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From all Life’s grapes I press sweet wine.
—Henry Harrison Brown.
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“Gice To Him That Takoth of That”
Aye, give to whomsoever asks, thy love!

On any plane they seek, their hunger feed! 
Remember, thou hast suffered in thy need

And give; no questions ask; but rise above 
All thought of how or what, thy worm to 

prove
Or vice to shun! Ye are one! Then be con

tent
To know thy happiness itself has lent

To one whose brow has known the bloody 
bead! •

Give freely of thy life, thy love, thy all!
From him that asketh turn not, thou away! 

Thy God hath given thee Himself! Then call
Thy brother and thy kindred in, nor stay 

Thy hand! Thou hast all other gifts above! 
Must give to have! The gift of gifts is, 

Love!
HENRY HARRISON BROWN.

Snnsst
Pure gold, pure gold, beneath a bank of storm, 

And poplars standing up amid the gold!
Ah, God, to find in colour and in form

The faith that grows not old!

To feel all bitterness forgot, as now
That setting sun forgets the wrath of years, 

And wear, like Heav’n, upon a gentle brow,
The peace that follows tears!

—Gerald Could.

It must not be forgotten that the vogue of a 
vast deal of pseudo-medicine—the patent rem
edies, the half baked pathies, the hosts of 
charlatans and mountebanks are thriving on, 
a department of medicine that the legitimate 
practitioner has simply and plainly neglected, 
and they are thriving to no small extent be
cause of that neglect. The good results they 
obtain—and no one can deny that they do 
obtain results sometimes—are obtained by the 
effect of their practices on the minds of their 
patients. Here is a fact in which medicine 
has neither availed itself of its opprotunities, 
nor measured up to its responsibilities, and 
until it does both of these, it can ill afford 
to throw stones.—Wm. A. White, M. D., 
Journal Am. Med. Association, for June.

Treat
Let your light shine—Jesus.
The crowning point of life’s manifesta
tion is trust. “Though he slay me yet 
will I trust in him,” is an affirmation be
yond which there is none greater. To 
so trust is to realize the immortal life 
here and now. Toward this goal our 
New Thought is leading the race. Is 
leading it back to that perfection which 
was manifest in Jesus. His life was 
trust, perfect trust, and this led him to 
a conscious unity with the Power in 
whom he trusted.
This trust relieves us of all care for our 
present; from all regret for our past; 
and from all anticipation for our fu
ture. We are content to be and do to
day under the conditions of today, and 
in this doing find happiness.
The Universe is wisely guided; all cir
cumstances are legitimate results of 
Cause. All things come in order. Ev
erywhere and at all times is the univer
sal wisdom manifesting its unchangeable 
purpose.
This we declare, but do we really be
lieve it? Do we rest upon that belief 
in the manifestations of our own life, as 
we rest upon the regularity of night and 
day? Is there no complaint upon our 
lips for weather, losses, disappointments, 
fears, worries, apprehensions ? Aye, 
have we no wishes? For what are ev
en wishes but lack of trust in the uni
verse, that it will bring to me all that is 
best for me? My part is to receive joy
fully and as best whatever comes. In 
perfect trust I am to receive and enjoy 
and in this enjoyment to let that which 
I am, and which I believe, manifest that 
perfect trust in my life. To simply let 
myself be to my felows that which I am 
in mind and spirit. Anything more or
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Whene’er I meet my sailing peers, 
“ALL’S WELL” I to their hail reply.

—Edith M. Thomas 
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less, any effort to change things or to 
change external conditions, is a lack of 
trust, is an attempted interference with 
the universal wisdom.
All duty centers in my self. I am to 
care for my-self to be and then to let. 
“To let my light shine-’ is to let broth
ers alone that their light may shine, al
so. For me to meddle with them is to 
dim their light. Thousands of mortals 
have been killed by interference. Hedged 
in and smothered by the attempts of 
busy-bodies, reformers, teachers, friends. 
They have dimmed the spark of divinity 
that was struggling to let its radiance 
beam.
“There is a light that lighted every man 
that cometh into the world.” Every man 
is to let his light shine and has nothing 
to do with the light of others. “Shine 
that others may see” was the command 
of Jesus. Others seeing your good 
works may by their own shining "glori
fy the Father.”
There is but one way of glorifying the 
Father and that is by a complete trust 
that manifests itself in daily, joyful ac
ceptance of whatever comes, and in man
ifesting that joy to our fellows that they 
may also trust.
This is the opposite of the spirit of 
claiming to possess and which perse
cutes, that has ever characterized self ap
pointed redeemers and which is ever 
present in the reformers of all times. 
“Trust God’’ is the cry, but it means 
really “Trust God in me and in my way.” 
If you will not, then be an apostate, sin
ner, heretic, and be condemned and 
persecuted. This so-called trust is not 
a trust in God. It is trust in some proph
et, some revelation, some creed, some 
organization, in some man. It is saying 
“God is not able to do his work with
out me,” or “us, or “it.” It is as Emer
son says:—“Poor God with no one to 
help him.” “God called me to preach!’’ 
I do not doubt it. He called you just as 
he calls another to write, invent, engi
neer, legislate, trade, buy and sell, 
marry and propagate. He calls equally 
to theatre and church. He gives priest 

and prophet no more special call and no 
more right to condemn than he gives one 
inventor, one discoverer, one poet, right 
to condemn, right to dictate to anoth
er. Of all atheism the worst is that of 
the religionist that asks for laws and po
licemen. to help him to help God to make 
men religious. By force to make men 
keep the Sabbath, to be temperate, to be 
good. Where is God that he cannot and 
does not protect his own work ? Does 
he rule. Then let him rule. If he wants 
Sunday kept in a certain way, it will be 
so kept. If a few self elected counsel
ors of the Almighty want it kept in a 
certain way there is tyranny. Tyranny 
always implies force. That any external 
power is necessary to carry any law in
to effect, that any external force is nec
essary to maintain any organization, 
shows that there is an absence of God’s 
desire, and God’s will. It is a man-made 
ordinance that needs this support. Do 
you trust God? Where? If in your 
own soul then you will trust him in ev
ery soul.
This trust in Self is Self-government 
and therefore God-government. Toward 
this is the race unfolding. The brute 
man knows only external force. As he 
develops manhood, he depends more and 
more on God in the soul. When man 
has sluffed off the animal entirely, he is 
Self-governed.
Utimately there will be only self-govern
ment. In the present conditions of half
developed manhood, the present church
es, altars, rites and statutes, are as nec
essary to man as the first leaves and 
shoots to the plant. When Humanity 
tree fruits, it will bear only self-govern
ed men. Says Whittier in regard to 
present credial conditions:— 
Suffice it now:—In times to be

Shall holier altars rise to thee
Thy Church our broad Humanity!
The Voice said to Longfellow:—
“Look into thine heart and write:
Yes, into Life’s deep shrine.”
So does the Voice say in words of Jesus: 
“Let the soul write, let the light shine!’’ 
Whose Heart? Whose Light? Whose 
Sottl ? Thine—liiitic. Thus trusting and 
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In the mud and scum of things, 
There alway, alway something sings. —Emerson
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letting do I mind my business and do 
my work. By living as the light within 
directs, I am one with God, am doing 
my whole work. Am minding my entire 
business when I let that which I am 
shine in my thoughts, my words and 
acts. Liberty of expression is necessary 
that I may let. I cannot be free if I 
would impose my will, my thought, or 
even my wish, upon another.
As I trust God in myself, I must trust 
him in my fellows. Trust will lead me 
to do right by my fellows, no matter 
what they do to me. I shall always have 
from the innner wisdom the guidance I 
need no matter where I am or what may 
be done to me. I shall know that as God 
is in me, so Wisdom is in me to direct, 
and Power i.s in me to do. In all condi
tions I shall never question whence these 
conditions come but shall rejoice in them. 
Never ask how to meet, for I shall know 
I am wisdom and power to meet them. 
And I shall so meet them as to constant
ly rejoice, even in what otherwise would 
be tribulation.
This trust manifests in Peace. Always 
peaceful because always trustful.
We are not so now: are not so all the 
time. But we have seasons of peace. 
These seasons grow more frequent and 
last longer. When they are not pres
ent. I affirm:—“I trust! I love! I am!" 
They come back. Sometime, and that is 
how. I reach that “Calm condition where 
I neither wish nor will!” by enjoying 
being, doing and letting in consciousness 
of Unity.

But oftener,
When I am very still,
Deep in my heart I feel a sudden thrill;

A messenger
From the Unseen signals, and would confer.

Some day, I know,
That Presence will appear—
Too high to reach, too beautiful to fear.

My songs I owe
To a strange sign it made me long ago.

—Elsa Barker.

******************************
♦ > AFFIRMATIONS > ♦ 
******«*****»«**«-»**«**««««*** 
“Forgive as I forgive.”
How shall I do to my brother?
Even as ye would that he should do to 
you !
How shall I act toward my brother 
when he deceives me ?
As ye would have him act to you.
When my brother harms me shall I re
turn the blow ?
When he smites on one cheek turn ye 
that he may smite the other also !
When he steals from me, shall I prose
cute him ?
If he takes thy cloak, give him thy coat 
also !
Divine Love, why should I do this?
Because thy brother is thyself and in do
ing unto him in Love you are showing 
Divine Love to thyself.
Why not return like for like?
Love beareth all things.
Why not make him pay for what he has 
taken from me?
Love fulfilleth the Law.
Whj- not put off to a future time the set
tlement ?
Now is the accepted time!
Why forgive?
What right has thou even in thought to 
judge ?
O Divine Love! I ask thee to forgive as 
I forgive! Why do I thus pray?
Only within thyself is condemnation and 
forgiveness.
I forgive then, O Divine One!
Then thou are forgiven!
I feel a Peace steal upon me!
It is the Peace of a Soul at rest within. 
I have found it !
Peace comes from cleansing myself 
from all condemnation of my brother.
I love him all the better because he needs 
love, living in the thought of evil.
In this cleansing of myself I find rest.
It is the rest promised to those that 
—“Come!”
I COME ! I take thy yoke. I bear thy 
burdens !
All is easy and I am PEACE.
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Obstruction is but virtue’s foil. 
The stream impeded has a song.

—Ingersoll
130

At The Court House Door
No, no, I don't defend him;

You needn't, sir, be afraid;
Of course he's bad, and he broke the laws, 

And they’ve got to be obeyed;
But I can’t help kind of thinking,

1 beg your pardon, squire,
If we had a start like him

We mightn’t got much higher 1
“So poor?” ’twan’t that, twan’t that, sir.

A home may be awful bare,
And keep some kind of quiet

And show of comfort there;
But when it’s all dirt and disorder—

I never saw such a place—
And you see folks said ’twould’t always be, 

Because it was in the race.
And it had been so, that’s true, sir,

His father was very bad,
And the poor boy looked some like him,

And ’twas all against the lad.
Folks wouldn’t allow that anything good 

Could come of such a stock;
Kind folks they were, too, in everything else, 

But here as set as a rock,
They wouldn't employ him to labor,

They didn’t want him around,
There were plenty of nice young fellows, 

That needed work, to be found.
And his mother, she was a drunkard,

And that was against him, too;
And so no home, no comfort,

And nothing to get to do.
O, well, folks always expected—

His poor old father, you see—
’Tis curious how their figures

And the way he went agree.
But I've thought a good deal about it,

And I’ve kind of made it out,
That the way to bring up a fellow

Isn't just to kick him about.
I don’t think much of talking,

And I haven't much to say;
But the better you use a creature

The more you will get for pay.
And we who have had our chances,

And friends to give us a lift,
H'on't be too hard on this one

That the town had set adrift;
For if the neighbors had took him,

■■Ind tried to help him along,
You see, it may be, brother,

He hadn’t gone quite so wrong.
—Anonymous.

¿to*
What we call actual “Sense” is perception of 
the Soul—a perception which cannot be lim
ited to things merely material, inasmuch as 
it passes beyond outward needs and appear
ances, and reaches to causes which create 
those outward needs and appearances.— 
—Marie Corelli.

After Sensation, What? Thought.
Silent we stand when feeling most.—Byron. 
Emotions are the masters, the intellect the 
servant.—Herbert Spencer.
There is an autonomous life of feeling, inde
pendent of the intellectual life, and having its 
cause below.—Ribot.
Desire precedes intellect in infancy and sur
vives it in old age.—Paul Deussen.
He hath made of one blood all nations of 
men to dwell on all the face of the earth. 
He giveth to all life and breath to all things. 
They should seek the Lord, if happly they 
might feel after Him for He is not far from 
any one of us, for in Him we live and move 
and have our Being.—Paul (Acts 17).
We have only to indulge a few moment’s 
rest, and immediately we become aware that 
our mind is peopled by a motley crowd of 
phantoms. . . Where does it all come 
from? Yet a moment more, and we see that 
the crowd is not a random one, but that it is 
inspired and given form by the emotions, the 
feelings, the desires, lying deep and half hid 
den within. . . Feeling (or desire) lies be
neath. Thought is the form which it takes as 
it comes into the outer world.—Edward Car 
penter in "The Art of Creation."
The atoms of the body were once nebulae, 
then rock, then loam, then com, then chyme, 
then chyle, then blood; and now the behold
ing co-energizing mind sees the same refining 
and ascent of the third (seventh or tenth pow
er of daily accidents which the senses report, 
and which makes the raw material of knowl
edge. It was sensation; when memory came, 
it was experience; when mind acted, it was 
knowledge; when mind acted on it, as knowl
edge, it was thought—Emerson in "Poetry 
and Imagination.”
The only foundation for Science, Phil
osophy. and Metaphysics, is feeling. All 
reasoning arises in the one common 
phenomenon of sensation. Whence tilts 
feeling? Whence this common experi
ence of all forms of life? It arises from 
the ONE in whom we live and move 
and have our BEING. Paul shows that 
he was very near the confines of mod
ern science when he says: "If haply they 
might feel after Him and find Him. 
though He is not far from any one of 
us."
Would we know anything, we must feel 
after it. Until found in feeling, we do 
not possess it. Accepted opinions are 
those some one has felt out and we taKv> 
them without feeling. When they oc
casion feeling in us, we begin to know.
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Truth for Authority, No Authority for Truth.
—Lucretia Mott

From feeling all Truth comes and to 
feeling all Truth tends, and in feeling all 
Truth ends. All Human Feeling is 
Love in greater or less degree. Who 
would understand the Science of Mind 
and the Science of Mental Healing must 
master this sentence:—Front, though 
and in feeling, Truth originates, works 
and ends.
Truth is recognition and transfusing of 
sensation into thought. Truth is Life 
transformed through sensation into con
sciousness. What Life is, Truth is. 
What Life is, Sensation is. Sensation is 
not merely a bodily condition. Let us 
use terms in this science as we use heat 
and light and sound in ordinary physics, 
to signify both the motion from withgX 
and the effect within. A standard work 
on physics gives this definition of heat: 
“Heat is either a sensation or that wnich 
produces sensation.”
My International Dictionary gives this 
peculiarly twisted definition of heat: 
“The sensation produced on bodies by 
the near approach of heat in excess of 
that in the body.” Still I ask, what IS 
heat in the body? I have no better from 
any authority than this: “A mode of 
motion.” And this is false for it is not 
heat until the vibration is changed to 
feeling. I do not feel heat; I AM 
HEAT. Why? Because I am feeftng 
and heat is feeling. Heat is not some
thing outside me. It is I. In dealing 
with heat, the scientist is dealing with 
feeling, and with those vibrations that 
cause me to recognize that I am that 
feeling which I call heat.
This point is important and will help 
to an understanding of all Affirmations, 
and will reveal the significance of the 
work NOW is doing in being the only 
journal in the world that is entirely de
voted to Affirmation and the only one 
that shows its science and significance. 
The Soul is ALL. There is outside the I 
AM nothing but that infinitude of Vi
brations which combined make L’ntver« 
sal Energy. I am conscious of all that 
which Vibration awakens into expres
sion. When I say, "I feel heat, I see

131

light, I hear music,” I place heat, light 
and sound outside myself; but they are 
not outside,—they are manifestations of 
my SELF. I am Heat, Light, Sound, 
and I am all that I can affirm of Infin
ity-
In saying "Heat, Sound, Light,” I am 
simply naming sensations awakened m 
me by something without my conscious 
Self and, for want of some better hy
pothesis science today says—“Vibration 
—Modes of Motion.” Motion in What? 
In Something. There our investigation 
ends.
I am INFINITE in every direction of 
feeling. Since thought is but feeling 
transformed, it follows that I am in
finite in Thought. Feeling awakening 
in the soul before it is transformed into 
thought, we call Desire. I am already 
that- which I desire. I have only to 
manfiest that which I AM.
Thus are we led to say: Sensation is 
either an effect on the Soul or is that 
bodily condition which produces this ef
fect. Never an effect without a cause 
and never a cause without an antece
dent cause. Never in philosophy will 
ultimate cause be reached. I have 
shown this in “The Ultimate of Power.”* 
Where lies sensation ? In Soul; in the 
Real Man; in Mind. When Sout is 
awakened by a touch from witnout, it 
responds by an outward motion — an 
e-motion. We are feeling. Feeling is 
Soul manifesting its Power of Recogni
tion. When one feels, then and not till 
then, does Life in him manifest its la
tent possibilities of Self-Consciousness. 
Expression is the out-motion from Soul 
in response to the in-motion. This in
motion is Vibration from the Universal, 
from the Absolute, from that which is 
Not-Me, upon the individual, the special, 
the Me. It is God all the way, but from 
Me to God, and from God to Me is the 
motion from circumference to center, and 
from center in response to circumfer
ence. Only thus does Soul, which is a 
center, know its SELF. By the awak-

*See "Man's Greatest Discovery.”
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All outward wisdom yields to that within, 
Whereto no creed nor canon holds the key.

—Bayard Taylor

ening of latent God-forces in Itself, 
through this vibration in the Universal, 
does Soul come to know its Individual
ity. It senses (or feels) and says: "I 
am.
By thus realizing SELF, it becomes an 
independent ego—a center of God m 
God. Out from the undifferentiated, out 
from the Absolute, the ONE thus cen
tered is able to say I AM. God has 
evolved into individual expression. IN 
GOD! These two words mean much in 
this science. There is no separation. 
God is indivisible. Each “I” is an indi
vidual center with all the Absolute for 
its circumference. Therefore all that 
which the Absolute is, I AM. The ab
solute finds individual expression in Me. 
I cannot want.
To consciousness, the Absolute is only 
sensation. I feel IT. The IT that feels 
is the indivdual Ego. The IT which is 
felt is God, the Absolute. This feeling ts 
but a response to the thrill that IT 
sends to me. I call that thrill in the 
Absolute, vibration. As IT affects me, 
I name the sensations, and because oth
ers have felt the same they know what I 
mean. They know me only as they 
know themselves—FEEL ME IÑ 
THEMSELVES. Thus is each man 
present in every other man. Thus can 
I say: I AM ALL MEN.
It is I—the Conscious Absolute—tnat 
feels. All feeling is one. Can we truly 
say that in any particular direction one 
man feels unlike any other? No! All 
notes on the same pitch are one. So al' 
feeling in different men, born of the 
same vibration, are one. In Hottentot 
or Californian, the burn of the fire or 
the fear of death is one.
It is in feeling alone that I can say: 
“My Father and I are one!" God is to 
the Human Consciousness only feeling. 
Whether conscious or sub-conscious, 
Soul is ONE with all that is, because it 
vibrates with all that is as a part of all 
that is.
This Oneness is to the conscious man of 
secondary importance. He learns by re
alizing Unity that he is one with POW

ER. Learns that Power is differentiat
ed in and through him into millions of 
manifestations. The Power which he 
subconsciously is, he is to awaken into 
conscious activity and to DIRECT it. 
Were Power conscious, it would say: “I 
and Man are one!” Then Man would 
be of importance to God, but to himself 
nothing.
But Power is not conscious of its own 
existence. IT is. What shall we name 
IT? Whatever Human Consciousness 
can conceive for the best. The old He
brew called IT “The Eternal." Eternal 
what ? Eternal Possibility. It is ever 
potential, never actual. God is poten
tial, things the actual. God is Power, 
Man is Expression.
Realizing this, it is clear that, in Unity, 
1 am the important part. I am The 
One in God. I am the Center through 
which God manifests. I, because I am 
self-conscious, direct my expression and 
thus, when I realize that I am power to 
be directed, I do direct the manifesta
tions of God in me. I thus become Fate. 
Thus I am that which Emerson, in the 
line I have called the mightiest man ev
er wrote, calls Conscious Law:—“And 
Conscious Law is King of Kings.”
“God and I are One,” and the impor
tant One in this Unity is the Human Ex 
pression of Soul, for this expression di
rects into conscious expression the Pow
er in which it lives, moves and has in
dividuality. It is this fact that makes 
mental healing and all other forms of 
mental expression possible. For Feel
ing being a manifestation of the Abso
lute, without individuality there can be 
no recognition of it by another Ego. 
Feeling is Vibration, as are vibrations 
from the sun a million of miles from 
earth. These vibrations in the subcon
scious, which is the Absolute, are not 
feeling—but reaching the individual 
they awaken feeling—which is but con
sciousness of their presence. When they 
touch a human center they are trans
formed into feeling. Vibrations in God 
have no expression until they touch the 
centre which I. the Ego, am. ¿Slip recog-
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The deeper I drink of the cup of life the sweeter it grows.
—Julia Ward Howe
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nition of this touch is thought. I Think! 
This is the fact below all other facts. I 
feel, is of secondary importance to me. 
I think, is of secondary importance to 
God. Thinking gives me individuality. 
I feel with all men. I think alone. No 
man thinks as I do. 1 put my stamp 
upon feelings and they flow from me as 
from a center outward, and wherever in 
Unity they are, there am I. I am omni
present because I am a center from 
which thought goes outward and where 
thought is, there am I.

TVo Foreknowledge
“I received the April number of NOW and 
am charmed with its contents. I cannot yet 
grasp the idea—'there is no more fore-knowl
edge in the one mind than there is in the 
new born babe.’ It seems to me that there 
must have been a plan originally and every
thing was working through evolution up to 
the Divine Man.”—MRS. E. M. I., Sew Zea
land.
I am not surprised that, owing to all 
previous opinions about the Universal, 
that you do not for sometime see the 
fact that the Absolute, under whatever 
name you may call IT, has only a back
ward look, and that is through ITSELF 
AS MAN. “And God said, ‘Let there 
be Light,’ and there was light!” said the 
ancient author, realizing that whenever 
the Creative Power he worshipped 
throught, the thing was done. For In
finity to think would make it no longer 
Infinite, but finite. Only limitations— 
finiteness—can plan and work up to it. 
To P>E infinite, and know, is for it to 
BE in expression that which it Knows. 
Fore-knowledge in God would cause IT 
to manifest all IT knows. MAN does 
this. God could do no less. Says Whit
tier :—

“Who fathoms the Eternal Thought,
Who talks of scheme and plan?

The Lord is God, he needeth not
The poor device of Man !”

But the Quaker poet little understood 
the limitations that follow the lack ot 
this scheme and plan, in the one One Ab

solute Substance from which all things 
and conditions proceed, as from the 
child, all the manifestations of Man pro
ceed. The child has no plan. It acts. 
So the Aboslute in obedience to the urge 
of Creative Evolution acts, and the ex
ternal universe is the result. Emerson 
saw all this when he said, in "Self-Re
liance”:—“It must be that when God 
speaketh he should communicate, not 
one thing, but all things; should fill the 
world with his voice; should scatter 
forth light, nature, time, souls, from the 
center of the present thought; and new 
date and new create the whole.”
The Absolute must work absolutely; the 
Infinite must work infinitely. In our 
ideas of God we are anthropinorfic; we 
make him manlike—and limit him to 
Man’s ways of expression, forgetting 
that Man IS God as one expression, ev
en as sun and sunset are other expres
sions. God did not know that he was 
sun and sunset, till he found himself 
thus expressing. Neither did he know 
he was Man, till he found himself “I 
AM!” through a human brain. Any 
other god is not God, but is A god; 
manufactured out of the Absolute God 
by, and for the gratifying of human lim
itations. Let GOD be God. Do not 
shear him of the Locks of Power and In
finity by making Him work as Man 
works.
Henri Bergsen says:—“Nature is more 
and better than a plan in course of re
alization. A plan is a term assigned to 
a labor: it closes the future whose form 
it indicates. Before the evolution of 
life, on the contrary, the portals of the 
future remain open wide. It is creation 
that goes on forever in virtue of an in
itial movement.” Plan closes evolution. 
Think of this. Also the two words 
“Initial movement" are imporant. That 
is all there is from monad to Man, a 
"Movement.” Creation started and had 
no determined end, any more than wa
ter, which is a movement, had a deter
mined end when it is given its initial 
movement by gravity at top of mountain. 
It will go till it is stopped.
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I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable Sold.

i34
—W. C. Henley

Under The Redwood»
San Francisco, July 20.
It was a delightful R. R. journey, for at 
night I passed the hot portion of the way 
and had the Syskiyou region during the 
day. Beautiful mountains. Wonderful 
the engineering, thus to wind in and out, 
but all the time up, till the summit was 
reached. Sometimes we saw the rails 
three lines of them below us, and then 
later,- three lines of them above us. Once 
we tunneled under as we descended the 
hills we had climbed up. What cannot 
the Mind—the Universal Mind as Man 
—do? Who shall place a limit?
All the engineering skill of the ages ac
cumulated in the Sub-conscious, did 
this work. Beginning with the un- 
foldment in the first subterranean 
habitation primitive man made, the One 
Mind has been coming into conscious
ness of Itself. This is the present re
sult of God’s Evolution into conscious
ness of Himself. What will it be in the 
next million years? If we cannot im
agine, why set a limit to what the “I” 
as myself can do ? Away with all specu
lations that end in limitation. In imag
ination live now as God's Expression. 
Enjoy immortality now! Enjoy the 
sense of the limitless I AM now. This 
I affirmed as we descended the moun
tains and came into view of the won
derful Shasta, California’s symbol of 
place and power. We had crossed the 
line between the states sometime before. 
So did I thrill with thoughts of Home 
that had I been delayed on my way now, 
I felt that like a little child denied its 
promised pleasure, I would cry, but 
when Shasta spoke to me of poise and 
power I recited Whittier's hymn and 
found peace:—
Amidst these glorious works of thine, 
The solemn minarets of pine,
And awful Shasta’s icy shrine,— 
Where swell thy hymns from wave and gale, 
And organ thunders never fail,
Behind the cataract’s silver veil,— 
Our puny walls to Thee we raise 
Our poor reed-music sounds thy praise:— 
Forgive, O Lord, our childish ways!”
Ah! soon, amid the "solemn minarets’’ 
of my Redwood Grove I would build to 

Truth still more awful shrines of Love 
and Reverence and Thankfulness, for I 
had been so happy away, and was so 
happy in returning. In it all I had re
alized God's Hand in the hand of my 
Brother, and in the leading of the Spir
it. I could only soul-sing:—
Gudie me still, Thou Great Jehovah! 
Pilgrim through this sunny vale.
Thou art great, I am thy image, 
In me thy Love shall never fail.
Tis not in any hymn book, but I have as 

good a right to write my hymn as Watts 
or Wesley. So soul-singing, I came to 
Shasta Springs, where this same Hand 
pours from soda springs refreshing wa
ters. O, every step of the way it was 
God’s Hand! Never more so than on 
this last day home. I saw how it had 
been, and still was, and knew it would 
ever be. I slept the last night to awak
en as we were on the ferry in Vallejo. 
As I passed into the crowd at Ferry 
Station in City some one touched me and 
to my surprise David was there. I had 
not expected him; but having told him 
the train by which I’d arrive he came 
down in hopes of meeting. Here was 
God’s hand again. Jolly, but I was glad! 
Boy again and at Home!
I found all ready for me. David had 
well attended to all my business matters 
in the city. A few days here to fit into 
the groove again of business, then leav
ing the city home in charge of a kind 
friend, Dave and I started for our re
spective homes for a vacation. He goes 
to San Luis Obispo, and I to Glenwood. 
Wonderful the manifestation of Mind, 
that has sent such co-workers, and into 
whose hands I could leave my affairs and 
find them going as well apparently as if 
I had been there. Not one of 11s is real
ly important in the world's affairs. When 
we step down and out, another steps 
in and civilazation goes on the same. 
"Thong the individual withers, yet the 
world is more and more," declares Ten
nyson. Here I found it true.

As I arrived at Glenwood, I found 
the same beautiful scenery all along that 
three mile drive. Herschell.seemed as 
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Trust thyself! Every heart vibrates to that iron string.
—Emerson

if I had but left him for a day, as he 
greeted me as I alighted from the cars. 
As we drove up to the hotel door it 
seemed as if I had but just left. All had 
been doing their work well. All was 
happiness just as I had left it nineteen 
months before. MIND—Love—knows 
neither time nor space. I had not been 
away.
Sam had changed because he had fast
ed and reduced his weight, and was 
proud of the results of his self-denial.
Leona had retained all that enthusiasm 
for Truth, that has ever made her a will
ing co-worker, and Margaret, after a 
winter and spring in Kansas had just 
returned with renewed love for Califor
nia and the Redwoods and the work.
My welcome was as if I had not been 
away. Strange that we had all grown 
the same in Truth. So often friends 
grow apart. But every friend I had 
made elsewhere only showed the home 
richness to me. Why fear that Love 
will run dry, because one loves another? 
Love requires constant expression and 
the more friends, the warmer the love 
for each. I come home laden more rich
ly than Caesar from his wars. My spoils 
are hearts I love and hearts that love 
me. Emerson tells me:

The sense of this world is short,—
Long and vigorous its report,—

To love and to be loved.
Men and gods have not outlearned it;
And, how oft so ’ere they’ve turned it,

Not to be improved.
On this tenth day of August I write 
this for September NOW, under the 
Redwoods where I so often while away 
imagined myself to be, and yet I am 
the same as when I wrote the Notes all 
along the line. I am the same I. I re
alize now the impotency of externals up
on man’s inspiration, health or happiness. 
I have only what I bring with me, and I 
have all that I have had every where I 
have been. It seems to me that the only 
thing or condition I ask for hereafter is 
opportunity to give Truth and to have by 
me those I love. Trees, sun, sky, birds, 
flowers, all are nought if friends and

I3S

their thoughts, and my thoughts, of them, 
are not with me in love. My morning 
Lessons are my habitation; all the rest 
seems but the shell. Sometime the shell 
will break, and I’ll be free and live the 
life of gods, and happy thought, the life 
of men! And why not b<w? Yes; I 
live it now for I affirm with Walt— 
"Nothing external to me hath power ov
er me!” And here, NOW-reader— 
Lover, companion, friend—we meet in 
spirit and are One in Mind, in Love, in 
Truth. Every day as I rest, in this ham
mock and think what to say to you; as 
I write in the shadow of these trees; as 
I love where sun shines, and birds sing 
and where all Nature has made for her
self the finest of all climates I have 
found; I think in love for you, with you, 
and send through YOU my thoughts in
to the world, to become part of its at
mosphere and to be a silent working 
force in the Sub-conscious life of the race. 
Thus do we all join the choir immortal, 
and will ever find our reincarnation in 
the lives of all future generation while 
we still unfold our individual expression 
AS the One mind forever.
“Forever with the Lord! Amen so let it be! 
Life from the dead is in that word! ’Tis im

mortality !
Here in the body pent apart from Him I roam 
But nightly pitch my moving tent a day’s 

march nearer home!”
I can use these words of Montgomery, 
favorites with Theodore Parkes, but I 
mentally translate them into:
Here in my Consciousness 
Ever with Him I roam.
And daily pitch my moving tent
In dearer love of Home.
AUGUST 20.
Oh! But it is good to lie here in my 
hammock and really rest. A hard tussle 
has it been to forget all the work that 
has piled up while I was away, but, 
pshaw! it is all fiction now. I see that I 
have allowed tomorrow to usurp today, 
and no wonder I find myself tonight 
weary with attempting the impossible. 
Now I’ve come back from the Unknown 
and in the Known I rest. I know I am. 
I know I am in this hammock. I know 
I am in this grove where so many times
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I am not fighting my fight: 
I am singing my song.

136

I’ve imagined myself to be and now I 
command:—“Henry Harrison, rest!” 
Twilight deepens. In the hush is so 
peaceful I am finding myself. I have 
looked at the "Emerson tree,” com
mencing at the root and studying every 
foot till I lost myself in the blue space 
above. Did I sleep? I don't really 
know! I have taken no note of time, ev
en of its loss. It might as well have 
been a thousand years as one moment 
for such growth and awakennig have I 
had. Yes! I AM! Such a Hood of 
thankful emotion comes over me be
cause I am. Yes, this I is Henry Har
rison with all his weaknesses, faults, sil- 
linses, mixed with all the opposite. This 
makes me. the I, I am. So as in this 
quiet I lie rejoicing, I am recalled to 
the external consciousness by a tree 
toad, down by the creek, and, then, I 
hear the cricket’s chirp. I hear the phon
ograph from the Hotel; night birds with 
call are abroad and make the silence 
more deep. And all this has been and 
I, shut in the closet of meditation, have 
not heard.
“Swing low, sweet chariot,” if you will 
but in vain you tempt me, this hammock 
and this grove are enough for me. 
“Trust no future howe’er pleasant” my 
poet says. No future holds more than 
Now. For a while I’ll still rest and 
watch the stars through the redwood 
boughs and dream I’m already in heav
en. Guess I am, for here come all the 
friends I met while on mv tour, and I 
am having classes and lectures. Strange 
that I can talk in so many places and on 
so many themes at once? Alone? How 
can I be with all these? I wonder, did 
any one ever before have such a crowd 
of friends as I to welcome him Home. 
“Swing low. sweet chariot” of memory, 
and let me grow stronger still in Love 
and Truth.” The hammock gently 
swayed and I heard a footstep and Her- 
schell came through the grove and I re
alized it was bedtime. Stars had Ion? 
been jumping from the tops of the trees 
into the Great Beyond whither I in sleep 
had followed them again.

—Archie L. Black

Power Of One Person*» Will Over 
Another**—A Myth

Are you aware to how great an ex
tent the fear of evil thought, the fear 
of being under the will of another is 
prevalent now and how great the amount 
of unhappiness, sickness and sorrow that 
one false idea is creating? I have 
known it before but it needed my ex
perience on my tour to bring it still 
more vividly to my consciousness. In
sane asylums, private sanitariums, hos
pitals, and homes without number con
tain the victims of this fear. I have long 
been conscious of the need of education 
here. The pleas, “Some one has his 
mind upon me,” “Some evil thought 
from some person affected me,” “Some 
malicious emanation poisoned me,” 
“Some one has his will upon me,” 
“Some one hypnotised me,” are all in 
their effect terrible errors. Were it pos
sible that one will could control anoth
er : for evil thoughts to influence anoth
er, this universe would be a pandemo
nium of conditions worse than Dante’s 
hell. It is not true. There is not the 
slightest fact in experience, in sci
ence, nor a phase of philosophy that 
gives encouragment to that belief. It is 
held this day as a remnant of the be
lief in the “evil eye” and in witchcraft. 
It remains in this scientific age as many 
omens remain, as many of the old be
liefs concerning the influence of the 
moon remain. Once al! insane persons 
were because the moon made them so— 
“Luna-tics.” The old wives’ soap did 
not come, because it was bewitched, she 
started in the wrong time of the moon. 
The beans ran to vines because planted 
in the wrong time of the moon. No 
matter how many times scientific farm
ing disallows the bean story, and chem
istry the soap story, still we hear it 
among those who live in the past. So 
no matter how many times the truth is 
proven that only one's own thoughts, 
one's own will, can control him, still this 
belief is used as a scapegoat by those 
who wish to shift responsibility from 
their own shoulders to thpse of another.
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Minute a man stops looking for trouble, happiness looks for him.
—Irving Bachelor

The old idea of Hypnotism is as false as 
the old idea of lunacy. And the idea of 
evil thoughts, as false as that of witch
craft ; and the idea of “malicious eman
ations" as false as that of a personal 
devil going about influencing people.
To disabuse minds from these errors 1 
wrote “Not Hypnotism, but Sugges
tion." A book for missionary work. 
My eastern trip has taught me that it is 
a needd book. I can do nothing better 
for my fellows than to keep it in circu
lation. Now I make this offer. All 
Subscribers for 1912, who have not paid 
up, who will pay up before Dec. 1, and 
send their subscription for 1913. will re
ceive a copy of this book free. I do this 
with the expectancy that they will use it 
as a missionary—a besom—to sweep 
away the error of this belief of evil 
thoughts, evil powers, evil emanations, 
from the human mind. This paragraph 
from the "Introduction" gives a little 
key to its philosophy.
“The object of this book is to remove all mys
tery from hypnotism, to cause these phe
nomena to be considered as natural and nor
mal as are the functions of everyday labor, 
and. by so doing, to prepare the way for a 
clear understanding of the Principle of Sug
gestion. . . . Ignorance of Cause, gives 
birth to the belief that hypnotic phenomena 
are caused by one person having the will of 
another in thrall. No person can thus en
slave another. No person was ever so en
slaved. These phenomena are the work of 
the person who manifests them.”
The book will be sent postpaid on re
ceipt of 25c.

Emerton On Mental Science
Mrs. Eddy taught her first student in 
1870. Emerson in his “Journal" for 1840 
wrote the following, and it is the germ 
cell of all later mental healing. That 
germ can be traced in philosophers back 
through him to forgotten ages:
It is marvelous how this American Seer not 
only anticipated in the words of Prof. Tyn- 
dal, "Every scientific discovery of the age.” 
but he also anticipated every social and econ
omic discovery. He expresses Universal 
Mind for the race. Here are his words on 
page 428 of the edition of Journals for 1838- 
1840,” published by Houghton, Miffin Com
pany and edited by his son. Boston, 1911.
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“Practical faith we have not. Let us believe 
in unity until our actions are united. Let 
us not believe, as we do now, in means and 
medicines, but in our actions recognize that 
the world flows ever from the Soul, and in
stead of attacking the toothache or the dys
pepsia, or any other symptom, raise the aim of 
the man—and toothache and indigestion, 
cramp and croup, pain and poverty, will dis
appear in troops, as now in troops these cal
amities come.
It makes no difference what a saintly soul eats 
or drinks; let him eat venison or roots; let 
him drink champagne or water; nothing will 
harm him or intoxicate or impoverish him: he 
eats as though he eats not. drinks as though 
he drank not. But we are skeptics over our 
dinner-table and therefore our food is nox
ious and our bodies fat or lean. Looking at 
means and not at grand ends, being in our ac
tion dis-united, our bodies have come to be 
detached from our souls, and we speak of 
our health.”

J» J»
We come to this: Life is all one thing. There 
is but One Life in the universe. That Life is 
the Healing Power. We share it. Our 
share depends on conditions, some of which 
are under our control. But we could not be 
sharers unless in connection with the Source, 
as the hydrant could not share the stream 
unless connected by pipes that reach the res
ervoir. Life, therefore,—our share of it,—is 
incomplete if the connecetions are incom
plete, if interrupted, impaired, obstructed. 
Sometimes the obstructions are physical, and 
can be removed by physical agents. If a 
dash of water in the face may recall me 
from a swoon, a dash of some inward appli
cation may be like the touch of a whip to a 
lagging organ or like a check to some over
excited function. The doctor and nurse 
know, or ought to know, the value of certain 
well-known remedies. Here is room for 
both science and art; and every true science 
or useful art is what religious men deem a 
gift of God and a cause for thanksgiving. 
The mechanical methods of the surgeon are 
as legitimate as those of the cabinet-maker 
or sculptor. All healing is divine. Often it 
is conditioned on the human use of means, 
and such means must belong to the divine 
order. — Prom a sermon on “The Healing 
Power” by Rev. C. G. Antes (Unitarian), 
Boston.

.*jt
“Maids of as soft a bloom shall marry

As Hymen yet has blessed.
And fairer forms are in the quarry

Than Phidias released. —Enwjo».

To be sad when there is opportunity for joy 
is as much a sin, for it is an enemy to life.— 
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I, grateful, take the good I find; 
The best of now and here.

138
—Whittier
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Am thinking of Sunday meetings in 
San Francisco soon.♦ * * *

Mr. Brown will be at the Mountain 
Home all October. Classes and Heal
ing his work there.

* * *
I have held my classes every day except 
Sundays since I came home. Shall 
probably continue them till last of Oc
tober.

* * *
Remember this is the October NOW. 
Two more issues and the Vol. closes.
To all New Subscribers I will send the 
November and December numbers. Old 
Subscribers can send new subscriptions 
with their renewal for 50c each.

* * *
This is Number 10 of Vol. 9. Quite a num
ber of old subscribers have not remitted for 
this volume. 1 have lovingly carried them. 
One dollar is not much in any one pocket, but 
when each will remit, it will be quite a sum 
in mine.

The earliest rain for over sixty years 
has washed the vegetation and the leaves 
look as if they were waxed for a fall 
parade. New vegetation is springing. 
O, if every one knew how beautiful 
these mountains and groves and vine
yards and even sand hills are they would 
soon leave the noisy paralysing cities and 
rush here. NOW, friends—COME! 
Enjoy! Live! Love and give thanks'* * *
Do you, California friends, wish a few 
lectures in your various cities this fall 
and winter? If the CALL is loud 
enough I will come on a few weeks 
tour! * * *
We have had a fair number of guests 
during the season. But October and 
November are delightful months with 
us. We will welcome all who come and 
—Think—GRAPES are ripe then, and 
fresh from the vines they are much 
more delicious than when picked half 
ripe and shipped to the city. Come and 
feast with us. * * *
Fruit is falling. Prunes are ripe, and 
this Sept. 10 Herschell is drying them. 
It is strange that prunes, one of the 
most delicious of all fresh fruits, are not 
for sale in the market. I enjoy them 
more than any other of our California 
fruits. It is meaty, sweet, and of deli
cious flavor. The plum is insipid beside 
it. * * *
I spent one day in Santa Cruz. It has 
improved much in the two years since 
my last visit. There has been a very 
busy tourist season. Its beauty and ad
vantages as a seaside summer resort arc 
becoming more known and transporta
tion now is easy and it is destined to ri
val any resort in the West. It is only 
eight miles from NOW Home to this 
city and beach. We have the rare ad
vantage enjoyed in only few sections of 
the glory of mountain and sea.
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I will not dream in vain despair 
The steps of progress wait for me. —Whittier
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Pretty College Romance Culminate» 
In Marriage
Miss Llulu Gale, of Chillicothe, Ill., and Dr. 
Ray M. Salter, of Williams, Cal., were unit
ed in the holy bonds of marriage Wednes
day, August 21st, at high noon, by Dr. H. 
Harrison Brown of Glenwood. The cere
mony took place not in a cathedral created by 
man, but one created by nature, one of the 
great towering redwoods, at the summer 
home of the bride, the Mrs. Ed. N. Ketchum’s 
place, near Glenwood, in the Santa Cruz 
mountains.
Only a few immediate relatives were pres
ent at the beautiful ceremony. The altar was 
banked with ferns and pine boughs, inter
spersed wtih roses. The bride wore a gown 
of crepe de chene, trimmed with shadow lace, 
and her veil hung from a Juliet cap, caught 
with natural orange blossoms. Her bouquet 
was a lilies of the valley and white roses. 
She is the only daughter of Mr. and Mrs. A. 
R. Gale, and arrived with her mother but n 
few weeks ago.
After the wedding a luncheon was enjoyed 
in the bungalow, and the happy couple start
ed off in their automobile to spend several 
days in and near the bay cities. They will 
make their home in Williams, Colusa Co., 
Cal.—Santa Cruz Sentinel, Aug. 22, 1912.
This was a most interesting occasion »or 
me. Mr. and Mrs. Ketchum are neigh
bors and the only New Thought family 
that I am aware of for miles around. 
The bride was their neice and the groom 
had recently settled in a good practice 
in California. Once they found the glo
ry and sacredness of “The Redwoods,” 
they decided that the vacation passed at 
the Aunt’s bungalow should be their 
mating time.
“No church so sacred as these groves,” 
remarked the Doctor. The lady said. 
“I could think of nothing but a cere
mony in this beatiful grove.” Only the 
family were present. Not a curious eye 
looked upon that which should always 
be considered too holy for any eye but 
those of the nearest and dearest.
Under a bower of ferns built between 
two redwoods six fet in diameter and 
250 feet high, while companion trees 
stood round as witnesses. The sun glit
tered through the branches, flecking the 
scene with light and shade. The wind 
gently sighed and all Nature was hushed 

as the vows that made one of two were 
uttered. God through the Silence said 
“Amen!” The symbol of that Omnipo
tence was in the trees ; of that Provi
dence that which promised seed-time and 
harvest was in the vine-clad hills and 
the Love that baptized us in the sun, was 
the symbol of the promise of that Home, 
which from this union should rise as one 
more pledge of the security of National 
freedom and honor. Naught else could 
come from this environment. Naught 
but peace can come to these two who 
lovingly and wisely chose that Grove for 
their marital pledge. The memory of its 
peace and the sense of the Divine Near
ness will ever be their Comforter in 
times of need.

Residence: Everett Apts. Phone Marshall962 
Office Phone Main 4713

THADDENS M. MINARD 
DIVINE TRUTH HEALER and TEACHER 

Office 64-65 Selilng-Hlrsch Bldg., 
Portland, Oregon

Office Hours 9:30 a. m. to 5 p. m. 
Services every Sunday, 11 a. m.; Thursdays, 

8 p. m.

A New Idea
A “Healing Treatment” in rhyme, by 
Henry Harrison Brown.
It is positively exquisite in expression, 
and profound in philosophy. One card 
will be mailed to any address for five 
cents. Three copies will be sent to one 
address for ten cents. Seven will be 
sent for 25 cents to one address. It is 
a most excellent missionary card tor 
you to order sent to your friends. Or
der from this office.

STUDY EMERSON
LEARN THE WHOLE TRUTH

LET US HELP YOU

THE EMERSON LIBRARY CO. 
“Emerson books and everything in 

magazines.*’
P. SPOKANE, WASH.

Google
O. BOX 2058
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There is no darkness but ignorance.
—Shakespeare.
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Mail Course in“TheArt of Living”
This Course is a condensation of the Course 
in Suggestion and is what it claims to be i. e. 
The key to Healing and Self-Development in 
all Spiritual Gifts. It is a purely scientific ap
plication of the Principles underlying the sys
tems of “Mental,” “Divine” and “Christian” 
Science, “The Emanuel Movement” and all 
other schools of Metaphysics. It practically 
covers the fundamental principles of science, 
the law of physics, and the dual manifestations 
of the one substance known as matter and 
mind. It deals with Vibration, Sensation, Sug
gestion, Personal Magnetism. Thought as a 
form of Energy, Telepathy, Clairvoyance, Men
tal Healing, How to be and to keep well, The 
healing power of Thought, Self-protection as 
sensitives, How to cultivate self-protection, 
Psychometry, Inspiration, etc., etc.
This Course includes 25 lessons, each bound 
separately, and may be ordered one at a time 
at 50 cents each, or $10 for the entire course. 
These lessons are the very best ever put out; 
you will agree with us when you see any one 
of them.
With each lesson as in the course in Sugges
tion the student may have a letter from Mr. 
Brown. The entire Course consists of 25 les
sons and 25 letters.

“NOW” Folk, Glenwood, Cal.

Leaves of Grass
BY

Walt Whitman
This is one of the books you should 
know. It’s poetry—but you’ll be inter
ested just the same. I will mail it to 
you for 65 cents.
I will get you any new thought book 
you want at the best price.
If you desire to read along certain lines 
and want a list of books recommended, 
I will furnish the list gratis.
Send, me your orders for books.

FOULDS Book Man
GLENWOOD, CALIFORNIA.

THE
Dr. C. O. Sahler

Sanitarium

For the treatment of Mental, Nervous 
and Functional Disorders. This is the 
only institution of its kind in America, 
established upon the PSYCHOLOGI
CAL METHOD OF TREATMENT. 
The latest addition to the institution is 
a large stone building, called “The 
House of Tech.”, in which are located 
the Sanitarium workshops for mental 
training and diversion. This, with the 
Lecture Hall, for entertainments and 
gymnasium work, and the out-door 
games, gives abundant recreation. The 
Sanitarium has none of the institutional 
features whatever, it reminds one ot a 
large inn. Most interesting literature, 
concerning Dr. Sahler, the Psycho-Ther
apeutist and Psycho-Telepathist, will be 
furnished gratuitously to any one writ
ing for the same.

The Dr. C. 0. Sahler 
Sanitarium

KINGSTON-ON-HUDSON, NEW YORK
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Take Teor Winter Vacation and Come and Rest imom? the Redwoods
IN THE SANTA CRUZ MOUNTAINS AT

"/VOW” FOLK MOUNTAIN HOME 
THREE MILES FROM GLENWOOD, CALIFORNIA 

where California’« finest combination of Climate, Scenery, Beauty, Flora and 
Comfort is found.

THE HOME IS 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. A fine winter climate.
THE MOUNTAIN HOME is also a Rest Home for those needing help. Mr. Foulds, 
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.

“NOW” FOLK CONDUCT A SUMMER 
SCHOOL OF NEW THOUGHT

From May 1 to Oct. 31, each year, at 
"NOW" Folk Mountain Home, 

Glenwood, Santa Cruz Co., Calif.
In addition to the advantages of mountain lo
cation, and life in the midst of the most beau
tiful scenery, where there are rambles, rec
reation and rest, we offer the advantage of 
study in, and practice of, the most advanced 
lines of metaphysics, in this school, conducted 
by a teacher who has no superior in the na
tion, Henry Harrison Brown, well known as 
lecturer and author of widely read books, as
sisted by Sam Exton Foulds, a superior teach
er and demonstrator in Suggestion, Telepathy 
and Psychic unfoldment, and by Miss Leona 
B. Chappell and Mrs. Margaret Winans, suc
cessful teachcers and healers.
The Course embraces instruction in Soul Cul
ture, Suggestion, Suggestive Therapeutics, Art 
of Living, Mental Science, Mental Healing, 
Present and Absent Treatments, Psychometry, 
Clairvoyance, Inspiration, Public Speaking, 
Composition and the Principles of Success.
There will be two-hour lessons each week day 
forenoon, and one hour each evening, leaving 
the afternoons free for the enjoyment of 
mountain life. No classes on Saturdays.
Mr. Brown’s books are the text books used. 
One day a week devoted to the study of 
Emerson.
Special classes arranged as desired.
Saturday evenings there is a Social in the hall 
with music, dancing, etc.
Day classes are held in “Emerson” grove of 
Redwoods, some of which trees are 250 feet 
high. The most perfect class room in the world. 
Terms for Lessons, $10.00 a month, $3.00 a 
week; payable in advance.

SUNDAY MEETINGS.
Sunday A. M., an address in grove by Mr. 
Brown.
Sunday Evening, an address in hall by Mr. 
Brown, Mr. Foulds or some transient speaker. 
These meetings are free to all who desire to 
attend.

Address, “NOW” Folk, Glenwood, Calif.

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.

Cliff Drive, Ocean Front,

SANTA CRUZ, CALIF.
MARY JANE HANLY

REG. BRITISH GRADUATE NUR8E

N. B.
NO IP is a good time to spend a few 
weeks or a month at “NOW” Home, 
the summer rush being over and the 
fall is beautiful here. Just drop a card to

SAM E. FOULDS,
Glenwood, Calif.
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BOOK FOR SICK PEOPLE
FREE -

NATURE’S OWN WAY OF HEALING DISEASE
By C. S. Carr, M. D., Editor of Columbus Medical Journal

There are many people who are sick and cannot get well. They have 
tried drugs, dieting, physical culture, electricity and various other remedies 
—still they remain sick. For this class of people this book will be found 
especially interesting. It outlines a course of treatment entirely different 
from the ones above enumerated and gives the invalid another chance for 
his life.

Chronic invalids of every sort, and especially those suffering from dis
eases of the blood, bones, nerves, mucous membranes, etc., ought to read 
this book. It is written in plain language so that every intelligent person 
can read it and understand it.

This book will be sent free for a limited time. In ordering the book a 
2-cent stamp should be enclosed to pay postage. Address

C. S. CARR, M. D., Station E., Columbus, Ohio.

Williamson
& Garrett

(Incorporated)

Grocers
TELEPHONE MAIN SEVEN

10, 12, 14, 16 PACIFIC AVENUE,
SANTA CRUZ, CAL.

MISS LEONA B. CHAPPELL 
Healer and Teacher of Mental Scienoe 

Treatments by Correspondence.
Address:

Glenwood, California.

FREE
A valuable SELF-Heallng 
Lesson now selling for 50 
cents will be sent FREE to 
all who enclose a two-cent 
stamp for postage. Address, 

EDWARD E. GORE
(Formerly Editor "Occult Truth Seeker") 

Box 77. Rutkin Florida

HOUDAY POST CARDS
are popular. Here are some New 
Thought ones. Why not send them 
freely to vour friends. No. i—Healing 
Treatment; No. 2—‘‘Christmas Greet
ing,” Mr. Brown's poem “Peace”; No.
3—“New Year’s Best Wishes”; Poem, 
“God’s Autograph.”
These are 5 cents each; 3 for 10 cents; 
7 for 25 cents. Sent unaddressed in en
velopes. With Good Cheer let them be 
your New Thought missionaries.
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LAUREL
The CROWN of SANTA CRUZ REDWOOD-CLAD 

MOUNTAINS
On Line S. P. R. R.

60 Miles to San Francisco
15 Miles to SEMPERVIRENS PARK.
15 Miles to SANTA CRUZ.

COTTAGES and CAMP LOTS FOR RENT AND FOR SALE 
Address:

F. A. HIHN & CO.
SANTA CRUZ 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
Not Hypnotism but Suggestion

By Henry Harrison Brown; pp., 6(>; 
3d edition; paper, 25c. 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 a textbook on 
Suggestion.

Concentration—The Road to Success

128 pages; finely bound in cloth, $1.00. 
Paper covers, 50 cents. Sent post free 
on receipt of price.
This is Mr. Brown’s latest book, pub
lished in 1907 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.

8elf Healing Through Suggestion

Mr. Brown’s latest book; 25c. The 
title tells you exactly what the book is. 
Plain, beautiful, helpful, artistic, pow
erful.
I want to thank you for the sunny vitalizing 
radiation of your book.—Lillian H'hiting. in 
private letter to author.

Dollars Want Me!

The New Road to Opulence, by Henry 
Harrison Brown; pp., 24; 10c. It ex
plains just what mental attitude to 
hold that will draw the Dollar. It will 
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 rea lize.’

How to Control Fate Through Suggestion

By Henry Harrison Brown; pp., 62; 
3d edition; paper, 25c. In Part I it 
deals with the Science and Philosophy 
of Life; in Part II 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., 60; 
3d edition ; paper, 25c. Six Soul Cul
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.

HENRY HARRISON BROWN
589 Haight Street San Francisco Cal.
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