improvement were but Molock
and Astarte in a new disguise and now as
then it was impossible to serve God and Baal
To this simple creed Carlyle adhered as the
center principle of all his thought—Froud’s
“Carlyle”

We don't breed Gods down on Earth but
human beings, and the most that is expected
of any man s that he try his level best.—
Herbert Kaufman.

You cannot reform people with tracts and
talk——with preach and creed. Religion is help-
fess. Law can punish, but it can neither re-
form criminals nor prevent crime. There is
but one hope. To accomplish this there is but
one way. Science must make woman the
owner, the mistress of herself~—must put it
in the power of woman to decide for herself
whether she will or will not become a mother.
This is the solution of the whole question.
This frees woman. The babes that are then
born will be welcome. They will be clasped
with glad hands to happy breasts. They will
Al homes with light and joy. When that
time comes the prison walls will fall, the dun-
geons will be Hooded with light, and the
shadow of the scaffold will cease to curse the
earth. The whole world will be intelligent
virtuous and free—Robert . Ingersoll.



There is no darkness but ignorance.
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THE ANCIENTS AND IMMORTALITY

Then shall the judge of the dead answer: Let
this soul pass on; he lives upon truth, He has
made his delight in doing what is good to
men, and what is pleasing to God. He has
given food to the hungry, drink to the thirsty
and clothes to the naked. His lips are pure
and his hands are pure. Fiis heart weighs
right in the balance. le fought on earth the
battle of the good, even as his Father, the
Lord of the immble world, had commanded
him. O God, the protector of huim who has
brought his cry unto Thee, m“kn it well with
him in the world of spirits t He loved his
father, he honored his mother; he loved his
brethren. He never preferred the great man
to him of low condition.  He was a wise man;
his soul loved God. He wuas a brother to the
great and a father to the humbic; and he nev-
er was a mischief-maker. Such as these shall
find grace in the eyes of the great God. They
shall dwell in the abodes of glory, where the
heavenly life is led. The hodies which they
have abandoned will repose forever in their
tombs, while they will enjoy<the presence uf
the great God—From the Lgyptian Book of
the Deud.

(Continued from page 101)

veloped to still earn dollars. But the
same boy that Go years ago dreamed by
the Quincbaug River dreamed there in
June. 1 found, not “my lost youth,” but
that vouth which is eternal to the dream-
er. Only the facts of the external life
are transient. As I lay where I was
ashamed to be seen idle when a boy, lest
I would be called “'lazy,” 1 thanked the
boy of sixty years ago for his dreams,
his leisure, and his courage, for out of
those dreams have come my richest
treasures. The love of nature then de-
veloped caused me to love and work for
the redwoods of my Mountain Home. O,
how true was John Boyle O'Riley when
he sang:

Let me dream as of old by the river,

When I dreamed my youth away;

For the dreamer lives forever
While the worker dies in a day.

By talking into the transmitter sound waves
are transformed into electrical waves which
sct inte oscillation ether waves. These waves
are sent out through the atmosphere and at
receiving stations are transformed mm sonnd
waves—"The Wireless Telephone,” Collier’s
”’x’t"}i,’!}'.

| —Shakespeare.

(Continued from page 106)

has not changed. That which I love is in
them changeless; it is not their body, it
is the Soul, the Everlasting, the Omni-
present, the Omniscient, the Ommnipo-
tent, that loves me through them, and
that I love in them. There is no Reali-
zation that has the power of joy and
peace of this. [ em changeless. Now
that beautiful hymmn, “Abide with me,”
vill have for all who read this a deeper
meaning as they sing:

Change and decay in all around I sec;

(3, thou that changes not, abide with

me.

The children and youth of our times are con-
fronted from all directions with examples of
the matertal, the sordid, the ugly. In the ab-
scnce of some counteracting influence they,
Iike their elders, will lose the scnse of the
beautiful that is born in all mankind, and will
give up their lives to all that is unwholesome
and hideous~—Lady Constance Richardson.
Frank H. Hitchcock, Postmaster General, says
“1 am tired of politics, tired to death. It isa
net that involves a man lxke the grip of that
sea thing they call an octo Politics would
make a saint a sinner.— xchange

Emerson’s Essays
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Comfort is found.

Take Your Winter Yacation and Gome and Hest Amomg the Bedwoods

IN THE SANTA CRUZ MOUNTAINS AT
“NOW” FOLK MOUNTAIN HOME
THREE MILES FROM GLENWOOD, CALIFORNIA

where California’s finest comblnation of Climate, Scenery, Beauty, Flora and

THE HOME I8 OPEN FOR GUESTS THE YEAR ROUND

Good country accommodations; hotels, cottages or tents; pure spring water: beau-

tiful rambles, and unsurpassed groves for loafing places.

THE MOUNTAIN HOME is also a Rest Home for those needing help. Mr. Foulds,

Mrs. M. A, Winans and Miss Leona B. Chappel, Mental Healers, will give mental

treatments for all disorders that the medical fraternity call non-contagious.
WRITE FOR INFORMATION AND RATES AT ONCE

SAM EXTON FOULDS, Manager, GLENWOOD, SANTA CRUZ MTS., CALIF

A fine winter climate.

MEETINGS IN SAN FRANCISCO ANWD
: BAY CITIES.

Soul Culture Mestings—580 Haight Street,
San Francisco. Every Sunday at 8:00 p.
m. Henry Harrison Brown, lecturer. Ad-
mission free. (Discontinued for a time.
Mr. Brown in the East.)

HOME OF TRUTH Practical Christlanity.

Sunday Services 11:00 a. m., Kohler and

Chase Hall, 40 O'Farrell St.  Individual Heal-

ing and Teaching, and all other branches of

the work conducted at the Homes of Truth,
located at 1109 Franklin St. and 3099 Cali-
fornia St, San Francisco.

Home of Truth-—Alameda and Grant Aves,
Alameda, Sunday, 11 2. m.

Fest Home and Free HReading Room—719
14th St., Oakland. Services every Sunday,
11:00 a. m. Primary Class, Tuesday and
Friday, 3:00 p. m. Healing Lesson, Thurs-
day 8:00 p. m.

8oul Culture Home—589 Haight 5t, San

Francisco. Hours from 10 2. m. to 1 p. m.
Healing and advice.

Bacramento—HMHOME OF TRUTH 1235 I
Street. Miss Christine Frazer,

Unity Truth Center--Wright Bldg., Berkeley

YOU WILL ERJOY BEADING

“QUEST?

4 MAGAZIRE OF ASPIRATIOR

Different from all others—different in form,
in typographic style, and in contents—QJuest
is a treat to those who demand f{ree, yet sane,
and liberal, yet reasoning, discussion of mod-
ern ideas and events. A subscriber calls it
“the smallest big magazine and the biggest
little magazine in existence.”

SPECIAL—Send 10 cents, silver or stamps,
for a three months trial subscription, and we
will mail to you one of our dainty little desk

calendars,
ADDRESS
Lafayettle,

QUEST He Colorado

Health is Your Birthright

Hanly Institute and
Rest Home

Mary Jane Hanly, Proprietor
{Reg. British Graduate Nurse)
For the Care of Those Nervously and
Physically Exhausted
Modern Treatment, Including Mas-
sage and Experienced Trained Nur-
sing, with Comfortable Rooms and

Good Board.

Also for Medical and Surgical
Patients.

Ciff Drive, QOcean Front,

BANTA CRUZ, CALIF,

MARY JANE HANLY
REG. BRITISH GRADUATE NURSE

A Great Opportunity

THE NEWILIFE PUBLICATIOR
SOCIETY

is seeking the services of a good business
manager at once, with good financial con-
nections to take $5000 interest in a growing
publishing business. A rare opportunity for
the right man. Good home. Good salary.
Life position. Address, Dr. J. F. New, Pres-
ident, THE NEWLIFE PUBLICATION
SOCIETY, 65 Central Park West, New York.




Dry Goods
and

Ladies’

Garmets

For “Now” wear things, carefully seleoted
and equitably priced, go to

The
Seaside Store

SANTA CRUZ, CALIF.

C. E. DRAPER

Groceries
Hardware
Hay,Feed
and Grain

GLENWOOD,
SANTA CRUZ CO., CALIF.

Williamson
& (arrett

(Incorporated)

Grocets

TELEPHONE MAIN SEVEN

10, 12, 14, 18 Pacific Ave., Santa Crus, Cal.

MISS LEONA B. CHAPPELL

Healer and Teacher of Mental Boience
Treatments by Correspondence.

Address:
Glenwood, Callfornia.

FREE

A wvaluable SELF-Healing
Lesson now selling for 50
cents will be sent FREE to
all who enclose a two-cent
stamp for postage. Address,
1 EDWARD E. GORE

b (Formerly Editor "'Occult Truth Seeker™)

i Box 77, Ruskin Florida

Office Phone, Red 31
Residence Phone, John 132

F. H. Parker

REAL ESTATE
145 PACIFIC AVE., SANTA CRUZ, CAL.

Insurance, Houses Rented, Collections
Made.
City and Country Property, In
Tracts and on Terms




LAUREL

The CROWHN of SANTA CRUZ REDWOOD-CLAD
MOUNTAINS
On Line 8. P, R R,
6o Miles to San Francisco
15 Miles to SEMPERVIRENS PAREKE.
15 Miles to SANTA CRUZ,
COTTAGES and CAMP LOTS FOR RENT AND FOR SALE

Address:

F. A. HIHN & CO.

SANTA CRUZ s :: CALIFORNIA

Valencia Apples
FAVORED ALL OVER THE WORLD
FOR SALE IN CAR LOTS
Address: F. A. HIHN CO,, Santa Cruz, Calif.

CAPITOLA

THE SEASIDE RESORT

ON SUNNY SIDE OF MONTEREY BAY ON LINE
SOUTHERN PACIFIC R. R,

Summer Climate Equable, Agreeable—Winter Climate Unexcelled

HOTEL CAPITOLA

AT VERY EDGE OF SURF. EVERY ROOM VIEW OF BAY.
SURF AND HOT SALT WATER BATHS
FOR RENT-—Rooms, Cottages, Tent Grounds, Places of Busi-
ness, Prices Reasonable. Half Rates in Winter,

Address:

F. A. HIHN & CO.

SANTA CRUZ CALIFORNIA




"NOW’PUBLICATIONS

Mot Hypnotism but Suggestion

By Henry Harrison Brown; pp., 66;
3d edition; paper, zgc. In this book
the important Law of Suggestion is
further evolved, and the phenomena of

Hypnotism explained.

Grant Wallace, in some valuable editorials
which he wrote for the Bulletin of this city,
twice referred to it as a very valuable little
book, recommending it as z textbook on
Suggestion.

Concentration—The Roaf! to Success

128 pages; finely bound in cloth, $1.00.
Paper covers, 50 cents. Sent post {ree
on receipt of price,

This is Mr. Brown’s latest book, pub-
lished in 1007 and is in its 2d edition.
It grew out of his various lines of
work. Questions thus received, pro-
pounded by student and patient, by let-
ter and in class, have been for 30 years
answered until out of these answers
and the growing necessity for this
knowledge among the awakening
masses, this book was compelled to
be, as Supply in answer to Demand.
It grew.

8eif Healing Through Suggestion

. Mr, Brown’s laiest book; 23c. The
title tells you exactly what the book is.
Plain, beavuiful, helpful, artistic, pow-
erful.

I want to thank vou for the sunnv vitalizine
radiation of your book-—Lillian Whiting, in
private letter to author.

Dollars Want Me!

The New Road to Opulence, by Henry
Harrison Brown; pp., 24; 1oc, It ex-
plains just what mental attitude to
hold that will draw the Dollar. It wiil
enable you to rise above the drudgery
of enforced labor. A powerful book-
let.

O Hashnu Hara, editor Wings of Truth, Lon-
don, England, writes: “This new law has

given me strength and power such as few
could easily realize’

How to Control Fate Through Suggestion

By Henry Harrison Brown; pp., 62;
3d edition; paper, 25¢c. In Part T it
deals with the Science and Philosophy
of Life; in Part 11 with the Place and
Power of Suggestion,

Ella Wheeler Wilcox in the Hearst news-

papers says: “It is worth many dollars to
anyone who will live its philosophy.”

Man's Greatest Discovery

By Henry Harrison Brown; pp., 6u;
3d edition; paper, 25¢c. Six Soul Cal-
ture Essays on THOUGHT AS
POWER, Thought Transference and
Telepathy. A thought-provoking book.

Dr. Alex. J. Mclvor-Tyndall, who is without
a doubt the greatest demonstrator of thought-
reading, says: “I would like to recommend
it to every person who can read. It is sim-
ple, concise, convincing. No one, perhaps,
knows better than I that what you state in its
pages is, as you say, ‘man’s greatest discov-
ery” There is no doubt that Thought is
Force capable of acomplishing what we will.”

“NOW”

FOLK

Glenwood, Calif.
OR
HENRY HARRISON BROWN

589 Haight Street -

- San Francisco Cal.



