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THE OPEN ROAD.

The Soul travels;

The body does not travel as much as the soul;

The body has just as great a work as the soul, and parts away at
last for the Journeys of the soul.

All parts away for the progress of souls;

All religion, all solid things, arts, governments,—all that was or is
apparent upon this globe or any globe, falls into niches, and
corners before the procession of Souls along the grand roads
of the universe.

Of the progress of the souls of men and women along the grand
roads of the universe, all other progress is the needed

emblem and sustenance.
—WALT WHITMAN.

viteed or (GO Sl@ NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



INVOCATION

A, zanias, Supreme Circulator for
| YE OrpeN Roab, at Pigeon-Roost-
in-Ye-Woods, do desire, request
and pray the Honorables “Hoba or
Hobo, whose eye meets this to dig

downwardly into his or her weaselskin, disannexing, re-
moving or abstracting therefrom the price of one dozen or
more of ye pretty red, white or blue, excursion tickets on
the Open Road, forwarding same with the quickness to the
Shrine, and when aforesaid tickets have been received to put
them soonly into the hands of friends—or enemies — for the
good of their Souls and the relief and joy of the workers at
Pigeon-Roost.

And I the above stated Chief Hobo, and Official Cir-
culation Prevaricator, do hereby guarantee and promise you
absolution from all the :ins (you have never committed)
also the blessings of the Brotherhood every New Moon,
and full freedom from Mental Dyspepsia ever after.

Do this to the Honor and Glory and Ease of your
Conscience, and that your days may be long in the land.

Amen--Ananias.

*Hoba is feminine for Hobo. See any Professor of Latin, Latin Prof., Ph.G.or V. S.
Horse Doctor.
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VoL. V JULY, 1910 No. 1

Bruce Calvert, Editor and Publisher

ROADSIDE CHATS.

OFFER no apology for being late with

the July number. This is merely by way
of explanation. One of the greatest joys in
writing this magazine is that I am not tied
up to any rules or dates. I am not obliged
to conform. I write only when I can’t help -
it, never because I ought to. And that’s the
only way friends ought ever to correspond.
Don’t write your comrade just because he
wrote last, and you imagine that you ‘‘owe”’
him a letter. A true friend doesn’t care
whether you ‘‘answer’’ his letter or not.
And by the same token he will write you a
dozen times if moved to do so, not even car-
ing for or expecting a pen and ink reply.
If you are on the same wire all messages
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THE OPEN ROAD

are answered anyway before they are writ-
ten, and if you are not on the same wire no
written statement can ever satisfy the heart.

I have a dear friend, in the penitentiary.
Never mind where or why. I don’t know
why myself. Don’t care. I only know that
it is for something which I myself might
have done under the same circumstances.
And I went to see this man. He writes me
once or twice a month regularly. Takes the
OPEN ROAD, and reads it and passes it on
to my other comrades in the prison. Laps-
ing for a moment into old habits of conven-
tionality, I began to apologize for not al-
ways replying to his letters promptly or cat-
egorically. So much to do—magazine to get
out—garden to look after—Ilectures to give
—this, that, and the other——when my friend
stopped me. Reaching his hand thru the
bars of his cell door, he said: ‘‘No more of
that, Bruce! Every copy of the magazine

is an answer to my letters. When I hear
2
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THE OPEN ROAD

the birds sing outside there in the trees, I
know that they are telling me the same story
they tell you at Pigeon Roost. They are
bringing me messages of love from you. Be-
tween friends there’s no such thing as obli-
gation in correspondence. There’s only un-
derstanding. And this doesn’t depend upon
pen and ink scratches. It’s the impulse of
the soul which knows no time nor distance,
nor places, nor things, but only love.”’
And I stood silent, ashamed and abashed.
My friend behind the steel rods had taught

me a lesson.
@ @ @

I am not even compelled to be correct in
my conclusions. I am permitted to make all
the mistakes I please. Open Roaders are in-
deed an indulgent family. If they cannot
accept what they see in the ’Zinelet they
charitably overlook my gyrations, which
they simply attribute to incomplete cerebra-
tion, and they know that I will catch up with

the truth in due time.
3
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A friend writes me to call my attention
to something I wrote two years ago, gently
intimating with that delightful candor some
kinds of friends have, that I am a turncoat
and a trimmer. ‘‘You said such and such
then, and now you say so and so. How’s
this for consistency, etc.?’”’

‘What the devil do I care what I may
have said or written two years ago, or one
year ago, or yesterday even? I hope I am
not thinking with the same brain cells I used
two years ago. I hope my horizon is broad-
er than it was then. Today is today. Suf-
fice that I speak the truth as I see it this
moment. That’s all T have to think of, and
I did not even take the trouble to look back
and see what it was I did say. I don’t care.
The past is of value only as it contributes
to the new impressions that fill our minds
today. It is merely the ancestor of the pres-
ent. And this harking backward to the dead

and buried past, this trying to square our-
4
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selves with something long gone by, is but
a phase of Ancestor Worship. We want
none of it. Your highest conception of life,
its privileges and possibilities, at this mo-
ment is all that you are responsible for. For-
. get the past. Ignore the future. Live today.

Make mistakes? Yes, surely. But what
of 1t? That is not unique. No man ever
lived whose life was not filled with varia-
tions from the line of truth. No man was
ever right all the time or even most of the
time. It’s enough in this life to be wholly
right once in awhile. I can go back over
the words and works of all the great teach-
ers and saviors of the past, and pick holes
in their philosophies big enough to throw
a dog thru. What of it? Are they any the
less sages or saviors for that? No, not at
all! They are merely human. And human
philosophies, and human religions, and hu-
man loves, are all that we can ever know
or understand.

5
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I am glad that Open Roaders belong to
the tribe of the Show Me. How could any
man write or speak to a bunch of kangaroos
who simply sat on their tails with open
mouths and closed minds, swallowing the
stuff without tasting it? There would be
no resistance, no stimulation. That’s why
preachers suffer so from dry rot and scale,
and why their creeds become moth-eaten and
maggotty. Their congregations swallow the
dope without thot. They give nothing back.
And the preacher goes dry. Blessed be the
Name of the Lord!

I love the roundheads who question
things. All I ask for or expect from my

flock of readers is that they give me credit
for being honest, for speaking what looks to
me like the truth at the moment. I want my
friends to keep up this questioning habit
now and forever, amen; to put all things to
the test of proof so far as possible, and to
nail fast to that onlv which can be success-
fully worked up into a beautiful life.
6
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The fact is, I’ve been off on another bat
—an intellectual one of course—and was
having such a rasping good time it was hard
to hit the tanbark for home.

First, to the yearly roundup of the Im-
mortals at Royeroft land. Here gathered
the great and the near great, the wise and
the otherwise, for the annual clambake and
Fourth of July regatta. Mostly dear souls
they came from everywhere, leaving dull
care at home, for a ten days’ spree.

Out on the peristyle we renewed old ties
of friendship and established new spiritual
contacts. We amended the constitution,
threshed out questions of state, and settled
our governmental policy for another year.

We met in daily sessions under the
spreading pines at Pigeon-Roost-across-the-
Creek, where I served samples of hot Pigeon-
Roost Pie, and where we discussed every-
thing from the nebular hypothesis to the

right of women to propose.
7
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We held speakers’ relief meetings at the
Spring, where forensic frills flowed freely
as the crystal waters out of the hillside, and
where the oratorical exhaust was worked up
into soul food.

We tramped thru the woods and up to
the farm, and—soft pedal, please—one love-
Iy afternoon we evaded the watchful eye
of the Fra, stole softly down to the creek
above the dam, and there, far from gaze pro-
fane, we shucked our footgear and had a
good old-time barefoot wade for a mile up
the creek and back. Talk about the physi-
cal degeneracy of the race! Not for a min-
ute. Nordau is dippy. There’s nothing in
it. Such a display of pulchritude I am sure
was never before seen in the scandalized wa-
ters of the turbulent Cazenovia. Not even
at Deacon Buffum’s annual bapsousing of
the saints and saintesses. Even the rippling
waters, when the first shock of surprise was

- over, ran in rapturous admiration after that
bevy of beauty (while they walked down
stream).

8
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And such fun! Well, it was a sight never
to be forgotten. Stiff-necked bankers and
brokers, fat physicians, high-browed profes-
sors, leather-lunged editors, and a broken-
winded preacher or two; high-stepping soci-
ety ladies from back bay, sweet maids, ma-
trons and widows, with schoolma’ams dainty
and demure, all turned children again. We
splashed and romped and roasted our feet
in the hot sand. The only fellow that made
any trouble was Cax Holmes, who insisted
upon going back to the Inn for his rubber
boots and mackintosh. But we waited till
we got him in a good deep place, and then
we disannexed him from his boots all right,
all right, while the gossamer went gaily
floating down with the tide. Cax was dis-
posed to start something at first, but we
paired him off with a gentle, matronly club
woman from San Francisco, where he was
forced to subdue his language to the hues
of the landscape, and all went well.

A tired, happy, bedraggled lot, we turned

9
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up at the Inn as the shades of evening drew
nigh. Hubbard saw us coming afar off, and
he swore by the whiskers of Bert Moses that
we were the most disreputable bughouse
bunch of hobos that ever came home to roost.
He even had the effrontery to blame me for
the disturbance. But I sang my titles clear
and felt no sense of guilt. All I did was
to strip and wade in, as is my habit when-
ever I see clean water. It wasn’t my fault
if all the rest followed. Now, was it?

Barring this little unpleasantness, my
stay at Roycroft was one glad sweet song.
Of course I deplore the misunderstanding
with the Fra. We have always been the
best of friends hitherto, and he had prom-
ised me a testimonial for my Renowned Hair
Generator. I suppose it’s all off now.

@ ¢ @

The moral of the incident is this, dear
friends. To be happy we have only to listen
to our intuitions. Go back to childhood.

Remain children always in our spontaneity
10
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and simplicity. Now, why can’t we live this
beautiful natural life every day? In our own
homes? To gain a few moments or a few
hours of freedom from cursed convention,
why must it be necessary to go off a thou-
sand miles from home and among strangers
to throw off the restraints that are crush-
ing the life and soul out of us among our
own neighbors? Be yourself, comrade. Noth-
ing else matters.
e @ @

Then there were daily and nightly pro-
grams of music and song and lectures in the
salon. The Fra always ready with his seem-
ingly limitless stock of canned goods when-
ever the fresh supply from visiting talent
ran short. Little Breeches sang her lovely
baritone songs with greater sweetness and
charm than ever before. What would a Roy-
croft Convention be without Jean? Brand
Whitlock, the young giant of the middle
west, came over from Toledo to tell us about
American Ideals. He’s a man filled with no-
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ble impulses and a great longing to help
humanity. Will that slender, delicate, al-
most spirituelle body be equal to the burdens
that must fall upon it, was my thot as I lis-
tened to his gentle voice. I hope so. But
I want him to take more barefoot walks in
the Open Road, spend more time in the open
alr, and get away more often from the hell
of politics and greed that seethes around
him.
« @ <

And thus it went on for a dizzy week.
Everybody awfully busy doing nothing, and
all getting exceedingly hungry on the job,
gathering with mighty appetites at those
big round oak tables in the dining hall,
where the flow of wit, humor and goodfel-
lowship sweetened every mouthful. Leave
your Hostetter Bitters at home when you go
to Sun-up. You won’t need any eye-openers.

¢« @ <@
And then, by ones and twos and threes,

we slipped away for home deliciously weary
12
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but happy with a wealth of new experiences
to catalogue, new ideals to build into our
own lives, greater love for all, fresh inspi-
ration, and uplift to cheer us on for another
vear. And so, good-bye to Roycroft till we
meet again next Fourth of July. Aufwie-

dersehen.
« @ @

Now I’m off for Buffalo to meet Dr. and
Jean Pohl, great and fearless souls, who in
the interests of fair play and free speech,
when every hall in Buffalo was shut against
her, offered their home to Emma Goldman,
where she spoke her message of love and
freedom while the valorous police force
stood lined up in cordons around the house.

The good doctor had passed the word
along to the faithful, and we gathered Sun-
day afternoon at that famous rendezvous of
free spirits—Single Tax Hill, Fort Erie,
across on the Canada side. Here on a beau-
tiful shady knoll overlooking Niagara river,
sweet with the fragrance of Mother Jones’
rose bushes, I lifted up my voice again for

13
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Right Living and Rational Education. The
meeting was presided over by the Rev. H.
P. Morrell, pastor of the First Universalist
Church in Buffalo, a good man albeit on the
wrong job. And thus extremes met on that
classic hill. A hobo from the woods, and
a cultured ecclesiastic from the cloister, but
both, I trust, thanks to powers of light, ani-
mated by the same ideals of human service
and human love. A more responsive and
sympathetic audience I never met, not even
at Roycroft, where I am always at my best.
| ¢« @

The next morning I felt my ‘‘guides’’
pulling me strongly toward far different
scenes, and a quick jump landed me at Lily
Dale, the great Spiritualist camp, seventy-
five miles southwest of Buffalo. Here is the
strangest gathering of spiritualists, psychics,
mediums, clairvoyants and sensitives I am
sure to be found anywhere in the world.

They come to Lily Dale every summer
for two months, hundreds of them. They

have morning, afternoon and evening pro-
14
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grams daily in their beautiful outdoor audi-
torium, one of the finest in America. The
uneasy spirits of poor departed mortals who
would doubtless fain rest in peace, are kept
busy working overtime at daily and nightly
test meetings doing stunts for the divertise-
ment of phenomena seekers. Seances are
conducted around among the cottages by
various mediums, at which weird and mys-
terious doings are reported. You can get
a thrill almost every hour at Lily Dale.
¢ ¢ @

I was invited to speak, and I did so, giv-
ing a performance of my celebrated single-
string solo on Right Living. I thot my spir-
1tualist friends were getting too spooky, and
as I didn’t expect ever to be there again,
I told them so. I then gave them some good
hard jacking-up on practical things. I said
that i1t was vastly more important to know
how to take care of this body, to live the
healthy, happy, sane, useful life every day
than to have the power of calling legions

15

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

of spirits from the vasty deep. That the man
who expected to get anything more out of
this life than he was putting into it day by
day was a Jackass; that people who become
so spiritualistic or spiritual that they forget
the needs and demands of the body are like-
ly soon to have no body or else end their
days a burden to others; also that the man
who thinks he can get from discarnate hu-
man intelligences anything more of good
than he can from his own natural senses in
the flesh, by living the right life, is a Lob-
ster; and much more to the same effect.
¢ @ ¢

I thot I saw signs of uneasiness in the
congregation, and I had a feeling that they
would presently fall upon me good and hard,
so, shouting my defi in their teeth, I sat
down and waited for the slaughter to begin.

But there was no violence. My spirit
friends only smiled indulgently. One white-
haired, gray-whiskered old man, the patri-
arch of the circle 1 afterwards learned—

16
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almost a dead ringer for Old Walt—a splen-
did figure as he rose to his six feet four,
standing hale and hearty at ninety years
young, said that I was really a spiritualist
but didn’t know it; that I was only preach-
ing  what every enlightened spiritualist
teacher was expected to teach; and that I
was simply laying the foundation upon
which modern spiritualism must rest. And
I felt the blush of shame mantling my
cheeks. I had been properly rebuked.

The test mediums then took the center of
the stage, and several of them had clairvoy-
ant whacks at me, each predicting that I
would soon leave the woods and that inside
of two years would be a great inspirational
speaker on the spiritualist platform. There’s
really something fascinating about this spir-
itualistic philosophy after all. It listens
good. I must look into it.

A dear, sweet-faced girl of seventy-seven,
a double daughter of the Revolution, hastily

'\_@tired to her cottage, whence she presently
17
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emerged with an acrostic on my name,
teased from her spirit guides on the other
shore. It was beautifully written, too, and
good stuff. I have it now.

Then we sang ‘‘Shall We Gather at the

River?’’ and the meeting broke up in peace.
« @ ¢

Lily Dale camp was established thirty-
one years ago. It contains sixty acres of
the prettiest scenery in New York state, on
lovely Casadaigua Lake. There are now
some sixty-five comfortable and roomy cot-
tages, each set in a tangle of roses and old-
fashioned flowers; also two good hotels, a
boarding house, a grocery store, and a bar-
ber shop. I can imagine no finer dancing
floor anywhere than the great auditorium
cleared of benches.

Between two and three hundred people
live there all summer, while on Sundays and
holidays four to five thousand -visitors fre-
quently pass the gates. I know of no more

restful or delightful spot if you are not
18
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afraid of spooks. An atmosphere of peace
pervades the whole place. I wish we could
tie Emperor Wilhelm and T. R. down there
for a summer while the world’s war clouds
blow away.

It’s about the only resort I have ever vis-
ited where graft has no place. At Lily Dale
no one is out to do you. All are seemingly
anxious only to give you the most they can
for the least compensation. All want to
make you as ecomfortable and happy as
possible.

But what struck me most the days I was
there was the dearth of young folks and the
preponderance of those far beyond the allot-
ted three score and ten of man. I found
several making the last lap of the century
ruh, and I have no doubt there are some
centurions, tho I did not get acquainted with
any in my short stay. I spoke three times

and enjoyed every moment.
¢ ¢ ¢

And then there’s Evielena. Don’t over-
look her. She’s at the Pagoda. You’ll be
19
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glad to know her as I was. She’s a thoroly
genuine, natural woman. A real Open Road
Hoba of the first water. One of the best old
outdoor scouts I ever met in petticoats or
out of them.

If you’re the right stuff she may take you
out for a twenty-five or thirty-mile cross-
country tramp. That’s her hobby—walking.
She has tramped all over California and
Florida, living and sleeping outdoors for
months at a time. A true sport is Evielena,
roughing it day in and day out with the
sturdiest of men companions, indeed not in-
frequently leaving them to be picked up by
the Ambulance Corps while she trudges
blithely on.

No, Polly, she doesn’t wear straight
fronts, high-neck chokers, French heels,
draggling skirts, or nightmare hats. She has
achieved woman’s first step toward freedom
from the thralldom of her sex, and that is
emancipation from the slavery of clothes.
There’s no foolishness about Evielena. She’s

20
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a biped, and she admits it, and dresses ac-
cordingly when on the open road.
@ ¢ ¢

The psychology of clothes is really a deep
subject. Tamas, the Grouch, hasn’t said it
all, either. A woman sensibly and comfort-
ably dressed for a tramp thru the woods is
wholly sane, sweet and lovable. While the
same woman decked out in all the absurd
frills and doodads of a fashionable four
o’clock is an artificial, impossible creature,
unnatural, and unlovable.

I’ve noticed that a woman dressed a la
mode can reach no spiritual heights. The
spirit is strangled in her clothes. She’s only
a frivolous, foolish, frittering female.

- ¢ ¢

Shall I tell you a secret? Here it is, then.
Roycroft, splendid and democratic as it now
is, would be absolutely, hopelessly demoral-
ized and destroyed if Alice Hubbard should
change her clothes three times a day, or if

honest old Fra should appear at the supper
21
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table togged out in his claw-hammer, so nar-
row is the margin of sanity that divides us
from the barbarie. |

As it i1s, many women and some men who
go there have but the slightest veneer of
democracy. Scratch that enamel ever so
lightly and you find but gilded snobbery.
I’ve known an individual of this sort to put
sand in the bearings for a whole day at
Royecroft. Happily the prophylaxis of san-
ity and sweetness is usually sufficient to
throw off the irritating body, sending the
snob to the desk about the second day in
high dudgeon, indignantly and vociferously
demanding that her trunks be forthwith got-
ten off to the five o’clock train. She’ll no
longer stay in such a horrid place, no indeed,
so there! And the white-winged dove once
more flutters down over the peristyle.

Mark you! If anything ever destroys
Roycroft it will be the forcing in of that
element which loves vulgar display and wor-

ships the dollar mark. I have said.
22
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Again on the wing, this time for Niagara
Falls, and Old Stone Cottage at the Canada
end of the suspension bridge. Here I found
Mother Alice, known to the world for al-
most two generations as Dr. Alice B. Stock-
ham, champion and liberator of woman;
wife, mother, physician; author and lec-
turer, packing up for a trip abroad. And
now she’s off at seventy-seven, hale and
sweet and youthful, on a little jaunt around
the world all by herself. I arrived just in
time to carry her satchel to the train and
receive her good-bye kiss.

@ ¢ ¢

Stella, the presiding genius at Stone Cot-
tage, made me welcome, and had my favor-
ite bedroom suite, the Pigeon-Roost out in
the forks of the old apple tree, prepared
for my use.

You don’t know Stella? Well, you’ve a
joy coming to you. She’s another. One of
the most remarkable women I have known.
Daughter of old John Noyes, founder of the

23
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Oneida Community, which was probably the
greatest and most successful communistic
experiment the world has ever known. She
inherits the genius and spiritual daring of
her famous father, yet withal subdued and
feminized by sweet womanly qualities. I
won’t try to describe her. You must see her
yourself.

There are others, too, in this interesting
group. There’s Florence and honest Herb-
ert; I love him for his garden, in which he
puts every moment outside of long hard
hours of toil; and pretty Ruth, their daugh-
ter, a rollicking, romping little Hebe it will
do your soul good to see; and sturdy old
Grandfather Eldredge, handsome and ruddy
at seventy-five; and dear little Grandma El-
dredge, too, born in the same month with
Grandpap. I know their hearts are right
because they both stayed up to my lecture,
and altho I talked nearly two hours and the
evening was warm, neither of them closed

an eye. Of course I love people who will
24
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sit still and let me talk. There’s also Minnie
and Pearl and Helen and Hugo and Elios
and Deming—great soul in the chrysalis—
all sweet, sane Open Roaders trying to live
the right life.

Once more the wires were set to work
and the word was passed, and the knowing
gathered at Stone Cottage, from Niagara
Falls, some even from Buffalo and from
Roycroft, and once more and for the last
time on this trip I talked to the friends.
giving my favorite lecture, ‘‘The Harmony
of Nature.”’

Anna sang the beautiful Norwegian folk
songs, her sweet voice floating out thru the
gentle evening air to mingle with the roar
of the falls; Elios sang the plaintive folk
songs of his far-off Russian home, songs fair-
ly thrilling with the history of a race, and
thus to the strains of sweet music we wafted
ourselves out into the night—and my joy

trip was over.
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Now, home again in the woods! 1 find
my garden truck grown almost out of rec-
ognition. The potato patech has flowered
during my absence, but the blossoms are all
gone, and down in the warm sand the tubers
are growing lustily. I had some of them
today for my dinner with new peas and snap
beans, all out of my own garden.

- ¢ ¢

It is indeed good to be home again and
at work. It is good to go away and mingle
with the sweet beautiful spirits of the world,
but it is still better to come back home rich-
er in experiences, gentler in judgments, with
higher aspirations, nobler conceptions of life,
and with more love in our hearts.

And as I write these closing words the
question comes tugging at my heart, why is
it that the splendid great-souled folks live
so far apart? Must it always be so? 1Is
there no way of ever getting the children

of light all together in one place? And could
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that be done, would not peace and joy abide
in that group forever?

« @ @@

The country was never lovelier than to-
day. All is so green and fresh and fair.
Black-eyed Susans nod from the roadside.
The Indian fireweed flames up in all his
crimson glory. Hedgerows and line fences
are heavy with the delicious fragrance of
elder blossoms. The phlox, the bergamint,
the sturdy ironweed and the wild asters min-
gle with it all the tender melody of their
‘purplish-violet tones, those gentle spiritual
shades which to me seem so near to the
holy of holies I can hardly bear to look
upon them.

Of course I admire the cultivated flowers.
But my heart goes out with a great love to
these wild children of nature blooming all

alone without help or encouragement, en-
during withering drouths and frosts and

storms, gladdening the fields and woods with
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their wild sweet symphonies of perfume and
color.

And it seems to me that never have I
found in any flower garden those peculiar
heavenly violet-purple tones which I see so
plentifully among the wild flowers.

As yet I have no flower garden. Doubt-
less I shall have some time. But the seasons
are rich with the wild beauties. From the
anemones, Johnny-jump-ups and violets of
early spring on to the golden rod and thistle
of autumn, they come in Dbattalions of
beauty. Wild roses bloom in my dooryard.
Each week brings new faces. All summer
long and far into the fall they blossom for
me. I cannot enjoy all that I have as it is.
‘What need have I for more?

« € ¢

My friends, the birds, are so glad to see
me home again, and the squirrels are racing
merrily around my woodpile, just to show
me they are all here. Just now a splendid
fellow, the flicker or goldenwinged wood-
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pecker, is splashing in my rain barrel not
ten feet from where I write. A beauty he
is with his red cap and black crescent on his
throat, and quite friendly today. How he
makes the water fly! Now he jumps to the
oak tree, swiftly encircling it in search of
worms which he deftly extracts with his
long sharp bill. He skips around the trunk
to peep at me slyly from the opposite side,
and when he sees that I am looking he goes
ahead contentedly about his business. He
works rapidly. While I was writing about
him he has already inspected one tree,

cleaned it up, and is off to another.
@ > <

That gentle sweet singer, the hermit
thrush, is still with me, too. I could hardly
keep back the tears of joy when last night
at dusk I heard his familiar voice welcom-
ing me home. I heard him again at dawn
this morning, with the wild canaries, and
the warblers and the robins, the Maryland

yellow throat, and the song sparrows. Sweet
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singers they are, but the hermit thrush is
the sweetest of them all. No other Ameri-
can bird equals him, and only the nightin-
gale of Europe, it is said, can approach him.

The only instrument in the modern or-
chestra that can be compared to the hermit
thrush is the flute, or the French horn in
the hands of a master. But even these are
poor and colorless beside our bird’s bewitch-
ing tones. I heard him at Niagara Falls
from my couch in the old apple tree, but
his voice was not so sweet as that of my own
thrush here in the woods, tho it was a bene-
diction to me in that strange land.

But he’s a shy soul. You must have a
keen ear and must listen well to hear him.
In the stillness of twilight, or the flush of
dawn, such heavenly music as the notes of
this bird surely never assailed mortal ears.
So sweet, and passionless, as of a calm joy
too deep for words. Like a voice from an-
other world. It is the peace of understand-

ing. The dissolving of all earthly hopes and
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ambitions, loves and pains and human pas-
sions into that last triumphant chord of per-
fect bliss.

Keep yourself free from entanglements.
Creeds will inevitably enmesh your soul,
faster than gnats in cobwebs. Be free. And
you can only preserve freedom by giving it.

THE RACE.

How like a squirrel in a cage,
Man whirls around, around—

From birth to youth, from youth to age,
From age to underground;

Nor pauses in his circling, save

Within the cradle and the grave.

Around, around, around, around,
His dizzy course he swings,
Around, around, around, around,
In everlasting rings;
Was it for this we left the womb—
That we might hurry to the tomb?
—Robert J. Shores.
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After dipping more or less deeply into
all systems and all religions, it seems to me
now that the best working philosophy of life
I can summarize is this:

Be yourself. Nothing else matters.

BRUCE CALVERT.

TO THE HOBO AT PIGEON-ROOST.

I have tasted the sweets of the Open Road,
On wind-swept, sun-kissed hill;
I have laughed, I have loved, I have poured $orth
in scng
The joy—the delirious thrill.

I have leaned close to Nature’s throbbing heart,
I have felt and obeyed her might;
I have slept under the stars and come close to
God

In the cool, mysterious night.

I have flung convention and sham to the winds,
The naked truth clasped to my heart;

I have dared to express, I have dared to live,
And this is the highest art.

And you, my comrade, who long to be free,
Break loose from your prison abode.
I’ll grip your hand when I pass you by
At the next bend in the road.
—Anna C. Gulbrandsen.
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¥ \vith us? 50c and a smile will let you in for a whole
& year. Better see Ananias at once.

OPEN ROAD PLATFORM

THE PHILOSOPHY OF JOY
and
THE RELIGION OF RIGHT LIVING

To which end we want first of all perfect health;
then to stand alone (as far as possible) and mind
our own business (most of the time); to find our
greatest Joys not in vain pursuit of wealth or
power, but in a deeper understanding and love of
nature; to grow back to the soil as we have grown
away from it; to cultivate the homely virtues of
economy, thmft simplicity, neighborly love, with
a large hearted sympathy for all men and women,
especially those reeling under the burdens of life;
to learn the noble dignity of doing for ourselves,
rising above the degrading habit of being waited
upon; to live and encourage others by our example
to live the right life of cleanliness and purity of
body, thought and action; to work and to think; to
live, love, laugh and to play.

Well, isn’t that enough for a start? Are you
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THE OPEN ROAD.

(All is a procession ;

The universe is a procession, with measured and beautiful motion.)

Do you know so much yourself, that you call the slave or the dull-
face ignorant ?

Do you suppose you have a right to a good sight and he or she has
no right to a sight ?

Do you think matter has cohered together from its diffuse float—

and the soil is on the surface, and water runs, and vegetation
sprouts,

For you only, and not for him and her ?

—WALT WHITMAN.
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INVOCATION

I| YeOpen Roap, at Pigeon-Roost-
' mn-Ye-Woods, do desire, request
ard pray the Honorables "Hoba or

Hobo, whose eye meets this to dig

downwardly into his or her weaselskin, disannexing, re-

moving or abstracting therefrom the price of one dozen or

more of ye pretty red, white or blue, excursion tickets on
the Open Road, forwarding same with the quickness to the
Shrine, and when aforesaid tickets have been received to put
them soonly into the hands of friends— or enemies - for the
good of their Souls and the relief and joy of the workers at
Pigeon-Roost.

And | the above stated Chief Hobo, and Official Cir-
culation Prevaricator, do hereby guarantee and promise you
absolution from all the sins (you have never committed)
also the blessings of the Brotherhood every New Moon,
and full freedom from Mental Dyspepsia ever after.

Do this to the Honor and Glory and Ease of your
Conscience, and that your days may be long in the land.

Amen--Anamas,

*Hoba is feminine for Hobo. See any Professor of Latin, Latin Prof., Ph.G. or V. &
Horse Doctor.
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VoL. V AUGUST, 1910 No. 2

Bruce Calvert, Editor and Publisher

ROADSIDE CHATS.

Bowen Terrace,
New Farm, Brisbane,
Australia.

My Dear Comrade:

For seven years I lived a cramped and warped
life in South Brisbane in a house that had no
ground for cultivation.

Recently I moved out to a house standing on
a quarter of an acre at the above address. I
took up gardening and followed your advice
about dispensing with shoe leather.

One morning I planked my right foot down
on the upturned point of a crochet needle. It
entered the flesh under the instep, went into the
bones forming the arch of the foot, and then
broke off in the foot.

This necessitated a surgical operation, and

that was only successfully accomplished by the
33

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

aid of the X-ray photographs. After that I
stayed home for three weeks with my leg in a
horizontal position, and hobbled about with a
stick for another two or three weeks.

If you say any more about working in the
bare feet I shall send you the surgeon’s bill
The doctor told me that it was all very well for
the Australian aboriginal to paddle around bare-
footed. The soles of their feet were about as
tough as sole leather, but they never wear any-
thing on their feet. We highly civilized people
must yield to conventionality and wear boots at
business and whilst indulging in recreation. If
you work in your garden for, say, twenty hours
a week, you cannot possibly hope to have as
tough a skin on your soles as the nigger.

On any piece of ground close to a residence
one is always liable to strike a nail or a piece
of broken glass.

I have been a strong advocate for the simple
life, and like to kick over the traces on every
possible occasion. I have had several debates
with my wife on the subject of allowing the chil-
dren to run barefoot, [ saying that it was health-
ier, and she saying they would get their feet
cut with broken glass, etc. Since the accident
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I have never quoted Bruce Calvert.

One has to be careful about a cut in the foot
because there is the risk of it developing into
tetanus or blood poisoning. I suppose if we all
led healthy lives we would not be subject to
blood poisoning. But that is the trouble—we
don’t. So it behooves us to avoid getting
wounded. Yours sincerely,

D. B. McCULLOUGH.

In the OPEN ROAD Magazine for May,
Bruce Calvert, the editor, speaks a little piece
about “IN ADAM’S GARDEN.” 1 cannot help
thinking Mr. Calvert a man of some discernment.
Month by month I have been taken into the
woods about Pigeon-Roost by him, and taught
the joys of a barefoot existence next the soil.
The other day, when up on a Wisconsin farm, I
thot I would try the OPEN ROAD experiment.
So I peeled off my shoes and stockings and took
a dash across the velvety lawn. I stepped on a
thistle. Of course Mr. Calvert said—try your
feet on garden dirt. It is better than a lawn, I
guess. Anyhow you will do well to read the
OPEN ROAD.—Rev. Elmer Willis Serl, Editor
“IN ADAM’S GARDEN.”
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I did not intend writing about the feet,
certainly not this month, as I have had some
hot stuff on Marriage and Divorce standing
on the galleys for a long time which I am
anxious to get out of my system, and I
had marked it up for the August issue.

But these two wails came in today, and
as I do my work mostly at the call of the
intuition, or the prompting of the spirit
or, as some would say, on impulse, I have
listened to the voice and have put Marriage
and Divorce back in the closet for another
month.

The country will have to get along the
best it can with our present Marriage and
Divorce system while I settle the foot prob-
lem, and next month if no one else has
snagged a foot to demand my attention,
I'll get back to the social evil.

¢ @ @

There’s much to be said about the feet
and their care. I am not sure whether I
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omm——

can say it here or not. I can and have
often done it on the platform and before
classes in my course on Right Living, but
I never have written it. I do not know

whether I can or not but I will try.
¢ @ @

The feet are of vastly greater importance
in their relation to health and well being
than the world today has any notion of.
At the same time they are the most abused
members of the body. Of all the burdens
civilization, so called, has saddled upon us,
our foolish dressing and neglect of the feet
is probably the meanest.

I have never yet seen a perfect natural
foot among adults who have ever worn
leather shoes. You will find the nearly
perfect foot among children almost always
especially where they are allowed to run
barefoot. But among grown-ups, never.
We are perhaps a little less inhuman in our
treatment of the feet than some of our Chi-

nese friends, but not much.
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Take a dozen people or a hundred any-
where you find them, undress their feet and
you’ll see such a pitiful exhibition of poor
cramped, twisted and knotted stubs as will
make your heart sick.

Go to the fashionable ballroom. Pick
out the belle of the bunch. Ask ye ladie
faire to remove her footgear, and you’ll
find a deformed foot. The toes all crowded
and pinched together, most likely some of
them overlapping; an enlarged big toe joint,
with a nice large well selected bunion deco-
rating its outer surface. The toes will be
knotted and crooked, every one sprouting
a corn or two. On the outside of the little
toe will be a hard corn, and between it and
its neighbor a soft corn reaching to the bone.
There won’t be a straight clean graceful
toe in the lot.

The big toe will be pointing off at angle
of forty five degrees toward the outside of

the foot, intead of forming a straight line
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with the inside of the foot as it would nat-
urally do if not deformed. Not one toe will
bear a perfect smooth pretty nail; all rough-
ened and twisted, some in fact will be crowd-
ed back into the flesh entirely. Most likely
the soles of the feet will be covered with
painful callouses.

My lady could’nt walk a mile. Indeed
she would not have been to the blowout
at all if she had not previously spent some
hours at her chiropodist’s getting her feet
pruned up so she could stand upon them.
And it doesn’t make much difference whether
this ball is on Fifth Avenue or Hogan’s Al-
ley, the description will fit ninety-nine per
cent of our population.

¢ @ ¢

People somehow seem to know instinct-
ively that their feet are hideous. They’re
ashamed to uncover. You can scarcely get
them—women especially, for they are the

greatest sinners against foot righteousness—
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to show their pedals. Yet no one, so far as
I can see, is making any effort to get on a
sane footing.

Even the horses are now shod with far
more intelligence and thot for their comfort
and usefulness than humans.

We wear those hard, unyielding leather
prisons on our feet year in and year out. The
modern shoe in its construction, from the
shape of the sole to the finishing touch, is
about as far from the shape and needs of
the natural foot as it could well be.

¢« @ @

The whole body needs daily exposure to
the air. Bodily ventilation is even more
important than house ventilation. The body
inhales and exhales thru every one of its
millions of pores—that is, provided the pore
is not clogged up with filth, and provided
there’s any air for it to breathe.

But tell me, what chance has a foot to
breathe or even think, shut up in a water-
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proof, air-proof, gas-proof leather coffin?
How can the emanations of the foot get out,
or new life get in, under such conditions?

“0,”” you say, ‘‘we breathe thru the
lungs sufficiently.’”’ Do we? Well, you try
covering your body or even one-half of its
surface with a coat of varnish, and see how
long the lungs will keep you alive.

¢ @ @

Then, if we add to all these other cru-
elties that crowning infamy, the French
heel, you’ve about reached the limit of hu-
man stupidity and brutality.

And say, now, the toe dancer may be
pardonable on the stage along with the dog-
faced boy, and the two-headed calf, but isn’t
a woman—no, I won’t say woman either, but
a female—teetering along the street on her
toes in a vain effort to look unconscious and

happy, a sight to make the gods scream!
¢ @

From the most ancient times among the

oriental peoples, from whom we get the best
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of what we call our civilization, the feet
have been tenderly cared for and under-
stood. Washing and anointing the feet with
oil and perfume was a daily observance.
That beautiful incident told of Mary and
Jesus was not so very unusual or remark-
able an occurrence save perhaps for the
girl’s loving use of her hair in place of a
towel.

L - -

The feet contain masses of nerve cen-
ters connecting with every part of the body.
They are in fact closer to the head sympa-
thetically than are the hands. The connec-
tion between the feet and the senses of hear-
ing, smell, sight and taste is very intimate
indeed. The proper functioning of all these
senses depends very much upon the condi-
tion and care of the feet. First of all the
foot should be kept perfectly clean, washed
several times daily, exposed to the fresh air

and sunlight as much as possible, and fre-
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quently rubbed with oil. Pure olive or
sweet almond oil scented with your favorite
perfume is a splendid ointment for the feet.

Wool stockings should never be worn.
Silk is best. If you have never taken any
care of your feet at all, you will find it well
to begin by wearing linen or silk cloths or
wrappings next to your feet under the
stockings.

The soles of your feet are powerful elim-
inating organs. If you get chilled or feel
a cold coming one, take a hoot foot-bath at
once. Then rub the feet with your bare
hands until dry and glowing. Slap the bot-
toms and rub your fingers between the toes
till the skin burns. Take each separate toe
and draw it out, suspending the weight of
the foot and leg by it. Then rub your per-
fumed oil well into the skin, put on your
shoes again over clean, dry silk cloth or

stockings, and you’ll feel better immedi-
ately.

In all the fifty thousand drugs of the
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pharmacopeia, there’s not one so useful as

hot water applied to the feet.
¢ @

There’s nothing more pleasurable and
beneficial than getting your bare feet upon
the ground. We ought never to miss a day
spending some time barefoot in the open
air. Walking in early morning thru the
dewy grass is particularly delightful and
healthful. Try it. It can’t hurt anyone,
no matter how crippled or decrepit. There
1s an interchange of magnetic forces thru
the contact of the feet with the earth which
the body needs.

Walking in hot sand, and in freshly
plowed ground barefoot is normalizing and

helpful.

Wading in running brooks, streams or
lake every chance you get is a fine habit.
In general the more we bathe and rub and
care for our feet the better they will be.

In bare feet you will almost walk nat-
urally, by intuition, unless you are so fear-
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fully artificial. Turn the toes in, not out,
and let the ball, or at least the flat, of the
foot strike the ground first, never the heel
first. Walk with an easy, smooth, swinging
step, knees slightly bent, spine straight, and
body thrown slightly forward. In this way
walking is a joy, and fatigue is almost
unknown.

We must get back to earth. In that old
Grecian fable of Antaeus, as in all the beau-
tiful myths of the race, there’s a mighty
germ of truth at the core. When we touch
the earth, as did the fabled god, our
strength is renewed. But try to imagine
Antaeus struggling with his adversaries in
French heels!

Love your feet. Care for them. Caress
them, and they will repay you a thousand-

fold in intelligent service.
@ @ L

Now as to my unfortunate comrade in
South Awustralia, the innocent ocecasion of

this outbreak. Of course I am sorry for his
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accident. But at the same time I fear that
the injury to his mind by officious friends
and fool doctors is far more serious than the
wound in his foot. That hurt is indeed
healed, but the wound in his spirit still re-
mains unhealed. It is like to continue an
open sore.

I fear he will never have the courage to
try barefoot life again. In which case he
will deprive himself of great joy, and will
spread his sufferings and his deprivations
out over all the remaining years of his life,
and that surely is a much greater misfortune
than a few days or weeks of pain, with the
abiding happiness, health and joy of living
a natural life.

Not only that, but the poor children are
likely to be the chief sufferers thru being
cheated of the child’s heaven-born right to
run barefoot, all because papa happened
once in his life to step a little too hard om

the point of a crochet hook.
46

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

Notwithstanding all his troubles, I ad-
vise my friend to continue his barefoot
habits.

But I by no means wish to advocate reck-
less disregard of safety. I would advise
even more care and thotfulness at the start.
The feet will soon get used to looking after
themselves. Nature will quickly adapt her-
self to need by throwing out a thick tough
skin on the bottom of the feet, so that little
things like gravel, small burrs, stubble, and
hot sand soon cease to be an annoyauce.

But better than all this, the feet them-
selves will become more thotful after awhile.
Yes, I know the medical asses and other un-
thinking human driftwood will here wink
knowingly, tap their foreheads significantly
and hand me the merry guffaw. That’s all
right. They’re welcome to do so. In fact
I'm so used to that I'd be sort o’ disap-
pointed if they didn'’t.

But the truth is that all the organs and

L 1
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members of the body have their own intelli-
gences—brain centers, if you prefer that.
Mind is not at all confined to this little nut
at the upper end of the spinal column, as
most people think.

Wherever there is life, there i1s thot. The
body is a composite of intelligences and phy-
sical energies. The thinking power resides
in every blood and tissue cell of the or-
ganism.

I have no great hope that the medical
profession will ever know this fact. At
their present rate of mental development, it
will take doctors about eight hundred years,
I should say, to arrive at an understanding
of the fundamentals of human life.

Before they can ever understand some
of the simplest facts of life, and the com-
monest rules of health, they’ll have to for-
get all they now know about diseases and
medicines. The profession knows an end-

less amount of stuff about disease, and
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drugs, and death, but almost nothing about
life and health.

Isn’t it grotesque, friends, that the doc-
tors who are now clamoring to be consti-
tuted the absolute guardians and despotic
dictators over the health of ninety millions
of free Americans positively do not know
health when they see it?

And so I say again that when we begin
to be humans in place of machines, when we

" begin to think and live the right life, we
" five the thotful life. In all the aectivities
of life, and to everything we apply thot.
The organs and bodily members all become

thotful.
A man shut up in a dark cell for a life-

time could not endure the light nor see upon
being liberated. He would be as like to
walk over a precipice as not. Indeed, if he
had been confined long enough he might
never see again.

So it is with the feet. At first, on being

freed from their prisons they will go blun-
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dering about as most people do habitually
with no thot for their footsteps, and they
will get hurt. But after awhile they will
become keen to sense danger, and careful
about planting themselves upon sharp ob-
jects.

And this tendency applies all along.
When you begin to live the thotful life, you
will no longer throw glass, nails, needles,
and tin cans where people can step on them.
And every time you see anything of that
nature you’ll pick it up.

¢ @ @

I have been hurt pretty badly by punec-
tures from rusty nails in the feet, but that
was in the old days when I wore shoes all
the time, and never let my feet see the light
of day. I have never, so far, been injured
in bare feet. I often get little cuts and
scratches, but they are of no consequence
and are soon forgotten.

I do most of my garden work in bare
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feet, and frequently walk to the railroad sta-
tion, five miles, without shoes. 1 spend some
time barefoot every day in the year when at
home. Even in coldest weather, in ice and
snow, I take a morning run thru the woods
in bare skin and feet.

¢ @ @

Yesterday I spent the day on the lake
shore up near Indiana Harbor. Lake Mich-
igan has around its southern curve thru this
county some of the finest bathing beaches
I have ever seen, not even excepting the
Atlantic seacoast. I often go over for a day
in the surf and a sand bath on the Dunes.
But the spot I visited yesterday was very
bad. The beach was strewn with broken
bottles, rusty nails—points always up, tin
cans, slag, pieces of iron, and all sorts of
wreckage. I was, of course, barefoot all
day, in and out of the water, running up
and down the sand in all that litter, but
never a scratch.
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I suppose every woman who has read so
far, has been saying to herself: ‘‘That’s
all right for the Pigeon Roost Hobo; he
doesn’t care for the beauty of his feet, but
I’'m not going to have my arches broken
down and my feet spread all over the earth
by going barefoot; they’re big enough now,
land knows.”’

I’ve heard that, hundreds of times. Peo-
ple are especially fearful of having the arch
of the foot broken down by going barefoot,
walking on the feet as nature created them.

How utterly absurd! As if the arch of
the human foot depended upon a piece of
sole leather tacked under the instep to sup-
port it! Really, now, don’t you feel just
a little ashamed of your nonsense? For I
must assure you it is nothing but supersti-
tious tommyrot. The idea probably was pro-
mulgated by the shoe manufacturers and
corn doctors for business reasons.

So far from the arch breaking down or
your feet becoming larger from going bare-
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foot, they will actually become stronger in
the arch—it’s the fool footwear that breaks
arches—smaller and much more graceful.
You will also find your general health much
improved, and all your senses, especially
hearing and smell, quickened. Corns and
bunions will disappear, and you will soon
come to be just as proud of your feet and
just as careful of them as you are of your

hands.
Don’t take my word for this. Read up

on your Anthropology. The most beautiful
women in the world, with the most graceful
feet, ankles and legs, are found among those

races which have never known shoe leather.
¢ @ @

For rough work or walking over dan-
gerous ground, I recommend barefoot san-
dals. No need to ask for them at any shoe
store, however, for as far as I know they
are not on the market.

I have tried all the great shoe stores in

two or three cities, but what they showed
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me for sandals were only low shoes, with
leather enough to cover nearly all the foot.
1 was compelled to make my own sandals.
All the leather you need is the sole. No
counters and no tips, if you want the real
comfortable and sensible sandal. Don’t buy
the gimerack things they flash on you at the
department stores when you ask for sandals.
They’re no good.

But it is a dreary waste of time to look
for any sane or healthful footwear in any
store, however large, the lying advertise-
ments of the shoe makers to the contrary
notwithstanding. It simply is not made.

About the only thing you can do then
until the world evolves to a point where
properly shaped, hygienic footgear is pos-
sible, is to go barefoot all you can, or wear
sandals and thus minimize as far as possible
the evils of leather shoes. Perfect healthy
feet you will never have.

But in heaven’s name, please do not pun-
b4
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1sh your children to satisfy your crazy no-
tions by compelling them to wear shoes. Let
them run barefoot as many months in the
year as possible and then when cool weather
approaches, put on their stockings and san-
dals till the coldest weather sets in. They

will bless you all their lives.
¢ @ @

I wish we could in this climate wear san-
dals the year ’round. I am not so sure we
cannot. Raymond Duncan and his family
have, I understand, worn sandals only, with
bare feet and legs, for two winters in this
country. Certainly a finer, healthier, whole-
somer, saner family than the Duncans I
never saw. The little fellow with his brown
bare feet and chubby legs is a picture right
off the classic Greek friezes, so beautiful and

symmetrical is he.
¢ @ ¢

Now to return to my comrade who writes
me with such gentle chiding in his tones

about his accident. Why didn’t that low-
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browed Australian doctor, in place of fright-
ening his patient with that bunk about the
dangers of going barefoot, tell him some-
thing about the suffering caused every day
by corns, bunions, and ingrown toe nails?
About the maimed and -ecrippled unfortu-
nates hobbling thru life with misshapen bro-
ken feet, some with amputated toes caused
by wearing tight leather shoes? O yes,
there’s more misery in one day caused by
inhuman footwear among civilized (%) peo-
ple, than there has been for a thousand years
thru accidents to bare feet.

And then, why didn’t the medical gaza-
boe tell my friend’s wife something about
the terrible physical penalties nature puts
upon women for wearing French heels?
about the nervous diseases, spinal irritations,
displacements, and female miseries? He
surely knows that. It’s his business to. If
he does not, let him take back his doctor’s

degree and trade it for a yaller dog, then
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shoot the dog, and go to work for an honest
living.
¢ @ @
Look well to your feet that they may lead

you in the paths of righteousness and un-
derstanding.

THE TEMPLES OF THE LIVING GOD.

I heard the fish splash up the stream,
And the song of the hermit-thrush,
For the breath of summer was about,
The trees their leaves had all put forth.

The odorous blossoms of wild flowers,
The pungent moss, and vine,

The primrose, violet, and wild-rose,
Gave their fragrance to the air.

In the sighing winds I caught His Name,
In the twilight His presence felt,
The Temples of the Living God
Are men, the woods, and plants.
—Norton F. W. Hazeldine.
July 3, 1910.
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WARNING!!

The most infamous assault upon the lib-
erties of American citizens, as well as one
of the most dastardly crimes against nature
ever attempted, a plot hatched ten years
ago by that medico-political grafting trust,
the American Medical Association, is now
being engineered thru Congress by the Com-
mittee of One Hundred, which is but a cats-
paw for the A. M. A.

The scheme is masked under the specious
title of a ‘‘Governmental Department of
Health.”” The A. M. A. affects to be very
solicitous for the health of the dear people.
Just how real this affectation is, the dear
people will find out in short order once the
medico-drug viper gets its fangs well hooked

into them.
If you love liberty and would protect

your dear ones from having poisons forced
down their throats or injected into their

blood by federal doctors in shoulder straps
with soldiers at their heels, you’d better
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wake up and put a halt to this miserable
conspiracy before it’s too late.

To be fully informed of all the facts see
the ‘‘Twentieth Century Magazine,”” No. 5
Park Square, Boston, Mass., for June and
July. Also send for copies of ‘‘The Stuffed
Club,”” Denver, Colo., and write The Na-
tional League for Medical Freedom, Metro-
politan Building, New York City, for a full
expose of the whole nefarious business. And

then do your part thru your congressman
to defeat the measure.

Every man comes into life bringing his
history with him. We are a part of nature.
We were down on the cosmic blue prints.
We cannot build our lives successfully upon

a theory of separateness, or aloofness. Not
to grow apart but to grow together is our

destiny. Competition, castes, classes, must
give way to social and economic solidarity.
Co-operation is the keynote of the future.
BRUCE CALVERT.
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OPEN ROAD FORUM.

This department is for the relief of Open Roaders
suffering from literary itch. Contributions have accu-
mulated until we have nearly a barrel of hot stuff which
simply must be disposed of or our fire risk will be
raised on us. If you want to get your grist in, you
are welcome, but write for the Rules of Order before
sending your MS. If your dope passes muster it will
be printed.

ANANIAS, Motorneer.

Religion and Morality.
by
A. G. Wagner—Open Roader.

As long as man believes that the power which
controls him has attributes like those he himself
possesses, it is quite logical for him to think that
these can be appealed to, and changes effected
in human affairs, as if he himself were the gov-
erning force. Such a belief—grossly materialistic
and crude—is well enough for an age of like qual-
ities, but wholly inadequate for this generation,
since we surely have evolved beyond the crudi-
ties of our forbears.

Unbrotherly acts we see. They are the re-
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sults of abnormality, and arise from fear which
in turn comes from fallacious interpretation of
natural phenomena. And such interpretations
have too long been made by men who profited
by them. It was and is a business, one we would
be very much better off without.

Human experience, that of the individual, as
well as that of the race, as a whole, teaches us
what mode of conduct is conducive to our welfare,
and happiness or the reverse. And the decision
no more depends upon “divine injunctions” than
it rests upon legal enactment. It inheres in the
nature of things. From Nature herself man may
learn if he will.

A few enlightened spirits at present do see
this truth clearly, and live it with most beautiful
results. We can all do it, if we will. No great
knowledge or education is needed, but the trust
and faith of a strong, simple nature, willing to
live the life and trust nature for the outcome.

Too often the best part of our public
school system of today is the vacation.

BRUCE CALVERT.
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Say this: “He found peace, in the midst of strife;

Loving all things, he searched, in all, the True;

His steps were cast in humbler walks of life—

Perchance God loved him, for his deeds were
few.

“Not his the quest for gold and lure of fame;
His only wealth was love and sympathy;
His tears—were shed for others; and his name—

What matter, friend? He is in peace—let be!”

—H. BEDFORD-JONES.

You cannot build your temple from the
sky downwards. It must have a foundation
first. The physical must always be the
basis for your intellectual and spiritual life.

Yet a physical life only is but the foun-
dation without any superstructure—an un-
finished building.

Combine the three in proper proportion,
and you have a harmonic structure—the Life
Beautiful.

BRUCE CALVERT.
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OPEN ROAD PLATFORM

THE PHILOSOPHY OF JOY
and
THE RELIGION OF RIGHT LIVING

To which end we want first of all perfcet health;
then to stand alone (as far as possible) and mind
our own business (most of the time); to find our
greatest Joys not in vain pursuit of wealth or
power, but in a deeper understanding and love of
nature; to grow back to the soil as we have grown
away from it; to cultivate the homely virtues of
economy, thrift, simplieity, neighborly love, with
a large hearted sympathy for all men and womer,
especially those reeling under the burdens of life;
to learn the noble dignity of doing for ourselves,
rising above the degrading habhit of being waited
upon; to live and encourage others by our example
to live the right life of cleanliness and pnority of
body, thought and action; to work and to think; to
live, love, laugh and to play.

Well, isn’t that enough for a start? Are vou
with us? S0¢ and a smile will let you in for a whole
year. Better see Ananias at once.
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THE OPEN ROAD.

Here is the test of wisdom ;

Wisdom is not finally tested in schools ;

Wisdom cannot be pass’d from one having it, to another not
having it;

Wisdom is of the Soul, is not susceptible of proof, is its own proof,

Applies to all stages and objects and qualities, and is content,

Is the certainty of the reality and immortality of things, and the
excellence of things;

Something there is in the float of the sight of things that provokes
it out of the Soul.

—WALT WHITMAN.
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INVOCATION

Anamas, Supreme Circulator for
I| Ye Open Roab, at Pigeon-Roost-
in-Ye-Woods, do desire, request
ard pray the Honorables "Hoba or
Hobo, whose eye meets this to dig

downwardly into his or her weaselskin, disannexing, re-
moving or abstracting therefrom the price of one dozen or
more of ye pretty red, white or blue, excursion tickets on
the Open Road, forwarding same with the quickness to the
Shrine, and when aforesaid tickets have been received to put
them soonly into the hands of friends—or enemies — for the
good of their Souls and the relief and joy of the workers at
Pigeon-Roost.

And | the above stated Chief Hobo, and Official Cir-

culation Prevaricator, do hereby guarantee and promise you
absolution from all the sins (you have never committed)
also the blessings of the Brotherhood every New Moon,
and full freedom from Mental Dyspepsia ever after.

Do this to the Honor and Glory and Ease of your
Conscience, and that your days may be long in the land.

Amen--Ananias.

*Hoba is feminine for Hobo. See any Professor of Latin, Latin Prof., Ph.G. or V. S.
Horse Doctor.
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YoL. V SEPTEMBER, 1910 - No. 8

Bruce Calvert, Editor and Publisher

MARRIAGE AND DIVORCE.

SUNDRY borborygmic asses of the pulpit
are just now braying loudly, also fool-
ishly as usual, about the divorce evil
The cry goes up to the great white throne of
Gawd—Gawd’s throne is always supposed
to be white altho no sky pilot actually knows
whether it be white, slatey gray, or in-
visible blue—for more stringent divorce
laws; more difficulties in the way of mismat-
ed couples getting free of one another. And
the alarm is sounded that the sacred institu-
tion of marriage is threatened!
Curious how that overworked shibboleth
‘‘sacred’’ is always invoked by the defend-
ers of theological bunk and the cohorts of

special privilege. We hear much of the
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‘‘sacredness’’ of property and the ‘‘sacred-
ness’’ of the strong man’s right to plunder
his fellows.

But I would like to see a theologian
penned up in a corner and obliged to ex-
plain the ‘‘sacredness’’ of the marriage rite.
‘When was human marriage made sacred and
who sacredized it? What is there to show
that marriage is any more sacred than di-
vorce? If marriage proves a ghastly mis-
take as it too often does, surely the divorce
which corrects the error is a great deal the

more sacred.
¢ @ @

As is customary, however, the preachers
are fulminating here without thinking.
The Rev. Dr. Hibrow, pastor of the First
Church, Upper Crust Limited, heard the Rev.
Dr. Windbag, dean of the theological ceme-
tery where he took his degree in pulpit cal-
isthenies, say so. And the Rev. Dean got it
from his Rev. Professor, and so you can trace

66

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

the lie back from generation to generation
until you come to the original low browed go-
rilla who fathered the idea. Right here was
where the thing started. And you will find
our hairy aboriginal impressing the doctrine
with a club upon his cowering female slave
to make her more submissive and dutiful to
her lord and master. The scheme has
worked well too, by the Lord Harry, right
down thru the ages. A more devilish, cun-
ningly devised arrangement to keep woman
in subjection, could never have been worked
out even by the old Nick himself.

And that’s about all the sacredness you’ll
be able to find in the marriage rite if you
sift your human history to the bottom.
Here we get a fierce white light upon the
difference between theology and anthropol-
ogy. The preacher, a professional theolo-
gian, doesn’t care a rap for facts. All he

wants is large belief, unreasoning credulity
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and willing submission. While the anthro-
pologist doesn’t care a fig for beliefs, has no
respect for superstition, however hoary
with age or however sacred. He will cut
right down thru them all relentlessly in his
search for facts.

¢ @ ¢

But one sure hall mark of the bigot and
the pinhead philosopher, is his incessant ap-
peal to law. If you let him open his mouth
twice, he’ll be sure to say ‘‘there ought to
be a law, etec.’”” When you hear this, walk
away. You’ve reached the bottom of that
container. Law, more law, greater strip-
gency in enforcement of laws, is the eccles-
iastical remedy for all human ills.

And be sure the dominie wants to make
the laws himself. I suppose we really can’t
blame him so much, either. He has never
been taught anything else. And the one
thing absolutely forbidden to the preacher
is to think for himself. He could no more

do that than he could button his collar in
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front. He is constantly preaching the Law
and the Prophets, the rigid narrow religion
of a tribal God, set up by a primitive people;
a religion devised in cruelty and executed
by a fiendish Jehovah.

But we deny the wisdom of allowing
such men or any men to legislate in matters

where Nature alone holds jurisdiction.
¢ @ @

Now the rational view is this: We don’t care
a pinch of snuff about the ‘‘sacredness’’ of
anything. All we want to know is, is it
true, is it good, is it useful, can we get any-
thing better? Its origin or antiquity need
not concern us except as students of anthro-
pology. And the inability of a man and a
woman to live together in peace and har-
mony under the holy bonds of wedlock, does
not argue either the badness or the goodness
of either the man or the woman; simply
their inadaptability to each other. And

that’s all there is to it.
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There is everywhere in nature such a thing
as fitness. Oil and water are both good,
but they won’t mix for a cent. Sulphur,
saltpetre, and charcoal are all sinless, and
when left apart harmless, but mix them and
you have hell in a minute—that makes gun-
powder. Some men and women mix just as
successfully as saltpetre, sulphur and char-
coal.

¢ @

Marriage has no more of the divine or-
igin than the steam engine or the electrie
chair at Sing Sing. It is simply an inven-
tion of man, a device of society for secur-
ing certain things, and as such subject to
the criticism of intelligence and the revision
of time. It may be wrong, and it may be
right, that is to say, it may be the best thing
and it may not. It may be moral and it may
be unmoral. But its ‘‘divinity’’ will have
no weight in deciding its usefulness to hu-

man society. Whether it be in harmony
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with the evolutionary constructive principle
of nature is the only question at issue.
¢ @ @

The evidence as to nature’s need of the
marriage institution is not very abundant.
On the contrary, in many ways, marriage
as we now see it seems unavoida-
bly inimical to individual growth. Mar-
riage in its worst aspeet is probably
the worst of all the hells of human
ingenuity. In its finest aspect, and under
the most favorable conditions, it seems but
a benevolent tyranny, a clumsy institution
assumed to be necessary for the propagation
of the race.

The finer the intellectuality, the higher
the spiritual qualities of the contracting par-
ties, the more intolerable the married rela-
tion may become. The low grade animal
man and woman can best endure conjugal
unfitness. @ The highly intellectual will
either openly revolt, or else close up within
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themselves, their marital relations degener-
ating into a mere amicable suspension of
hostilities, no less immoral than open rup-
ture.

The truth is that most marriages are flesh
marriages, not spiritual unions, and that is
why they fail.

¢« @ @

Then if mistakes are made—and no one
can doubt or deny that they are, indeed so
common as to arouse no comment at all,
sixty to seventy-five per cent of all the mar-
ried people being unhappy, in fact most of
them secretly hating one another—all the
powers of society and the state unite to pre-
vent the unfortunate parties from undoing
their mistakes. They must be foreibly held
in a position which Nature declares to be
1mpossible.

For only misery can result from a union
maintained by outside pressure without the

elements of permanency within itself.
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Now Nature’s law is to correct every
mistake, to right every error, undo every
wrong. Everything decided or settled
wrongly is unfinished. The case must be
reopened and settled again. Only right de-
cisions can stand in the courts of time. Only
Just settlements can hold in the far reach of
things. Every wrong must be righted. Every
debt must be paid. '

And so our procedure in these matters is
against Nature, and it cannot stand. If we
refuse to right our mistakes, make good our
errors, the case will be taken out of our
hands, and Nature will do it for us. But
rest assured that we shall have the costs
in chancery and the final court of appeals,
with interest compounded, all to pay in
blood and tears.

¢ @ @

There are increasingly many men and
women, splendid beautiful souls they are,
too, who do not at all approve of our mar-
riage laws. And this is not because they
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are opposed to law, but for the reason that
they are antagonistic to any laws, marriage
or otherwise, whose standards we have out-
grown. They stand upon a much higher
plane than that of legal prostitution within
the married state which our laws foster,
indeed compel.

Were our laws based upon high and pure
principles giving to men and women equal
opportunities for freedom and growth such
laws could not be assailed.

But this is not the case. QOur whole
system is based upon repression, submission.
Marriage is a conjugal despotism, a slave
institution. Man and wife legally, morally,
socially, economically, every way, sustain to
each other the relation of master and slave.
You can’t make anything else out of it, and
in practice that’s just what happens.

¢ @ @

Woman, the mother of the race, what op-
pression has she not borne! First a beast of
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burden, then a slave, then a toy, and today
in her last desperate estate a household
drudge and a sex commodity.

Our lopsided social order bears with ter-
rible pressure upon woman. In exchange
for a home and a meal ticket she surrenders
absolutely the ownership and control of her
own body. Even the children she brings
with joy or pain into the world are not
hers. The mother is held by the state to
be unfitted to bring up her own children.

In practical effect upon her so far as
moral degradation goes, it makes but little
difference whether she bargain with one
man for a lifetime under the sanction of
church and state, or whether she sell her-
self to the temporary possession of many
masters. The principle is precisely the
same, and all thinking people now so rec-
ognize it.

@ ¢ -
Our road to freedom lies not in closing

our eyes to the truth, or in apologizing for
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the evils that beset us, but rather in cutting

out the cancer by the roots.
¢ @ @

Is it any wonder, then, that so many re-
bel at conditions under which wedlock must
be entered into if at all? The enlightened
man knows that as the husband of a slave
wife he also is enslaved. They are both
manacled, but at opposite ends of the chain.
He cannot free his wife if he could. Law
and society will not permit him to do so.

The moment that the marriage certifi-
cate 1s signed it becomes a legal instru-
ment, and all the power of the state includ-
ing police, magistrates, judges, the militia,
even the Dreadnoughts of the navy and the
standing army of the United States may be
called upon to enforce its conditions, quite
without regard to the feelings of the parties
most interested, in fact the only ones con-

cerned—the man and the woman themselves.
¢ @ ‘@

And if more people do not every day
openly revolt against such monstrous injus-
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tice, it is not that they approve of it, but
that they conform because they have not
the strength to combat conventional ignor-
ance and intolerance, with the social whips
and scorns involved.

¢ @ ¢

Thus it is that when all the evidence is
in, and we have sifted our facts, we find
that institutional marriage is after all but
part and parcel of the slave system of the
past, beginning with the prehistoric savage
and his club and ending with our present
maniacal industrial despotism, but little less
brutal in organization than its original pro-
totype.

It 18 nearly certain that woman was the
very first form of private property owmed
by men, and that chattel slavery itself
sprang from this vicious root.

Gradually, as history unrolled, the strug-
gle for existence, with religious tyranny,
combined to erush out all neighborly love,

and to center all affection in family groups.
™
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My wife and my children must be protected
and cared for, tho other children may go to
orphan homes or foundling asylums, and
other wives may perish in the streets. Every
man for himself, and the devil take the

weakest!
e @ @

Into this hell-stew of cruelty and bru-
tality you and I have had the felicity to be
born. And ours is the blessed privilege of
standing for the social renaissance, for the
revolt against the old regime, for the new
day of sanity and sweetness, for the prac-
tical reaffirmation and application in human
affairs of the blessed Spirit of Brotherhood.

As the age of Brotherhood dawns, men
must no longer limit their affections to their
own flesh and blood, but must be ready to
love all children and to reverence and pro-
tect all mothers.

¢ @ @
This is the evolution from brutal egoism

to enlightened altruism. With economic bur-
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dens lifted from the backs of certain indi-
viduals and distributed over the social whole,
with the loss of jobs, and the imbruting fear
of starvation forever removed from men'’s
minds, there will be, let us hope, love enough
and to spare for all.

¢ @ @

Out of the lowest comes the highest.
Woman, having reached the very bottom
of the pit, may now be expected to rebound
from her abasement, and in her next up-
ward swing rise higher than ever before in
the world’s history.

And as woman is the creative factor in
human life, she will take the race with her
in her flight.

This is woman’s day. The symptoms are
unmistakable. The suffrage movement,
woman breaking away from dependent
chimney corners into economic independ-
ence of industrial life, her growing disin-

clination to marry, the increase of divorce,
L)
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all point clearly to the mighty social up-
heaval that is taking place before our very
eyes. |

When woman has thrown off her chains
and begins to assert herself as a social unit,
I fear me there do be breakers ahead for
the connubial craft.

The wife, suddenly elevated from slave
to equal, will present about the same prob-
lem to the average husband, as if some fine
morning he found the porter raised over-
night to partnership in his business.

But if it costs a dollar to make a marriage
which turns out badly, it ought not to cost
more than half as much to undo it. Leave
lawyers and judges and juries quite out of
the question. What business has any man
or set of men meddling with the sex relations
of other people anyway? If the govern-
ment insists upon deriving a revenue from
Hymen, let marriage and divorce stamps be
issued, a red one say for a marriage license
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at a dollar, and a blue stamp for a divorce
decree at fifty cents.

If this color scheme isn’t satisfactory I
nominate Anthony Comstock, T. Roosevelt,
and Rev. Dr. Billy Sunday to prepare suit-
able designs for the sacred documents.

‘““THE OPEN ROAD.”

Does it suggest freedom, a breath-heav-
ing place where you can sprint your ideas?

That is just it.

The author, have you seen him? We have.
A clean faced, virile man, suggesting repos-
ing power and potency which will make it-
self felt.

He expresses the finest, purest, broadest,
most practical, working sentiments above
ground today.

It is refreshing to read, ‘‘The Open
Road,’’ one of those pocket editions, you
know, like G. E. Littlefield’s ‘‘ Ariel,’’ ‘‘The

Philistine,”’ ‘‘The Papyrus,’”’ and a lot of
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other literary gems, coming to us in small
packets.

It’s the worth and not the bulk we’re
after. A diamond don’t take up much space,
but it represents condensed value.

When you read Bruce Calvert’s effusions
you just want to take off your hat and let
the fresh, fragrant, woodsy breeze, from the
pages of his publication, blow across your
magnificent brow and drink all the wisdom
and common-sense within reach.

If you haven’t been refreshed along Mr.
Calvert’s ‘‘Open Road,’’ write him and take
a spin along where he leads. Griffith, Lake
County, Indiana, R. F. D. No. 1, Pigeon-
Roost-in-the-Woods.

Don’t miss the treat.—THE VEGETA-
RIAN MAGAZINE.

Right Living is simply the proper adjust-
ment to life, to the things, institutions, soci-

ety, forces about us.
BRUCE CALVERT.
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A Gas Dream.

BEING in the Jungle one day recently
with an hour to spare till next train
and feeling the need of a little excitement to
raise my vibrations I hied myself to a
Dentist’s shop for a pleasant quarte d’heur.
The Dr. was glad to see me, or at least his
young lady was, conducting me at once to
the chamber of horrors. It was not until I
saw the chair and the instruments that fear
seized me and I turned to flee. But the girl,
of buxom build stood behind me blocking
the door way. Perceiving my panic she re-
assured me with a bright smile, ‘“‘It won’t
hurt you at all.’”” The smile and the fact
that the only other avenue of escape was the
window sixteen floors above State street,
held me to the spot.
With deft hands they quickly buckled
me into the chair, and before I knew it I
was laid helpless with a big rubber blanket

under my chin. Too late I realized the folly
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of my crave for sensations. Excitement good
and plenty was coming my way all right.

‘““Now this isn’t at all bad,’’ said the man
as they fitted a neat and attractive muzzle
over my nose and mouth, with a nice soft
piece of cork between my teeth to keep me
from chewing the rag, I suppose. If there’s
anything more exasperating than conver-
sation in a dental operating room I don’t
know it. It’s a one sided talkfest with the
man of the forceps occupying the centre of
the stage, the wings, orchestra circle and the
whole thing. He has you bucked and
gagged, and he hands out his orphic sayings
with a poise and a deliberation that is sim-
ply maddening. He’ll ask you a question or
make assertions calling for the most foreible
comments on your part. You struggle, choke
and swallow a yard or two of rubber towel-
ing in your agonized effort to speak, but
you can only emit a hoarse gurgle which the
operator with charming insouisance affects
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not to hear or understand at all. Oh!
wouldn’t I like to be a dentist and have a
few people I know, strapped up in my chair
with the bit in their teeth and no chance to
talk back while I poured a line of hot dope
into their helpless ears!

Next they uncrossed my legs setting both
my feet firmly upon the floor. Took my
hands and folded them nicely over my solar
plexus. A cold sweat broke out over me—
Gods! had I gotten into a mortuary shop in-
stead of a dental parlor and was the mor-
tician laying me out? I gathered my breath
to shriek when the Dr. said gently, ‘‘Now
just breathe easily and naturally, taking the
gas as you would a glass of water when
you’re thirsty. Keep moving your fore-
finger as long as you can, and when you stop
it you’ll be asleep.”’’

I resigned myself to the inevitable, took
one last look into the maid’s blue eyes and

bit off a big mouthful of that nitrous oxide
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gas as I would go for juicy watermelon on a
hot August day, the while keeping my finger
wagging in warning to the torturers not to
begin the seance till I was ready. A music
box now went off and began to play sweet
strains from Lohengrin. I thot what a nice
man the Dr. was to provide good music for
his guests during the entertainment.
Suddenly I caught myself letting up on
the finger movement as my attention wan-
dered for a moment to the Swan Knight and
his troubles. My God! this won’t do,
they’ll think I'm asleep and be after me
with the pinchers long before I’'m ready for
them. Then I began to wag the finger faster
than ever, they must surely see that I’'m not
at all under the influence yet. I tried to
shriek, yell, make a noise to warn them off.
Faster and faster my finger vibrated. What
in the devil’s name makes the gas take so
slowly anyway—must be some stale, left-

over stuff he had in the bag. I’ll bet I'll
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never he seen in this joint again. Lord, if
I was only home with Ananias and Sapphira.
I'll raise a howl when I get out of this chair.
If I can’t get fresh gas I'll know the reason
why. In my agony of apprehension my
heart now began to hum too, keeping time
to that finger which was going so rapidly I
could no longer count the movements. Oh!
if they only won’t begin their attack on me
for a moment yet, perhaps the dam gas will
take. That train I suppose has been gone an
hour. Well, this settles this business for me.
No more dentistry in mine. The next time
I want excitement I’'ll go down on Michigan
avenue and dodge autos, eat a stick of

dynamite or do something nice and sedate.
<@ ¢ ¢

Heavens! they’ll pump me so full of gas
I’11 float right out that window with the
dentist and his girl hanging on. Serve them
right too. I’ll just float over the lake and
drown them both. Do they think I'm a

dirigible balloon? Now my head begins to
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buzz, too, in time with that finger. Shall I
ever be able to stop it. Where is this fool
dentist and that syren girl, anyway? Can’t
the Dr. see that his old gas isn’t going to
take and let me out of this? Oh, if I was
out of this chair a moment I’d sure wipe the
floor with a D. D. S. Curse a fool and his
folly., Why did I ever come here. Never
again,—never again,—never.

And just then a quiet voice said in my
ear, ‘‘All right, your tooth is out.” I
couldn’t believe it. ’'Twas too good to be
true. When in heaven’s name did he pull it.
And then the girl’s gentle tones sounded on
the other side of me—‘'‘Lean over here,’’
and I knew it was indeed true, the tooth was
surely out. When or how I did not know.
I had been dreaming. The gas had played
me a fantastic trick. While I was struggling
with the fear that it wasn’t going to take,
I was really asleep and they were at work

upon me all the time.
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Cee—

But that was the sweetest message 1
ever heard. ‘‘Just lean over this way, take
a sip of water; spit right here,’”’ and this
amused me so I began to laugh. I was now
fully awake once more and sat up in the
chair still chuckling at the joke on myself.
I looked up into the young lady’s face
thinking I would explain my apparent idi-
ocy—but to my surprise I couldn’t speak a
word. My vocal organs were still asleep,
but the girl smiled as if she understood and
I guess she did.

‘“‘That was rather a bad one,’’ said the
Dr. as he displayed my wisdom tooth. And
then I found my voice, thanked him for his
good work, planked down the two plunks
and rushed off for my train. When I got
outside I looked at my watch to see how
much time I had left to make it, and found
to my astonishment that I had been in that

building just seven minutes.
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Dental surgery is a science. If only we
could say as much for medicine. Dentis-
try has enriched and prolonged life, adding
immensely to human happiness. It has
raised the general standard of health and
increased longevity by emphasing the im-
portance of good teeth, thoro mastication,
and oral cleanliness. You no longer see
the old rotting stumps and snags of thirty
years ago. The dentist stands on guard at
the gateway to the digestive tract. Dental
prophylaxis as a conserver of human life
and efficiency is playing its part in the
general uplift of the times.

One of Chicago’s celebrated dentists
told me recently that he could clearly read
in the mouth, teeth and gums, the story of
wrong living and internal uncleanliness.

And why may not this be true? A mod-
ern school of therapeutics claims to be able
to diagnose all abnormal conditions of the

body thru the eye. If the human body is
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a solidarity, and it is nothing if not that,
then each and every part must reveal the
story of the whole. I see no reason why
the therapeutist of the future may not be
able to take a finger nail and read therein
the story: of right or wrong living as clearly
as our old-time medicos could read it in the
pulse, tongue or skin.
¢ « ¢

But medical practice, based upon drug
doping has surely been a curse to humanity.
One of the dragons which right along down
the centuries has ever raised its hideous
head and scaly folds against all progress
toward rational, sane living. ‘‘Never mind
your ways of life, come to me when you’re
sick and I’ll fix you up. You just pay the
bill and I’ll do the rest,’’ has been the siren
song of the doctor.

¢ @ <

Medicine has engrafted into the blood-
stream of the race a poison, the poison of
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drugs, which is and will remain for gen-
erations to come far more difficult to combat
than any plague that ever swept the earth.
Even if the poisoning process could be im-
mediately shut off, we should I fear be cen-
turies working out of it.

¢ @ @@

And so there you have the difference.
Dentistry, an honorable, clean cut scientif-
ic profession, free from necessary chicanery,
responding to a human need, adding to life
healthand happiness. Medicine,a discredited,
empirical hodge-podge of humbug, chican-
ery, and greed; fattening like the religious
trust upon ignorance and superstition.
It never has been a science and never can be.
Purely guess work and bad guessing at that.

As the intelligence of the people rises,
dentists will increase in number and skill,
while drug dopers will disappear below the

horizon of common semse.
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And by the way folks did you know that
the world owes to a dentist the greatest book
that ever sprung from the brain of man?
Yes, that’s so. A common ordinary tooth
jerker, to all appearances a plodding cav-
ity-plugger, has given to us the most re-
markable literary work this world holds
any record of. A book equal to all the bibles
of the race and all the poets. Homer, Dante,
Shakespeare, Goethe, Milton, the Jewish and
Christian seriptures, the Koran, the Talmud,
the Zend Avesta, and the Vedas, master-
pieces all, products of the greatest brains
and the finest souls our world has pro-
duced, but they do not overtop that one great
book which, Minerva-like, full orbed out of
the brain of Jove, sprung from the mind
and heart of this one man, a dentist in New
York city.

I wonder how many dentists have ever
seen that volume. Every book ever written

by a doctor, aye the very name and memory
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of doctors and medicine will vanish from
earth and be known no more among men,
but this mighty work will live on till time
collapses. It is more than a book, more than
a man. It is all men. It is human life. It is
the great epic of creation, the scroll in which
is wrapped the origin and destiny of man. It
contains the solution of all human problems,
and reveals the very mystery of being.

What is it? The Oahspe Bible. Let every
dentist know and feel a new respect for his
profession which has been so enobled for
all time by the work of this one man, John
B. Newbrough.

Art has been kept on a pedestal for the
few. That is wrong. It must come back
to the people, to all the people, where it
belongs. We must put art into every act
of life, into every day’s work if art is to
survive.

BRUCE CALVERT.
94

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

AUTUMN.

The woods are dressed in russet-brown;
The leaves are crisp and falling;

The air is filled with nutty scents,
For the Autumn is unfolding.

Come hither, Age! since Wisdom comes
With frost of years called Autumn;

That life ends well with frosted locks
From man down to the atom.

How crisp the frost beneath thy feet;
How sweet the air to be inhaled!
The diamond’s sparkle is less bright
Than the Hoar-Frost’s morning crystal.

Farewell this life—thy joys I know,
To live again jis certain—

And greet once more those flowers of Spring,
In some new world about us.

I—live not! Die not!—Free am I
As the odors of the forests,
Like running water’s crystal flow,:
I am—from Spring to Spring abiding.
—NORTON F. W. HAZELDINE.
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AFTER THE LECTURE,

I tried to persuade myself that the lecture at
the Woman’s Club was just what I was needing.

It was instructive, clear-cut and convincingly
delivered; the lecturer had an agreeable voice,
and the men in her audience were vaguely aware
that she was faultlessly dressed.

Yet all the time I was trying to quiet an ache
of dissatisfaction somewhere behind my intel-
lectual approval, as one would frown at a child
to stop whispering questions in church.

But afterward, while I wiped glass and china
to help one whom they called a “servant-girl,”
I found that to listen to her uaive, gentle talk,
with its delicate brogue like a whiff of orchard-
blossoms on a spring breeze, and to watch her
full, quick arms, where she had rolled her sleeves
up from the dishpan, was more what I was
needing after all.

—REV. ELIOT WHITE.

——————

We must be good givers as well as re-
ceivers. We don’t get our good things in
life to hold onto them, but to give them
away. Hasten, then! Pass them along.
Goodness kept on hand sours over night.

BRUCE CALVERT.
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SHORTER COURSE

THE HARMONIC SCHOOL
OF RATIONAL EDUCATION

I have been asked to condense the Eighteen Lesson
course on Right Living into six lectures which can be
given in one week. I accordingly offer this new program:

- 1. Health and Right Living.
2. Breathing. The Science, Phnlosophy and

Practice.
3. Food Selection, Rational Dietary.
4. Sex Ethics. Eugenics.
5. Rational Education.
6. Harmony In Nature.

- Part or all of this series will be given anywhere on most
- reasonable terms. Dates now being made for the coming

e SeRsn. BRUCE CALVERT, In&rudor.
| Address—Lecture Bureau.

THE OPEN ROAD
GRIFFITH (Lake County) INDIANA

! R. F. D, No. 1 Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woods
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IF fou think there’s

any law in nature

which will permit you

a future other than
that you are now pre-
paring for yourself by
your every day life,
then you’ve got to

make another guess,
~BRUCE CALVERT.
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My tread scares the wood-drake and wood-duck on my distant
and day-long ramble,

They rise together, they slowly circle around.

I believe in those winged purposes,

And acknowledge red, yellow, white, playing within me,

And consider green and violet and the tufted crown intentional,

And do not call the tortoise unworthy because she is not some-
thing else,

And the jay in the woods never studied the gamut, yet trills
pretty well to me,

And the look cf the bay mare shames silliness out of me.

—WALT WHITMAN.
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Clubbing Offer No. 1!

We have arranged with the publishers and officers to give
our readers the advantage, for a limited time, of the greatest
clubbing proposition of the year. You have probably thought
that you ought to take some good magazine telling of the “ways
of healthful living,” but the $ did not happen to be handy just
then and thus you put it off. Some day you will be sorry, Oh,
so sorry, but then it will be too late. The doctor or the under-
taker will have you in charge. 100,000 out of each million die
prematurely—cut off in their prime—the newspapers put it. We
get used to it. But if it happens in your own family, then what?

The Good Health Clinic is a large 40-page monthly maga-
zine devoted to all that pertains to the good health and happi-
ness of the family. It is 75 cents a year and worth doiiars
every one not too old to “think.” It is the official organ of
the International Health IL.eague and contains the report of its
work, which is not printed elsewhere. If it was not the organ
of the League it could not be published for less than $1.00 per
year.

HERE IS OUR COMBINATION

1 twelve months’ Sub. ticket to THE OPEN ROAD...... .50
GOOD HEALTH CLINIC, 1 full year .................. VE
Membership in the International Health League, 1 year.... .50
Book “Eating to Live,” the former price of which was.... .50

Book “Law of Suggestion” (greatest little book printed)... 1.00

Now there is good value for $3.25. If you paid $5.00 for it
you would get value received. It is yours for a money order
for just $1.20. Just about one-third the price. The two books
give you the cream of both physical and metaphysical thinking
and living. This is indeed the chance of a lifetime. Get busy
TODAY. Do not put it offt. TODAY is the day to do things.

Make all orders payable to

THE OPEN ROAD

R. F. D. No. 1, Griffith, Ind.
Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woodse

Don’t forget to say: “I saw your ad. in the OPEN ROAD.”
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VoL. V OCTOBER, 1910 No. 4

Bruce Calvert, Editor and Publisher

IN THE WOODS.

the crimson glory of this lovely Oec-

tober day in the woods. Never a
Venetian sky shone clearer. Not a cloud
nor a ripple in that vast sea of blue over-
head! Vision seems almost telescopie, so
clean and pure is the air, while mere breath-
ing is an act of delirious joy.

For nearly a week the temperature has
ranged from 60° in, the morning to 80° at
midday. Now at 10:30 p. m. it stands at
64°. Very remarkable for this season! Last
October at this time we had ice and high
cold winds. Thermometer did not register

above 50° for the corresponding week 1909.
@ ¢ @

A lazy caressing breeze sweeps up from

the southeast, swelling occasionally into a
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gentle gust that shakes the brown leaves
in showers to the ground.

And such moonlight nights, it seems to
me I never knew. I came home late last
night thru the woods with my horse Bel-
shazzar, who knows the road so well that
I let him have the lines, and just gave my-
self up to the beauty of the night. Do you
know anything lovelier in this world than
the play of the moonlight thru the swaying
tree tops in the deep woods on a clear still
night? Maybe there is, but I doubt it.

Good old Belshazzar plodded #turdily
on, the steady rhythm of his faithful steps
and the soft jingle of the harness, music that
was sweet to hear. Altho at some places
in the dark shadows I could not see the
road at all, he never swerved a hair from
the path, never hubbed a tree, and even
when other paths crossed mine or diverged
from it, he never hesitated for a second but

kept straight en home: There are some
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things a good horse can do which make a
man feel small and weak.

The leaves are falling now very fast.
They filled the roadway last night. I could
not see them, but I could hear. They are
beginning to roll themselves up for their
long sleep. They sing now in a very differ-
ent key from what they did in July.

And did you know that the leaves rustle
to a different key at night than in the day-
time? That is true, too. All the sounds
in the woods at night are wholly unlike
those of the day. Even the bird’s song in
the morning is in a different key, also a
different rhythm from his song at night. 1
have noticed that the roar of Niagara Falls
is in a different key at night than in the
day.

« ¢ @

In faet, did you suspect, comrades, that
we live in a world of tone? That all is
really music? That music is the basis of
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all the arts and sciences? Indeed, that color
and form are but modes of musie, of tone?
That music is in truth the universal sub-
strate of all manifestations? That even Math-
ematics and Astronomy are but the expan-
sion of a musical system? That the music
of the spheres, the harmony of the heavens,
are not figures of speech at all but real liv-
ing facts? That the morning stars did aec-
tually sing together, and are singing still,
and will do so thruout all eternity? Yes,
strange world—isn’t it? Shall we ever

know it?
@ @ @

If I could make any month in the year
perpetual, it seems to me now it would be
September or October. There is something
so intensely human, so lovable about the
woods and fields these autumn days.

I know the poets rave about June, the
month of roses and brides (and mosquitoes).

‘While Cupid’s pranks with lovers and mid-
100
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summer madness have been sung in every
metre from Land or Square, to Wine or
Liquid Measure. (See Ray’s Third.)

But poets are not always to be taken too
seriously. They are often dyspeptic chaps
who get a twinge of rheumatism come first
frost, and then they begin to rhapsodize
about ‘‘the sere and the yellow leaf,’’ or
the ‘‘melancholy days.’’

Many a ‘‘nature’’ poem smells of steam
heat and cockroaches, and the push button.
Do you suppose a poet who slept outdoors
the year ’round, wakening at sun-up to en-
joy the crisp frosty air of these beautiful
mornings could ever write about ‘‘melan-
choly’’ October? I guess never! That
only comes from the frowsy fellows who
sleep with their clothes on in close overheat-
ed, unaired rooms.

@ @ @

The riot of life in midsummer is indeed

glorious. But the ripe beauty of October
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i8 lovelier still. The lusty flaring up of
youth is splendid, but the steadier pulses,
cooler temper, riper judgment, and broader
sympathies of calmer years are better.

Youth is the season of promise, but a
promise is only beautiful when redeemed in
realization. This is the time of realization,
of work finished, promises fulfilled.

The summer harvests of grain are gar-
nered.

In cornfields the golden ears hang with
bowed heads joyfully awaiting the gath-
erers.

In the ground long rows of white-skin-
ned potatoes patiently abide the coming of
the diggers.

The last of the rosy tomatoes are find-
ing their way into cans for the long winter.

Apples are safely housed, and many a
brown stone jug of sweet cider gladdens

the country side.
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There is yet enough verdure left in the
woods to remind us of the summer that is
gone. But high up in the wall of green that
surrounds us, vivid spots of gold now ap-
pear, spreading day by day. While low
on the ground, oak, sassafras and sumach
bushes burn with a lurid red that sets the
blood aflame.

All is so satisfying. The red, brown,
yellow tones of the woods are so soothing.
At this moment, Nature is at her best. Tho
flushed with the pride of her full-blown
beauty, there yet lurks over all a haunting
sense of impending change; an .invisible
spirit of decay hovering in the air that but
lends a tender pathos and added charm to
the scene.

As a woman is never more fascinating
or dangerous than just at that pause in
her life when the first flush of youth and
beauty is about to shade off into the riper

charms of tender maturity, just before the
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first touch of silver, when the dimples
around her mouth are about to cool into
the first motherly wrinkles, so Nature is

now in her most lovable, seductive mood.
« @ ¢

The fierce heats of summer are past. No
mosquitoes. Days shortening. Nights
lengthening and delicious. Just cool enough
for an extra blanket, but not cold enough
to require hot water cans in your outdoor
bed. Mornings crisp and frosty. Sun plea-
santly hot at midday.

This is really the most enjoyable vaca-
tion season of the whole year. Take a day
or two in the woods now if at all possible.
Run out for Sunday if you can’t do better.
Take the children and your basket of lunch.
You can fill the basket with hazel nuts,
hickory nuts, chestnuts, walnuts or chinka-
pins, which are ripe and wait eagerly for

you to gather them in.
L | e ¢

Apples, nuts, sweet cider, pumpkin pie
—O! who wouldn’t be in the woods when
October is here!
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BRUCE CALVERT ON ‘“WORK.”
Extracts From a Talk by the Editor of the
Open Road Magazine at the Opening
of The Select School.
(Reprinted by permission from The Gregg
Writer.)

HERE are no dull subjects in this world
of ours. Everything that you see in this
room, every word that you speak, every
Gregg character which this brilliant young
man so skillfully placed upon the black-
board here, goes to the very heart of human
philosophy, if we are able to follow it.
There are no little things in life, I as-
sure you. I say this to prove to you that I
should not want for a subject if I intended
to deliver an address at this time. I see be-
fore me in those intelligent faces, those ear-
nest and enthusiastic young faces, enough
to keep me talking as long as I shall ever
live.
You are a speech. Each one of you as
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you look at me is a poem—yes, a great mas-
terpiece! You contain within you all that
1s known or knowable in this world of
thought and knowledge .

I should like to talk to you about short-
hand. I should like to show you how those
simple little characters are destined to ex-
ert an influence over human society that
you could scarcely credit tonight if I told
you what I see down the coming years.
Shorthand represents a human need, and it
is a reflection of a great moving force that
is now at work changing the course and des-
tiny of man—the elimination of the useless.
It is in the line of evolution. It means econ-
omy of time, effort, of life.

Ah, yes, you boys and girls, you think
when you get a position at four dollars a
week, or fifteen dollars a week, to write let-
ters for ‘‘the boss,’”’ that you are merely
earning your living; you think you are help-
ing to carry your load, taking care of your-
self; but, my dear young -people, you are
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doing more than that. You are also solv-
ing the problem of human life. You are
weaving into your work the links that bind
the human race together; you are writing
history.

The young man wrote more than that
trivial letter there on the board in his won-
derful demonstration of speed—he wrote
the possibilities of a life. Can you see him
at his work without realizing what marvel-
ous things patience, study, work, earnest-
ness, concentration will accomplish? This is
the lesson of his performance for each one
of you. What he has done you can do, and
even more.

And so then, let me give you a parting
word. Nature has wisely given us one
means, and but one, with which to work out
our salvation. There is no way known to
man by which humanity may reach the pos-
sibilities with which it is endowed, rise to
the heights intended for us, except one.
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Srn———

And what is that way? Work, WORK! That
is the key to the mysteries of life. It doesn’t
much matter what the work is if you but
put into it your noblest effort, do it to the
highest degree of your ability. There are
no grades in useful work. All labor is di-
vine. You young men and young women
who write the letter, do it correctly, neatly,
and return it in proper shape, have done as
noble a work as the architect who planned
this building, as the painter who paints the
masterpiece of art with his colors, as the
composer who writes a symphony that shall
live forever—if into your work you have
but put your best effort.

And when you do your work, do it for
yourself. Never mind about the pay. The
returns come in mental fibre and soul tissue.
It doesn’t matter whether you are getting
four dollars a week, or four dollars a day,
or four dollars an hour—do your work to
the highest that is within you. Make of

your work the ladder, the stepping-stone,
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that shall lead you upward and onward to-
ward your goal. And then it won’t matter
what your work is, whether it is washing
dishes, writing shorthand, or building a rail-
road. Not the work, but the thoroughness
with which you do it, the spirit you put into
it, ennobles you.

And let me impress upon you young peo-
ple just entering life, many of you—when
you get your first position, don’t be satis-
fied with anything less than your best, your
utmost. Don’t say, ‘‘Now hadn’t I better
stop? It’s four o’clock, and I only get four
dollars a week, and my back is awfully
tired.” Don’t do that! You can cheat the
boss; ah, yes, you can rob your employer;
but let me impress upon your hearts in
words of living fire that not he, but you
yourself are the loser. You cannot cheat
yourselves. You have to pay the bill. And
you pay it in the loss of all that makes you
a man or a woman—character.

Yes, you may deceive your employer. You
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may use his time wrongfully, and he may
never know it, but oh, if you defraud your-
selves, who is going to make it right? You
can’t do it; you must suffer. And therefore,
when you get your first job, say to yourself,
““I now have an opportunity. This is my
chance.”” The man, boy or girl who has
something to do has within his hands the
means of an education. Your work should
yield you twenty times more in education
than it does in money.

Do you think that money, that wages,
that what you get in your little envelope

Saturday night is the thing you are work-
ing for? O, no, no, that is nothing! You

do not work to get, but to become, to grow.
If you got nothing in wages for your work
and boarded yourself, you would still be a
thousand times better off than he who has
no work to do, because your work is your
opportunity, the means that shall lead you
upward to all the glorious possibilities of

your being!
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THANKS, TOM. WHAT'LL YOU HAVE?

Crank Calvert of ‘‘The Open Road’’ is
the cutest crank in Crankdom. ‘‘The Open
Road’’ is published out in the woods near
Griffith, Indiana, and is fifty cents a year
now, but the price will be raised to one dol-
lar next year. Calvert thinks that we all
ought to go naked, especially at night, and I
think he would advocate the same thing for
the day time if it were not for the police.
He insists on us going barefooted and his
logic is all right. I notice that we go
around with naked hands and faces. I saw
Raymond Duncan’s people when they were
here and they seemed to be comfortable
with naked arms and necks and heads. But
you can never get people to go barefooted
until you make it a fad or fashion. In the
ballroom and in the boxes at the theatre
you will see people bare on the upper parts
of the body. If it were fashionable to show

a well manicured foot my lady would go
111

Google









THE OPEN ROAD

barefooted and take pride in showing her
pink toes. There is no use to preach about
the thing for duty or for health or even for
comfort; but if it is ‘‘the thing’’ in fashion
we will adopt it.—‘‘Christian’’ Shelton,
Denver, Colo.

LEASE read notice extraordinary in the
advertising pages. I wish to give every
Open Road reader a chance to subscribe now
for as many years as you wish at the present
rate, fifty cents a year. No matter how far
ahead you may already be paid up, I invite
you to extend the time as long as you wish.
You may also buy as many twelve month’s
subscription tickets as you like at fifty cents
apiece. These tickets are good until used.
You may use them for friends or to extend
your own subscription, now or at any time
hereafter. The magazine will be one dollar

next year.
Better save money and be on the safe

side, now while you can.
112

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

BRUCE CALVERT SPEAKS AT
INDIANAPOLIS.

INDIANA RATIONALIST ASSOCIATION.
Second Annual Convention.

(Palm room, Claypool Hotel, Indianapolis,
Friday evening, November 4th, to Sundy
evening, November 6, 1910. Ninth filoor.

Take elevator.)
Friday Evening, Nov. 4th, 7:30.

President’s Address..... Dr. T. J. Bowles,
Muncie, Ind.

Welcome Address....Dr. John A. Houser,
Indianapolis

Response ................ D. W. Sanders,
Covington, Ind.

Address—'‘Heresy and Heretics,,......

........................ F. J. Carney

Appointment of Committees..........
Saturday Morning, Nov. bth, 9:45.
MusiC ...ovveninnneeanncnnnns Piano Solo

Rational Education.. . BRUCE CALVERT,
Editor ‘‘The Open Road,’’ Griffith, Ind.
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A Secular Republic. .. Mrs. Helen M. Lucas,
Marietta, Ohio.
Saturday Afternoon, 3:30.
Addresses by W. H. Maple; by Ex-Priest
P. J. 'Mara, Danville, Ill.,, and ten-minute
speeches by members of the convention.

Saturday Evening, 7:30.

MUusiC ....covveeennnnnannnes By Convention
Free Thinker, Let Your Light So Shine. .
.............. J. H. Prince, Troy, Ohio
Discussion.........c.covuee. John C. Beck,
Indianapolis
Heresy, the Hope of the World.......
............. Guy C. Ballard, Gary, Ind.
Sunday Morning, Nov. 6th, 9:45.
MUSIC +vvvevnennecnnoeannns By Convention
Organized Propaganda ...E. C. Reichwald,
Chicago

Discussion—Five-minute speeches.
The People in the Half-way House....
... Miss Lou Lawrence, Barnesville, Ohio

DISCUSSION .« v vvverereeeconcnnnnnss General
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Sunday Afternoon, 2:30.

The Duty of the Rationalist..........
...d. Atwood Culbertson, Sewickly, Pa.

Heresy and Human Progress..........
....Prof. Frank C. Midney, Dayton, Ohio

Sunday Evening, 7:45.

Music .......covvvivnnenn. By Convention

The Church of the Future.............
...... J. Wesley Whicker, Attica, Ind.

Humanity’s Debt to Ingersoll.........
.................. W. E. Clark, Chicago
The religious ‘‘progressives’’ will at once
perceive that the above program is one of
unusual excellence. Those who attend this
convention may be sure that all the discus-
sions will be dignified, scholarly and capable.
It will be shown by real thinkers that Free-
thinking, Science, and the Gospel of Reason
are indeed the hope of the world. It will
be shown that the stand-pat-ism and stand-
still-ism, superstition and orthodoxy main-
tained by the clergy (for some reason or
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other) are an obstruction to progress and
human happiness, a promoter of hypocrisy
but not or morality; that the church has no
excuse for existence (except human vanity) ;
and that the baptized individual, or the
Jew, as a rule, has no reason for the ‘‘faith
that is in him’’ other than the Chinaman’s
reason—that he was raised to believe that
way and that his mother’s religion is good
enough for him.

All priests and ministers of Indiana are
cordially invited to ‘‘rest on Sunday’’ and
attend this convention. A program is being
mailed to every clergyman whose name can
be obtained. All ladies and gentlemen in-

vited.

A reception committee, wearing ‘‘Free
Thought’’ badges, will be at entrance to
Claypool Hotel to welcome visitors.

WM. Y. BUCK,
Chairman Program Committee.
DR. T. J. BOWLES, President.
DAVID W. SANDERS, Secretary.
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The shedding of blood by the state in
the interests of Justice (?) is a foul stain
upon humanity. Official murder may no
longer be tolerated. It cannot be justified
upon any grounds. Even as a matter of
punishment (revenge) it would be far more
effective to brand a murderer with mark of
Cain and turn him loose than to kill him.

It is much harder to live an object of
aversion, shunned by one’s fellows, than to
die in a brief blaze of newspaper glory, ac-
companied by maudlin priestly ministra-
tions.

The death penalty is really not a deter-
rent. Everyone knows that it is not. Why
smear our hands with blood and imbrute
ourselves with hangings and electrocutions
all to no purpose?

There is a better way to deal with the
criminal, the erring. Cruelty and vengeance
must pass out of men’s lives and give place
to love. Love will show the way.
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Oty —

EVOLUTION.

AN’S progress has always been up-
ward. There never was any ‘‘fall of
man’’ save in the diseased imaginations of
cunning, crafty priests who perpetrated the
stupendous hoax upon a stupid world, in
order to get the job of raising it again—for
a handsome consideration. ‘‘The tariff
will be very easily understood,’’ said the
priests. ‘‘No trouble at all about rates.
We’ll just take all you have.”’

And so the church has been piously
stripping men for eternity ever since. To
make sure no fellow would slip into para-
dise with his roll while the priests’ back was
turned, they invented that masterly burglar
proof proposition, the neeedle’s eye, guard-
ing the main entrance. ‘‘You can’t squeeze
thru the pearly gates with that bundle
of swag. It’s ‘filthy lucre’ any way. Money
is root of all evil, brother. Just leave it

here with us. We’ll take ecare of it.
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Thanks. Praise Gawd and the Lamb! An-
other soul saved! Let’s see how much he
dropped.”’

So the game goes merrily on. The priest
preaching the beauties of poverty, chastity
and obedience—for the other fellow. Prom-
ising mansions in the skies, jewels in the
next world, the while industriously grab-
bing everything 11‘1.l sight’here below.

Do the poor lambs thus sheared deserve
any sympathy? Not a bit. No more than
do the vietims of get-rich-quick concerns
where those ‘‘on the ground floor’’ always
hope to win out at the expense of other
suckers.

The lambs wouldn’t get caught if they
weren’t grafters too. They themselves are
playing a skin game. They think they can
shut up nature’s eye, break every command-
ment in her decalogue, and then, thru
the priest’s mediation, slip by the turnstile

into glory while old Peter isn’t looking.
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That’s the rotten plank upon which rests
the whole fabric of institutional Christian-
ity. The true esoteric meaning of vicarious
atonement, salvation by the book, for sale
at all bargain counters in churchianity.
Something for nothing. Salvation without
earning it. Jesus paid it all. Wash me in
blood and I shall be white. It’s only a case
of the biter bitten, the skinner skun. The
Church Trust is the sharper at the game
and the penitent gets soaked.

¢ L

Yes, man has steadily advanced. The
one significant fact in nature standing out
above all others is evolution. Change,
growth, development. There are no institu-
tions in nature. No fixed unchanging forms.
Nature is always and everywhere plastic,
fluid. Man alone is the inventor of insti-
tutions, and we now pay the penalty of en-
slavement to the dragons of our own crea-

tion.
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It is true that all races and all civilized
spots on the globe have not always reached
high points at the same time. Greece is low-
er now in physical and intellectual life, in
science, philosophy and art than it was
twenty-five hundred years ago. Rome was
a proud mistress of the world when Albion
was a savage wilderness. Today England
is in the advance guard while Rome is in
ruins.

But man is a unit. Humanity is one.
Whatever any nation or people may have
attained at any given time belongs to the
credit of the race as a whole.

Human life may be likened to a tidal
wave. The waters rise and fall. The
trough of this wave is the crest of the next.

But the movement is ever onward.
@ ¢

Take heart, O friends of men! O teach-
ers and workers for the Truth! Know this.
Your labor is not lost. Tho you may not

see the result. Indeed, you must not always
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expect to see it in material form. But noth-
ing is ever lost. Every good impulse for the
uplift of humanity is a tidal wave which
moves on and on in ever widening circles
until it beats upon the shores of Infinity.
Somehow, somewhere your love thot will
reach and touch the heart waiting for it, and
in the perfume of that awakened soul grasp-
ing the light is your reward.

Fear not, my comrades. Do the right.
Work on. Hope on. Your own must come
to you.

e e

We have only one set of forces and proc-
esses in the world. What we call good, and
what we call bad, are alike produced by
the same forces, in the same manner.

Only when the result of the activity is
toward constructiveness we call it good,
and when exercised for destructiveness we

call it bad.
—BRUCE CALVERT.
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LO, THE POOR RED SKIN.

And now comes from Seattle, Wash.,
Vol. 1, No. 1, The Peace Pipe, a beautifully
printed and decorated 'Zinelet with artistic
cover in two colors. Each page is illumined
with strange cabalistic figures or Little
Hieroglyphs as he calls them, by W. S.
Phillips, who is said to be an adopted Indian
of the Sioux.

The Editor is Chas. Eugene Banks, and if
the following, which I take from his first
number, is a promise of what may be ex-
pected in the future, The Peace Pipe will
surely find its way to every wigwam and
tepee thruout all the tribe of nature lovers.

“To grow we must get the key to our indi-
vidual composition. Consciousness is not a solid
but a flowing substance that can be attuned to
any pitch. Harmony is as natural in one key
as in another. If we but knew it the entire
gamut of Nature is harmonious today as when
the morning stars sang together at Creation’s
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birth. But to hear the real music we must rise
above the roar of selfishness into the realm of
brotherhood. Go alone into the primeval forest
or under the midnight stars if you would hear
the voice of Truth. The winds of Ocean chant
in the firs, the heart softens, consciousness ex-
pands and wisdom lights her lamp to guide the
feet in paths of pleasantness. Then indeed we
enter the plane of development. Justice and
mercy here go hand in hand. They break no
law; they are above all law in the freedom of
doing good. Under this government man is at
one with tree and flower, bird and beast, dew-
drop and star. He begins to understand, and
learns from lesser things the philosophy of good
government. He discovers that every creature
of the wild carries about with it a flag of truce,
always seeking amicable settlement to difficul-
ties. He finds that Nature, through infinite gra-

dations, expresses ever and always an inherent
knowledge of the oneness of things; that under-
neath the seeming warfare there is flowing life
in an unbroken channel, undisturbed by the shad-
ows upon its surface.”

From my shack in the woods at Pigeon-

Roost, I cry welcome to my red brother of
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the Golden West, and I join hands with him
in seeking to win men back from sordid city
whirlpools and plague spots with its mad,
feverish, unsatisfying existence, to the cool,
calm sweet days of life in the woods and
fields. Back to the soil and sanity.

By feeling or which is the same, by inner
perception or immediate knowledge, we get reli-
gion. City people who have no feeling except
when they run against stone walls; who have no
perceptions except when tired out by the length
of their streets; who have no immediate knowl-
edge but are full of reports of crimes and the like
from their newspapers—city people have no re-
ligion. How could any ecstacy strike them! Their
hearts are not sensitive; their eyes do not know
the wide views; their ears hear only noises, but
never the rhythm of the winds sighing at the sun-
rise. Let them withdraw from that unnatural ex-
istence. It never generated religion or mystic
longings for the greatest, the Infinite. Rousseau
never tires of calling to us to close our books and
ecclesiastic conventions and retire to open-air-
na:lure, there to find our own soul, who is our true
god.

—C. H. A. BJERREGAARD in THE WORD.
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The address to the graduates of Littlejohn
College of Osteopathy by Bruce Calvert was a
gem. It came from a man who had lived up to
his ideals to an exceptional degree. He is the
editor of “The Open Road,” a magazine devoted
to the cause of right and simple living. He has
discarded the life of the big city, living out in a
little cottage about thirty miles from Chicago.
He is the peer of any man in his devotion to the
principles of Walt Whitman who said: “By God,
I will accept nothing except on equal terms.”
How this teaching would change the face of
things! Mr. Calvert, in his address to the class,
dwelt on the limitations surrounding the treat-
ment of one person by another. All we can do
for another is to alleviate their ailments. The
real cure is in the sufferer’s hands. He must be
taught to live right. And to the extent the pa-
tient lives properly will he approximate a cure.
Physicians should be teachers more than be cur-
rent practitioners. They should be healthy them-
selves. If they cannot keep themselves healthy
they should give up being physicians. Mr. Cal-
vert was vigorously applauded, and the senti-
ments expressed seemed to please the graduating
class and the audience.

—JOURNAL OF OSTEOPATHY.
126 :

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

HARVEST.

Come, Friends, let us gather at the Altar of
Harvests,

And thanks return to Him, the Creator, the
Nameless

Lord, which no church knoweth nor narrow cult
containeth,

To Him we sing our songs of praise and thanks-
giving.

Come, rejoice for the golden grains, nuts, fruits
and vines

Are ready unto the gathering. Give thanks to
Him

Who was, is, and forevermore shall be; Begot-
ten not, nor Begetting!
Light of the Light, and the hush of woodland’s

shadowy eve.

Kill not! O Friends, for whose 1s life?

The luscious fruits, resplendent grains, nuts and
grapes,

Unsoiled by foul murder, to nourish all by Him
were given;

Eat thou of these, rejoice and sing, for this the

true food is—unknown to sin.
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The Earth hath yielded free to all alike

Sufficient for our needs unto the returning har-
vest.

Eat thou of blood! Thou surely feedeth Greed,

And Greed—accursed monster—thou art the soul
of every “Trust.”

O Glorious Harvest, the bounty of the earth,
Rich, tasty foods, embodiment of love,
Symbolic Food, that dies again to live,
We of Thee eat—thou willing sacrifice for man.
NORTON F. W. HAZELDINE
October 6, 1910. !

Woman’s garment of freedom is so new
and strange to her that she doesn’t know
yet just how to wear it.

BRUCE CALVERT.

Be sure to read ‘‘Science and Health’’
in the November OPEN ROAD. It will be
well worth your while. Also please men-
tion it to your friends and suggest that they
order copies. Competent critics who have
seen the manuscript pronounce it the best
thing that has yet appeared on the subject.
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. SHORTER COURSE
’ THE HARMONIC SCHOOL
OF RATIONAL EDUCATION

~ 1 have been asked to condense the Eighteen Lesson
course on Right Living into six lectures which can be
given in one week, I accordingly offer this new program :

1. Health and Right Living.

2. Breathing. The Science, Philosophy and
Practice.

3. Food Selection, Rational Dietary.
4. Sex Ethics. Eugenics.

5. Rational Education.

6. Harmony In Nature.

Part or all of this series will be given anywhere on most
reasonable terms. Dates now being made for the coming

g2 BRUCE CALVERT, In&rucor.
. Address—Lecture Bureau.
THE OPEN ROAD

FITH (Lake County) INDIANA
R. F. D. No. 1 Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woods

Loegle



F you would know life— § &

live. To seek for truth
in sermons or to delve in
books for philosophy is to
lose both. If you w wuld
know the truth get busy,
get to work at the task that

| liesinearest to you, no mat- J
ter how lowly it may be. P
Out of your work you §

distil the divine essence of
wisdom and in the glory of
achievement you emblazon
the enraptured years with

a joy that knows no bitter- §

ness.
—BRUCE CALVERT.
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I call the world to distrust the accounts of my friends, but to listen
to my enemies as I myself do,

I charge you forever reject those who would expound me for I can-
not expound myself,

I charge that there be no theory or school founded out of me,

I charge you leave all free, as I have left all free.

—WALT WHITMAN.

itizesor (GO Sl@ NEW -.-.;;;.-4_:; PUBLIC LIBRARY



Clubbing Offer No. 1!

We have arranged with the publishers and officers to give
our readers the advantage, for a limited time, of the greatest
clubbing proposition of the year. You have probably thought
that you ought to take some good magazine telling of the “ways
of healthful living,” but the $ did not happen to be handy just
then and thus you put it off. Some day you will be sorry, Oh,
so sorry, but then it will be too late. The doctor or the under-
taker will have you in charge. 100,000 out of each million die
prematurely—cut off in their prime—the ncwspapers put it. We
get used to it. But if it happens in your own family, then what?

The Good Health Clinic is a large 40-page monthly maga-
zine devoted to all that pertains to the good health and happi-
ness of the family. It is 75 cents a year and worth doiiars v
every one not too old to “think.” It is the official organ of
the International Health League and contains the report of its
work, which is not printed elsewhere. If it was not the organ
of the League it could not be published for less than $1.00 per
year.

HERE IS OUR COMBINATION

1 twelve months’ Sub. ticket to THE OPEN ROAD...... .50
GOOD HEALTH CLINIC, 1 full year .................. 75
Membership in the International Health League, 1 year.... .50
Bcok “Eating to Live,” the former price of which was.... .50

Book “Law of Suggestion” (greatest little book printed)... 1.00

Now there is good value for $3.25. If you paid $5.00 for it
you would get value received. It is yours for a money order
“for just $1.20. Just about one-third the price. The two books
give you the cream of both physical and metaphysical thinking
and living. This is indeed the chance of a lifetime. Get busy
TODAY. Do not put it off. TODAY is the day to do things.

Make all orders payable to

THE OPEN ROAD
R. F. D. No. 1, Griffith, Ind.
Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woods

——————

Don’t forget to say: “I saw your ad. in the OPEN ROAD.”
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Bruce Calvert, Editor and Publisher

SCIENCE AND HEALTH.

WHATEVER else it may or may not be

the Christian Science faith is surely
a comfortable one. It fits loosely and easily,
and is readily adjustable to any shaped
head. Mother Eddy has skilfully elimi-
nated all necessity for thot on the part of
her followers.

Any doctrine that can be swallowed
whole without the labor of digesting and
assimilating will, I fear, always be popu-
lar. For the greater part of us, alas! find
it easier to believe than to think. Think-
ing hurts the head and few there be who
care to inflict voluntary pain upon them-
selves for the simple satisfaction of being

right. It’s so much easier to let others do
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your thinking for you and then accept the
findings.

Nearly all of us take our religions, poli-
tics, philosophies, economics and morals cut
and dried. Individual creations in the thot
world, as in modes and fabrics, are never
popular. We are all cowards. Afraid of
the unconventional. We cannot trust our
own judgments. We wait to hear what the
rest of the crowd says first. We must think
in the lingo of those in our set from whom

we get all of our ideas and opinions.
¢ @ @

Our educational machinery, from the dis-
trict school to the university, takes good
care that no original thot ever develops in
the class-room. In every branch of study
thruout our whole educational system there
are recognized and accepted ‘‘authorities”’
which no one, teacher or student, dare ques-
tion on the pain of the official and social

gaff.
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You know this is true. Every teacher
knows it. Perhaps, also, you and nearly
all teachers are satisfied that it is right and
proper. Yet I must warn you that it is nei-
ther right nor desirable but dangerous and
destructive. It is just here that the system
breaks down. This is its one great weak-
ness, that it strangles all independent thot,
crushes out all initiative, renders original-
ity impossible. It reduces school and col-
lege graduates to mere automatons. Edu-
cation is supposed to develop, to make su-
perior men and women. That’s what we
send our children to school for, and why
we support a vast and expensive organiza-
tion for their benefit. But the dead level
of incapacity, mediocrity, incompetence ex-
hibited everywhere by the products of our
schools in all grades proves that we are
being badly buncoed. Our system not only

turns out inefficient, characterless pupils,
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but it tends to perpetuate the errors of the
past and makes progress all but impossible.
« ¢

For it is certain that every great ‘‘au-
thority’’ now so blindly worshipped and so
hotly defended is wrong somewhere. No
man or institution was ever yet wholly
right. The error may be in minor points
or it may just as well be in the most vital
part of the teaching, may be fundamentally
wrong. We are continually reversing hon-
ored decisions of the past, and overturning
theories once held to be omnipotent. If we
did not do this, no progress could ever be
made. And the hardest struggle in human
life is not to discover new truths, but tear
away old errors and superstitions from
blind and stubborn fanatics who uphold

them.
« ¢ @

How much better it would be to recog-

nize these truths, however disquieting they
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A

may be! How much better to take the im-
partial attitude toward all authorities and
conventions, and, instead of forcing blind
acceptance, to be ready always to invite
criticism, to raise questions, and to welcome
dissenters! This is the only way to ad-
vance. Let’s put the ‘‘authorities’’ all un-
der bonds of indeterminate sentence to
make good. And then, let’s be ready any
day to entertain a new idea, a new way of
looking at things, even tho all of our pre-
conceived notions and most cherished tra-
ditions be thereby overturned. Nothing is
worth while that cannot stand of itself.
Truth needs no human defenders. All er-
rors have in themselves the seeds of their
own downfall. Don’t be afraid. Just take
away your hands and if they fall, they de-
serve to. You cannot long hold the wrong
in place anyway. Gravitation is after you.

It works while you sleep. In the end
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you’ll only be crushed in the fall thereof.

Better stand from under.
7] 7] 7

Because a majority of the people believe
a thing is no evidence of its truth. On the
contrary it is just when we are most cock-
sure about things that we make the biggest
fools of ourselves. ‘‘The mass has always
been wrong upon every question,’’ says
Matthew Arnold. For our own sakes we
dare not accept any human judgment as
right and final so long as there’s one dis-
senting voice in all the world. ‘‘Only what
nobody denies is so,”’ said Old Walt.

@ ¢ <@

It must have been a parlous feat for that
hardy ancestor of ours who first essayed to
stand upright. That position upon his hind
legs was surely trying. It comes hard even
yet. Watch a baby man learning to walk.
Here you see all the struggles of the race

reproduced. Who knows, in fact, that the
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baby ever would walk upright if not taught
to do so by its kind! But think of how
the neighbors must have guyed the fellow
teetering around on his back pedals. Of
course it couldn’t be done, they said. Never

had been done. It wasn’t in the books.
- Goodness me—no! What did we have four
legs for? The Chief Medicine Man, and the
Rev. Gazaboe of the Sacred Relics, no
doubt, both said it must not be attempted,
and besides it was impossible. But some-
how man persisted and did finally walk
erect. Now the priests declare that he was
made and finished and walked upright in
one afternoon. They deny that he ever did

crawl.
L | ¢ @

Yet learning to walk was not nearly so
difficult as learning to think. The think-
ing function is yet so new to us we are
afraid of it. We distrust it. Man trembles

before his own mighty power and is afraid
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to use it. And so all down thru the black
ages behind us, men have been setting up

bounds to human thot, limitations to the
free action of mind. ‘‘Thus far shalt thou

go and no farther.’”” The frontiers of thot
have always been carefully staked out and
guarded by the stupids who did not wish
to go further. The daring investigator, that
intrepid spirit who wanted to know, to ex-
plore the vast Eldorado beyond the fron-
tiers, has always been obliged to elude the
sentries of convention, to take his life in his
hands when he passed thru the picket lines.
Free thot has never yet existed upon this
old earth. Shall it ever? I don’t know.
The standpatters have not been able wholly
to prevent thot, but they have been terri-
bly able to prevent its free expression by

killing the thinker.
@ L ¢

The tendency of the human animal to
believe, follow, imitate, rather than think;
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this distrust of his new tool, the mind, is
what causes Christian Science and the vari-
ous New Thought and Mental Science vacui-
ties to be so well patronized.

The Science religion is easily acquired.
Only a matter of belief and faith. Just
read the book fifteen minutes every day,
fold your hands sweetly over the umbilical
region, and believe. No troublesome search-
ing after facts, no painful delving for rea-
sons. It’s all so easy.

The rationalist with scientific mind 1is
under the necessity of finding explanations
and of accounting for his failures. But
Christian Science presents no such embar-
rassing dilemma. Charge it all to M. A. M.
(Malicious Animal Magnetism.) If your
True Scientist needs a south wind in his busi-
ness while old Bo happens to be roaring out
of the north the t. s. cooly ‘‘treats’’ for a

south breeze. If the wind happens to change
187

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

about that time, glory to Mary Baker G.
Eddy, praised be her holy name! But if
there’s nothing doing, it’s only because
some dog of an unbeliever cut in on the
line with his M. A. M. and queered things.
How perfectly simple and satisfactory! Any
mullethead could understand that.

« L ¢

Eddyism is a crutch for the mentally in-
‘dolent, a censor for the spiritually dead.
Why yes, such a patchwork of unscientific
and unchristian absurdities tinctured with
just enough truth to make it pass, could
never have gained a foothold anywhere save
among a people with spiritual paresis and
mental ataxia.

““O, but we are the people!’”’ Says one.
Well, that may be, but no one else ever
makes the claim for us. In truth we are
a physically alert and a commercially keen

people, but as to spirituality or even intel-
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lectuality, aber nicht, as the poets say. I

am afraid our level is pretty low.
« @ @

Mother Eddy has made no new contri-
bution to the world’s store of wisdom. She
is merely the first woman to successfully
commercialize some of the oldest knowledge
of the race. By tearing off the price tickets
and putting on new labels she has passed
off an ancient line of ‘‘stickers’’ as the sea-
son’s latest novelties and gathered in fancy
prices for them, too. But the dear lady
is no more the author or discoverer of any
of the truths she has made use of in her
system, than was Sir Isaac the inventor of
gravitation, or Jawn D. the founder of coal
oil. She has been a very clever adapter,
and she ranks among the greatest organ-

izers of the world, and that is all.
¢ @ ¢

But weighed as a world movement, Sci-
ence will have to be classed as a downward
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dip in the evolutionary processes. Because
it only exchanges one superstition for an-
other. It has not taught the followers to
think. Thinkers are never followers. It
has indeed brought multitudes out of ortho-
dox theology, but it has not enlarged their
spiritual areas, it has only made them more
complacent in ignorance—it has not freed
them. By making life physically more com-
fortable it only delays their final awakening

and mental emancipation by that much.
¢« @ @

And yet this is not to say that Christian
Science has not actually done great good.
It has. It has reached and jarred loose from
old church theology thousands whom ration-
alism would have failed utterly to touch.
For the most of us are so constituted that
we cannot pass at once from the blackness
of superstition into the bright light of rea-
son. The rays are too strong for us. We

must exchange one vagary for another a
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little less hopeless, and thus advancing step
by step arrive by devious routes at the
truth. For whatever service Science has
rendered humanity in this direction let it
have due credit.

But the trouble is here. Once well under
the spell of that syren song—*‘‘All is good.
All is mind. You are a perfect child of God,
a perfect manifestation of Divine Love. You
are free. Your claim to lumbago is false.
I am well. My head aches but I deny it. All
disease is but mortal error, a phantom of
mortal mind’’—reason is lulled to sleep, and
it is almost too much to hope for that of the
first generation, at least, any considerable
number will ever find their way to any high-
er levels.

Science, like the seductive fumes of the
poppy, is so satisfying that further effort
is inhibited. The will is paralyzed. The
labor of thinking becomes repugnant. Thoro

dyed-in-the-wool Scientists present all the
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mental characteristics of the pipe fiend in
his ecstacy. They are wholly unapproach-
able. You can’t get hold of them. There’s
nothing to grasp. No doubts or fears assail
them. Wrapped in saintly serenity and the
plaster-of-paris smile, they have passed into
that Nirvana of belief where no disquiet-
ing thot can enter. Their belief is an armor
plate against which the shafts of reason
beat in vain, a shield which effectually insu-
lates them from all approaches of sanity.
We have reached the final truth, the end
of human struggle. Mother Eddy is it. Af-
ter her there is nothing. All problems are
solved. We are the people and wisdom
shall die with us. We will now read from
Science and Health, with Key to the Scrip-

tures, by Mary G. Baker Eddy.
e« @€ @

And that’s the chief indictment against
the Science cult. It shuts off the current of

growth, locks the wheels of progress
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There’s nothing more to be expected from
Eddyism or Eddyites for the present. What
the next generation will do is in doubt. They
are not likely to go back to Theology from
which their parents broke away, neither are
they likely to be satisfied with the platitudes
and inanities of the Mother Church. They
can hardly escape the Zeitgeist, so it would
seem that Rationalism would be their logi-
cal refuge. And Eddyism will disappear as
a bad dream, a miasmic mist before the ris-

ing sun of reason.
L | ¢ @

But there is also another great benefit
Science has conferred upon humanity, for
which the world will long pay just homage
to the genius and the valor of Mrs. Eddy.
And that is, that it has broken the fangs
of the medical monster which had the race
in a death grip, when this valiant little
woman stepped jauntily into the arena and
with rare courage flung her gage into its
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very teeth. In that hour was sounded the
doom of medical dogma.
@ @ @

Does that mean, then, that Christian Sei-
ence is a rational system of therapeutics
and that the healers do actually cure peo-
ple? No, not at all. Let me be plain. No
healer of any faith, religion or cult; no doc-
tor of any school; no drug, pill, pellet or
plaster on this earth ever did or ever can
cure anybody of anything.

The power to cure does not reside in
man. It cannot be passed from one having
it to another not having it. Nature alone
cures. There is no power in any drug, per-
son, substance, thing or thot outside of your
self to cure. Healing force is from within.
No human agency can impart it from with-
out.

Any doctor or healer, any man or woman

who claims to be able to cure you for money
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or without money is a rogue and a fraud
either consciously or unconsciously so.

And the unconscious frauds are the most
dangerous, for they bring to their work the
terrible force of sincerity and honesty which
for a time defies reason and almost compels
belief.

The conscious fraud gives himself away
every hour, and can be easily detected by
any eye not utterly blinded by superstitious
ignorance. 1 believe the majority of prac-
tising physicians today belong to the latter
class. Because the average doctor, when
you go to him and appeal for help, will sim-
ply reach for his fountain pen and presecrip-
tion pad. But if you begin to protest
against drugs and say you don’t believe in
medicine but in hygiene, the medical man
will quickly assure you that he doesn’t use
drugs much in his practice himself, doesn’t
really believe in them, etc., ete., and then

he’ll start to talk change of air, electricity,
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baths, massage and vibration, or he’ll advise
you to have it cut out, and be thru with
your trouble once for all.

But there are no doubt thousands of doc-
tors, poor, deluded, unthinking dupes of the
medical schools, who do honestly believe
that their drug doping cures. There i1s no
hope for them in this span. They will die
in their ignorance, probably of their own
dope. But the sad part of it is that before
they go they will fill millions of untimely
graves with the vietims of their bottles and
blandishments.

e @ @

And happily for the race there is yet
another class of doctors, not a very large
but a growing one, who do know the fallacy
of drugging, who do know that there is only
one disease—wrong living, and that there’s
only one cure—right living.

As no one can live your life for you but

yourself, there’s no power outside of your-
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self to cure your ills. If there could be any
power, intelligence or force outside of your-
self, which could cure you (altho the propo-
sition is really unthinkable), it would not
do it. Because to do so would be to set
aside the law of the universe, and if we set
aside the law we have no universe. This
is a world of law. It is not a creation of
caprice. Law, cause and effect, process and
result can never be suspended without anni-
hilating the Cosmos.

I am sorry to say, tho, that the doctors
who know these truths and work according-
ly are usually branded as ‘‘quacks’’ by the
conscious and unconscious frauds who make
up the bulk of the one hundred and fifty
thousand ethical members of the profession.
And to the ‘‘ethical,”” or ‘‘regular,”’ the
quack is an object of scorn, anathema, so-

cial and professional ostracism.
¢« @ <o

But surely a doctor or a healer can re-
lieve a sufferer? Yes, that is true. A drug,
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fetich, laying on of hands, prayer or in-
cantation may change the character or lo-
cation of a symptom. And that is precisely
what the whole vast system of medical prac-
tice is built upon—the treating of symp-
toms. Any doctor is perfectly satisfied if
with his dope and applications he can make
you forget your rheumatic shoulder. He
calls that a cure, and sends you the bill. It
doesn’t at all matter to him that your dis-
ease reappears in some other part of the
body as diabetes or perhaps peritonitis.
You oan come back to him to be ‘‘cured’’
again of your later trouble or some other
doctor will relieve your diabetes and relo-
cate your trouble back in the rheumatic
shoulder.

They both ‘‘cure’’ you according to their
standards. Great is Medicine! And you pay
the bill like a cheerful ass, thankful that
you didn’t cash in or go to the operating

table. You went to the right man and got
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there just in time to—get soaked good and

hard.
e 7] @

Well, isn’t it to laugh? Or is it to weep?
When will the stupid world learn that a
symptom is not the disease, merely one of
the signs of a wrong life And that unless
the cause is removed by correcting the er-
rors of life, a cure will never be possible.

The patient will go on from doctor to
doctor being ‘‘cured’’ of every attack until
outraged nature fails to survive the last
‘““‘cure’’ and the Lord gathers the erring
one home.

‘“Whereas, It has pleased Divine Prov-
idence to remove from our midst, ete., ete.”’
You all know the rest. ‘‘Providence’’ al-
ways gets it in the neck for the doctor‘s
failures. Do you think the medical profesh
could long exist without its good old stand-
by, ‘‘Providence’’ No. indeedy. It’s a

safe bet. Nobody ever thinks of question-
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ing ‘‘Providence.’” The Lord giveth and
the Lord hath taken away. Blessed be the
name of the Lord!

The deceased had all that human skill
could provide in his last hours. Three of
the best consultants from Oshkosh were
called in. He had the latest medical dis-
covery ordered from Leipsie, especially for
this case, he had the oxygen tank and the
X-rays; the trained nurses were all duly
attentive and properly attired, their pretty
white caps were pinned daintily at just the
right angle over just the proper quantity
of hair—none too much, none too little;
their rats and puffs were artistically ad-
justed; they were becomingly and decor-
ously gowned; their straight fronts were
irreproachable, and their patent leathers
strictly a la mode; they showed just the
proper amount of feeling, combined with
professional gravity; we paid them thirty-

five dollars a week each for nine weeks, and
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sent them all out airing every afternoon
in the automozuzu; cook had hot coffee and
sweitzer case always on tap; the midnight
lanches were the talk of the whole block;
it took an express wagon to convey the
flowers; and there were more carriages at
the funeral than have ever been seen since
old man Guggenheimer was buried. “She”
never looked sweeter or younger than in
her new black (ordered from Paris by ca-
ble, four weeks before the happy occasion.)
Well, isn’t that enough? What ungrateful
beast would have the nerve to kick on being
dead after such a blow-out?

And the doctor’s bill is admitted to pro-
bate.

This article will be completed in the December
OPEN ROAD. In it will be explained the many re-
markable cures claimed by Christian Scientists, and
and other mental healing cults.
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Dear Comrade Bruce:

I have just finished your great article “Mar-
riage and Divorce,” in September OPEN ROAD.”

It is the best thing I have read. I don’t believe
you realize the far-reaching power of your per-
sonality projected through the pages of the little
magazine. Being so close to yourself you lack
a certain perspective and disinterested judgment.

I remember in the delightful July number of
your expressing the desire that all kindred spirits
might be in some way gathere dtogether. It does
seem like one of the tragedies of life to be so
widely separated—and yet maybe we are scat-
tered around to leaven up the whole lump.

Push on, dear comrade, the world will some day
realize the splendid and noble work you are do-
ing for a rational sane education and right living.

B. L. M'CULLOUGH,
Sacramento, Cal

A really civilized people will have no use
for doctors any more than for preachers,
sheriffs, hangmen, or lawyers.

BRUCE CALVERT.
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A million strong for the right with their
bins and cellars stuffed with provisions can
inaugurate the Co-operative Commonwealth
—and be prepared to administrate it—with-
in 100 days.

We received the Open Road, Vol. III, we
(the Hobo and I) read it from kiver to
kiver last Sunday, and we feel that even if
we have been repaid, for if ever we did ‘‘on
not being such a thing nearer than the city,
we have been repaid, for if even we did ‘‘on
bended knee—bow before the Shrine,”’ it
was on that beautiful trip on the Open Road
with the master of nature picturing, and
we feel that money could not buy the little
book were it not possible to replace it. On
Monday when I asked the Hobo to get a
magazine and read to me, he came toteing.
the Open Road, Vol. III, and said: ‘‘Let
us read it again!’’

Well, we did read again, then he said:
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‘“Won’t you write something for that maga-
zine?”’> Would I? Well wouldn’t I be proud
if that Hobo in the woods would spare me
an inch of room? and wouldn’t I be happy
if I could write anything worthy of an inch
of space? ‘‘Try it,’’ said the Hobo, so I did.

And if i1t is worth a bit of space away
in the back, where only the Keeper of the
Shrine puts notes, well we shall be more than
proud, and mind you, we won’t feel hurt if
it goes into the basket (it has often happened
before), so, dear friend, just do as the spirit
prompts. We love you anyway, for we have
lived just as you advise for three years,
being fresh-air cranks, and the kind of
Hobos that Bruce Calvert likes. I am going
to send you some names soon, to enroll in
the coming year’s trip with us.

Thank you for all you say in the OPEN

ROAD.
Hobo and Hoba Lockwood.

Naval Station, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba.
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“THE OPEN ROAD’ is a journal of
faith, for workers and thinkers. It stands
for the simple life of truth, beauty, clean-
liness and purity of body, thot, and action,
and is dedicated to the members of that
large and growing society, the Universal
Brotherhood of Man.

‘““‘New society, you say? Yes, new to
him who has never realized his kinship with
the race, and yet old, as old as the roof-
tree of creation itself to the initiated. On
its rolls are the sweet spirits of every age
who felt within themselves the tie that binds
us all to the throbbing heart of humanity.
Are you a member? Yes, you are, if you
think you are.’”’

If you think there’s any law in nature
which will permit you a future other than
that you are now preparing for yourself by
your every day life, then you’ve got to make
another guess.

BRUCE CALVERT.
156

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

Dear Comrade:

I have been thinking about you for several
days. Or, rather about what you said on the sub-
ject of “MARRIAGE AND DIVORCE” in the
last issue of the OPEN ROAD. Its the sanest
article I have seen written on the subject since
the Eugenics magazine was discontinued, because
of the death of Comrade Harmon, and I wish I
could put a copy in every home in America. Of
all the different forms of slavery that mankind
has ever invented, “sexual slavery is the worst”
and the most hurtful in its results. The whole

history of the monogamic relation is but the tale
of increasing insanity, deterioration in type, and

progressive race suicide. With each succeeding
conflict, the nations of the earth have found it
necessary to reduce their standards of fitness, for
admission into the army. If you want to find
a perfect specimen of man or womanhood, in

physique I mean, you have to go among what we

call savages to find it. In most of our states
the laws granting a man the right to beat his
wife, have been repealed. But any high spirited
woman would rather take a beating any day than
be compelled to join in the work of procreation
with a man against whom every fibre in her being
rebels. But we have as yet granted her no right
to be at all times the mistress of her own being.

Marion, Ind. J. M. K.
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San Juan, Porto Rico.
Dear Brother Bruce:—

I would define VISION as a sight of some-
thing nearer perfection a long, long distance off.
There it is now! Can’t you see it where your
Open Road meets the horizon?

Perfection is never reached because this is
only a relative term used to define the highest
known. When one “highest known” is reached,
humanity will have developed so much that it
will see something further to be attained. Man
will always need it. Vision is the vital attribute
of life. Blessed are those men and women of
lofty ideals, clear eyed vision, those Great Com-
panions, who, traveling with us, lend us their
enthusiasm and inspiration on the Open Road.

And so I have much to thank you for; I say
“I” but you know I really mean “we”’—your
friends (and mine, for yours are mine) and here’s
hoping in your ’zinelet you’ll keep leading us
onward to a ‘“great beyond” and another, and
still onward. And I'm sure you’ll always beckon
and point out a Greater Beyond where your
Open Road meets the horizon.

—EARLE DE C. VENDIG.

If it comes to that, better starve in the
country amid green fields, running brooks
and wild flowers than to grow fat in the
stagnant pens of the city.
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ID you get a letter with a coin carrier ad-
vising you that your ticket had expired and
inviting you to book for another trip? We sent
'out several hundred such. If you are one of
the number and haven’t replied, won’t you please
do it now? Otherwise Ananias may be rash
enough to write you again while my back is turn-
ed, and stamps are scarce down here in the
woods at this season,

You surely don’t want to miss this last chance
of getting a dollar magazine for 50c. Now, do
you? And say, while you’re about it, why not
just slip in a William for two years? They
nearly all do. See how nicely a William snug-
gles into one of those neat little pockets Aunt
Sapphira has made.

THE THREE BLACK CROWS5.

The world is mine—at my feet it lies,

Greed said, “Take it up and keep it,”

Averice smiled and said, “Why not sell?”

Then the world and its money alike would be
thine.”

Pride said, “O let me the Ruler be,

That I the way may show
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Gm———

The baser beings, the workers, poor!

The few shall be—the rest must serve.”

Sorrow said, “Then to a church I will bind all.”

and Pain didst medicine afirm and said,

“Passions my purpose must obey,”

But Ignorance then awoke and claimed both
medicine and church.

Since then Pain and Sorrow on Ignorance hath
levied tax.

Then a Lawyer gowned in black didst say, “Fall
not out

For without church, law and medicine

All would be Greed’s, and our noble profes-
sions end,”

And thus through the ages past it’s been

How the three professions forever agree,

Like three black crows that caw on a tree,

Saying, “We are the blackest of all black crows.”

They assume those virtues which they don’t
possess,

With their lips proclaiming peace, but dissension
rules their lives,

Stifling progress and the orphan’s cry for help,

O Trinity of Wrongs, thy end hath rightly come.

November 7, 1910.

' —Norton F. W. Hazeldine.
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FOR UNRESTRICTED DIVINE.

AND now from the new little republic of

Portugal comes the cheering news that
the provisional Minister of Justice has
drafted a bill making divorce free and un-
restricted, mutual consent being the only
requirement.

Almost under the shadow of dark and
bloody Spain we have the most startling
and hopeful move for freedom yet pre-
sented by any nation.

Both President Braga and the Superin-
tendent of Education in Lisbon are read-
ers of THE OPEN ROAD. You don’t suppose
that could have anything to do with it, now
do you?

NUMBER 23.

“My dear, you said in your Sunday sermon
that even the very hairs of our heads are num-
bered.”

“Yes, that is true,” replied the Rev. Thorn-
in-the-Flesh.

“Well, then,” said his wife, “my hair is all
black, but here is a long golden one on your coat
collar., What number is that?”
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SHORTER COURSE

THE HARMONIC SCHOOL
OF RATIONAL EDUCATION

| have been asked to condense the Eighteen Lesson
course on Right Living into six lectures which can be
given in one week. | accordingly offer this new program :

1. Health and Right Living.

Breathing. The Science, Philosophy and
Practice.

Food Selection, Rational Dietary.
Sex Ethics. Eugenics.
Rational Education.

N

e

6. Harmony In Nature.

reasonable terms. Dates now being made for the coming

e BRUCE CALVERT, In&rudor.
Address—Lecture Bureau.

THE OPEN ROAD

GRIFFITH (Lake County) INDIANA
R. F. D. No. 1 Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woods

; Part or all of this series will be given anywhere on most

e



ART has been kept
on a pedestal for
the few. That is wrong.
It must come back to
the people, to all the
people, where it be-

longs. We must! put
art into every act of
life, into fevery day’s
work if art is to sur-
vive.

—BRUCE CALVERT.
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our dope, and pass it along to HIM or HER and remit as soon
as possible.
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I myself but write one or two indicative words for the future.

I but advance a moment only to wheel and hurry back in the
darkness, ;

I am a man who, sauntering along without fully stopping,
turns a casual look upon you and then averts his face,

Leaving it to you to prove and define it,

Expecting the main things from you.

—WALT WHITMAN.
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Clubbing Offer No. 1!

We have arranged with the publishers and officers to give
our readers the advantage, for a limited time, of the greatest
clubbing proposition of the year. You have probably thought
that you ought to take some good magazine telling of the “ways
of healthful living,” but the $ did not happen to be handy just
then and thus you put it off. Some day you will be sorry, Oh,
so sorry, but then it will be too late. The doctor or the under-
taker will have you in charge. 100,000 out of each million die
prematurely—cut off in their prime—the newspapers put it. We
get used to it. But if it happens in your own family, then what?

The Good Health Clinic is a large 40-page monthly maga-
zine devoted to all that pertains to the good health and happi-
ness of the family. It is 75 cents a year and worth doliars o
every one not too old to “think.” It is the official organ of
the International Health I.eague and contains the report of its
work, which is not printed elsewhere. If it was not the organ

of the League it could not be published for less than $1.00 per
year.

HERE IS OUR COMBINATION

1 twelve months’ Sub. ticket to THE OPEN ROAD...... .50
GOOD HEALTH CLINIC,1 full year .................. .75
Membership in the International Health League, 1 year.... .50
Bcok “Eating to Live,” the former price of which was.... .50

Book “Law of Suggestion” (greatest little book printed)... 1.00

Now there is good value for $3.25. If you paid $5.00 for it
you would get value received. It is yours for a money order
for just $1.20. Just about one-third the price. The two books
give you the cream of both physical and metaphysical thinking
and living. This is indeed the chance of a lifetime. Get busy
TODAY. Do not put it offt. TODAY is the day to do things.

Make all orders payable to

THE OPEN ROAD

R. F. D. No. 1, Griffith, Ind.
Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woode

Don’t forget to say: “I saw your ad. in the OPEN ROAD.”
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VoL. V DECEMBER, 1910 No. 6

Bruce Calvert, Editor and Publisher

SCIENCE AND HEALTH.

(Continued from November.)

* Seriously, tho, what is the answer to the
many miraculous cures claimed by Chris-
tian Scientists? Perfectly simple.

Man is a being functioning on three
planes. In other words, there are in every
individual three men—the physical, the
mental, and the spiritual man, to use terms
easily understood. Now, health means the
perfect functioning of each and the har-
monious balancing of all three planes of
being.

In any abnormal condition, any one or
all three of these planes may be involved.
That is to say, a man may be physically
sick, meaning that he may be suffering from

some cause originating wholly, or princi-
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pally within the physical realm, and easily
removable by correcting some error of the
physical life as of diet, sleep, breathing,
overwork or idleness, sexual abuse, intem-
perance, filth, dress and the like.

Or he may be mentally ill. That is the
mental atmosphere may be clouded by any
of the thousand maladies of the mind, as
jealousy, envy, greed, malice, hate, anger,
fear, passion, worry, disappointment, big-
otry, dishonesty, lust, intolerance, hypocri-
sy, religious fanaticism, and so on down
thru the dreadful category of vampires that
suck ever at human happiness.

And again the sufferer may be spirit-
ually sick. Aspiration toward the higher
life may be feeble, even to the point almost
of dying out altogether. His love for the
beautiful, his appreciation for art and mu-
sic, his aesthetic and his altruistic sense
may be at a very low ebb or entirely som-
nolent. He may lack any self-evolved and

satisfying conception of life or philosophy
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of existence. His sense of spiritual values
may be obscured or quite submerged in the
lower reaches of the mind. The natural
spontaneous action of the intuitions may
be partially or wholly inhibited. In short,
the individual may be at the point of spir-
itual death. And when any man ceases to
grow spiritually he as surely begins to die
physically, mentally, and spiritually.

For so closely are these three planes of
being interlaced and overlapped, that a dis-
turbance of the normal rhythm of anyone
affects also to a greater or lesser extent all
three. Man is a solidarity after all.

@ ¢ @

But in this third zone, the mysterious
unknown psychical and spiritual field, sci-
ence gropes with uncertain steps. It is as
yet an uncharted land. There is no doubt
that many obscure maladies which now baf-
fle medical, mental, and hygienic science

alike, originate in that shadowy realm.
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We see, then, that inharmony may exist
in any one or all of the three planes of being.
Now it would be manifestly unscientific and
ineffectual to apply mental remedies to a dis-
turbance lying wholly within the physical
or the spiritual areas, and the reverse would
be equally true.

But if the cause were wholly mental, for
example, and the patient could, by chang-
ing his own thot currents, effect his own
cure, that would be reasonable, natural,
wholly scientific, and indeed the only way
that a cure in that case could ever be
effected.

Again let me say that we cannot lay
down any hard and fast boundaries to the
three planes of activity cited. They do over-
lap, and are so intimately correlated that
any disturbance in one plane will be felt
also in the other two.

But there is a sufficiently well marked
distinction upon which to base the only
practical, sane system of rational therapy
that will ever be possible to man.
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And furthermore this hypothesis will
afford the only rational explanation of the
cures as well as the failures of all systems
of healing now before the world.

e @ @

It is a fact not doubted by any honest,
intelligent student of the science of living
that the greater portion of the maladies
that have afflicted mankind fall within the
mental zone. That is, the mental man is
affected primarily, and this is sufficient by
sympathetic action to disturb also the phy-
sical as well as the spiritual man.

Imagination and fear, with other mental
disturbers referred to, aggravated by drug
poisoning at the hands of the ignorant med-
ical profession, will surely account for sev-
enty-five to eighty per cent of all the so-
called diseases people have suffered from.

Now if you establish mental faith, hope
confidence and serenity; banish fear thot,
cut out imaginary ills, and eliminate doec-
tors and drug poisoning, you have at one
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stroke swept out of existence seventy-five
per cent or more of all human ills.

That’s a pretty good record, and it’s
just about what Christian Science is enti-
tled to. Give the devil his due.

« @ ¢

But the medical profession would not
see or admit that in the beginning. They
made the stupid blunder of denying all
such cures in the face of easily established
proofs. They should have accepted the
facts and sought for the scientific explana-
tion. But luckily for us they did no such
thing, else they might have been stronger
today. Instead, by their foolish opposition
they did more to discredit themselves and
fan the flames of the revolt which will soon
sweep them and their pottering drugs into
oblivion, than any other course could have

done.
@ 7] 7]

Now, however, the medicos are waking
up and adapting the principles underlying
Christian Science successes to their prae-
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tice, under the guise of suggestive thera-
peutics. But it is too late. The people, too,
are awakening. Medicine can never be re-
habilitated. Folks are learning that drug
dopers and healers are mostly frauds, that
in making use of the forces of nature every
man may, indeed must be, his own heal-
er; that he needs no M. D., D. D, C. S,, or
M. S. practitioner to turn on the divine
juice for him at so much per kilowatt. That
he may lay hold upon the healing forces
of nature with his own hands; himself reach
into the pharmacopeia of the infinite and
take therefrom the remedies that he needs.
< ¢ @

Of course in this new era of rationalism,

healers, hygienists, even physicians will

have their legitimate function, but it will
be as health teachers alone that they can

serve us. Let them be honest about it. Let
them qualify themselves for the position, by
studying the laws of life and health, and

not cover up their flimsy equipments under
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the fraudulent claims of holding in their
hands the curative powers which nature
alone possesses.

Encouragement, education, sympathetic
understanding and guidance, hygienic in-
struction, will all have their place in our
Rational Therapy. All these will help the
sick man to get right with nature, to call
upon the healing forces within himself.
That is all the physician, teacher or healer
can do. And that is surely enough with-
out any hypocritical posing as the possess-
ors of magical healing powers, or any fraud-
ulent pretence of the potency of drugs and
chemicals, which the M. D. alone can in-

voke.
@ 7 @

In so far then as our Christian Science
friends have thru mental adjustments been
relieved of mental diseases, we cannot
doubt nor do we wish to disparage their
successes. They are but practising rational

therapy even tho they may not know it.
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But we do condemn in the strongest terms
the hypocritical and fraudulent pretense of
the miraculous intervention of Jesus, or
God, or Divine Love, or any supernatural
force or power outside the individual’s own

being.
e < o

Now following Eddyism and the Mental
Science movements, great unexplored re-
gions of mind have been uncovered. We
are just beginning to appreciate the vast
depths of that great sea of consciousness
in which we float. The new psychology is
delving fearlessly into the unknown deeps
of what it is pleased to call the subliminal
and the superconscious mind. That is well.
We acknowledge no limitations to the pow-
ers of mind. Man must know himself

But in the attempted hasty use of our
incomplete discoveries, in the application
of half-baked knowledge, there lurks the
gravest danger. I must sound the warning
to all who have ears to hear the message.
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Both in the medical ranks and outside
of them ; in the exclusive circles of scientific
men, and among the healers and hypnotists
of lower types down to the uncombed and
unwashed of the profession; under the guise
of Suggestive Therapeutics, and Hypnotic
Suggestion, there is arising a practice of
the most dangerous and destructive char-

acter.
It can easily, if not halted, become

as destructive to human life and happiness
as ever was the witch doctor with his sim-
ples or medical praxis with its drugs and
poisons. Indeed, far more so, for it is in-
vading with profane hands and blundering
feet the very citadel, the inner sanctuary,
of life itself.

It dares to lay its coarse and brutal fin-
gers upon the finer strings of inner har-
mony, the holy of holies of individual be-
ing, where none but the master him-
self may trod under the terrible penalty of

mental, physical and moral destruection. And
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the master is yourself. You alone are the
master of your own powers. You alone
have the right to enter.

These practitioners are playing with
fire. They have unchained a demon which
they cannot control. They are sowing the
wind and they will as surely reap the whirl-
wind.

« @ @

Make no mistake. Let no man, however
great or wise, take from your hands the
reins of control over your own self. Allow
no crude and meddling hands, however pious,
or renowned, to profane the sacred circles
of your own being.

Never surrender your faculties to the
will of another. The piety or learning or
the good intentions of the operator make
no difference. Nature has no considera-
tion for ‘‘intentions.’’ She is neither moral
nor immoral. She is unmoral. The forces
which make for construction—for good—are

the very same ones which make for destrue-
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tion—for bad. There are not two sets of
forces in the universe, but one.

Man’s whole problem now is to free him-
self from the thrall of suggested ideas and
suggestive forces, which have beaten him to
earth, dethroned his reason, sapped his
strength, and left him a helpless derelict on
the tides of fate.

Man must regain his own. He must be
free. He must break every bond that binds
him. He must rise in the majesty of his
power, throw off all repression, assert him-
self supreme above all forms of suggestion
and let the spirit flower in beauty as it will.

Yes, you may be sick, and you may go
to a healer or mental therapeutist for treat-
ment and you may be relieved. But under-
stand clearly if you do thus obtain relief it is
your own forces that the healer makes use
of. There are no other. You pay him for
what is already yours. And that is not the
worst of it. Would that it were. You could
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well afford to pay the fee. But know this, that
when you thus permit another to invade
the sacred spheres of your own being, to
tamper with your vital forces and compel
you to draw upon your own reserves of
energy, you are paying for it in the dearest
coin of all the world, and that is in the loss
of your own individuality, the dissipation
of your very life force, the prostitution of
your powers, the breaking down of your
own constitution, the destruction of your

own ego.
This is & law In nature. You cannot

escape the penalty. You must be yourself,
under pain of losing all that makes you an

entity. « « .

But admitting now all the success claimed
for mental methods in the treatment of dis-
eases of an imaginary, auto-suggested, or
mental auto-toxic nature, there still remain
two whole planes of existence in every indi-

vidual’s life, the physical and the spiritual,
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quite outside the scope of Eddyism. Two
broad fields in which derangements may
originate, and which must obviously be quite
forever beyond any mere mental readjust-
ment, holding the thot, denials or affirmations,
however fervent or vociferous.

After we have eliminated by the mental
methods described in the foregoing pages
from seventy-five to eighty per cent of all
ailments that decimate mankind, we still
have a good twenty per cent or more, com-
prising by far the most serious class, that
must remain wholly inaccessible to denials
and affirmations.

In this really dangerous zone the problem
of life must be studied broadly and scientifi-
cally., Dogmas and formularies wiil not
suffice. The mutiple nature of man must be
understood, and a system of right living
evolved, which will take into consideration
all physical errors, mental disturbances and
spiritual lesions that affect human health and

happiness.
174

Google



THE OPEN ROAD

If the Eddy convert has actually had
any serious organic or functional impair-
ment of the physical body, caused by viola-
tion of hygienic laws, the mental delusion
that he is cured, without any change in
physical habits, cannot long save him. It
is true that the power of mind can actually
for a time triumph even over serious physical
ills, but it is always at fearful cost and
usually not for long.

As a matter of fact, this is just what is
beginning to happen now. Faithful scien-
tists, even the healers themselves, are passing
out every day of accumulated physical ills
from which they triumphantly published
themselves as cured; diseases which they
have been strenusly denying for years, and
which they continue to deny to the very last

breath.
In such a crisis the healers and friends

stand helpless and unavailing. They have
no explanation but to fall back upon the

delusion that the departed did not hold the
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thot strongly enough, or that the M. A. M. of
some evil minded enemy who worked the
death vibration was too strong for them.

While claiming to have taken Jesus into
partnership in the healing business, they
yet charge the Divine One, himself, only
begotten Son of God, and Savior of the
world, with being impotent before the evil
influence of some low-browed unbeliever
with chin whiskers.

Can you laugh? I can’t. It is too pain-
ful. It’s for me the cry rag and poudre riz.

L ¢ ¢

The first enthusiastic crop of Science
teachers, healers and followers will just
about now begin to drop off very rapidly of
ailments from which they paraded themselves
as cured. The accumulated penalties of
wrong living will reap a rich harvest. We
may deceive our friends, and neighbors,
deceive even ourselves, but we cannot hood-

wink nature. Not for a moment. She has
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no bankrupt laws, no exemption schedules.
She will have her pound of flesh.

L L @

The only rationally sane well man is
he who studies the laws of being. Who will
seek to know the conditions of health,
physical, mental, spiritual, and who will so
put himself in harmony with nature’s laws
that he will have health because he earns
it. When he is sick he will know why and
how he got there. When he is well he will
know why and how to maintain his health
on all planes of being and in all the vicissi-

tudes of life.
7 @ @

Yes, I will admit that there won’t be
much demand for healers in that new day.
A really civilized society will have no more
use for doctors than for preachers, sheriffs
and hangmen.

Eddy followers will remain by the road-
side in spiritual darkness while the old
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guard of free thot and Rationalism, marches
on to higher attainments.
o e <

It is thru thot and labor alone, that man
attains his goal. Complacency is not for the
truth seeker. We cannot stop here. There
i1s no rest on the Open Road. Onward! On-
ward. We know not where, but we do know
that it is toward the best.

(The End.)

EXTRADITED.

Shame to the land that shuts its friendly door
To Revolution’s sons and daughters. Shame!
To this fair land the old-time fighters came

For refuge and repose when stricken sore

By ancient tyrannies—then straightway swore
To gods and men in Freedom’s sacred name
Asylum here should be, sans scath or blame:

Behold their sons Revolters handing o’er.

The Tyrants’ beck prevents the free bird’s song!
The Tyrants’ nod free waters would restrain!

The Tyrants’ law to Tyrants doth belong—
Assist, submit, and nevermore complain.

God’s ample dews that never yet did wrong
Shall soon be Tyrant’s wealth, and all the rain.

—EDWIN BRENHOLTZ.
At The Live Oaks, Texas.
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O all friends who have written me con-
cerning the HARMONIC SCHOOL OF
RATIONAL EDUCATION, but have not re-
ceived an answer, let me say that I am pre-
paring a circular letter which will cover all
enquiries. My failure to answer letters
promptly is not because of neglect. My will
is good. When I can get to it I have several
days’ work replying to those dear personal
letters which I so love to get.

You see in addition to spending a good
deal of time on the platform trying to point
people toward the rational life; writing and
publishing the magazine; tending my gar-
den crops in the summer; sawing and split-
ting my winter’s wood, and doing all my
own housework, I am obliged also to earn
my living working at my trade.

Unfortunately for me in this Julian cal-
endar the days are only twenty-four hours
long. But I'll get there all in good time,
comrades, see if I don’t.
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And so please don’t stop writing because
I do not always respond promptly. I need
your good thot and spiritual force, your
love in my work. And surely if you could
hear the hymn of praise that sings thru my
heart when I read one of those helpful, en-
couraging letters, you’d be glad you wrote
it. Listen in the stillness for my response.
You’ll get it by wireless if not thru the type-
writer.

The Editor of the Indianapolis Sun ac-
cuses me of being a ‘‘woods philosopher.”’
Well, it might be worse. He might have
charged me with being a preacher. Let it
go at that.

FREEDOM is the only soil in which cha-
racter grows. .The more the individual's
conduct is regualted from the outside by
laws, government, parents, teachers or
guardians, the less the individual will do to
regulate his own conduct, hence the weaker
he grows in character.
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CAN YOU LEGALLY BEAT YOUR
WIFE?

Sure, why not? Lower courts in Wash-
ington, D. C., hold that you can. According
to newspaper dispatches Jessie N. Thomp-
son sued her husband, Prof. Chas. IN.
Thompson, principal of the Jefferson
School, for injuries sustained in seven beat-
ings, alleged to have been administered by
the belligerent Professor.

The court very properly held that under
the common law of our great and glorious
land of liberty (Loud screams from the
eagle) a man and wife are one, and the man
is that one. As it is impossible for a man to
beat himself, or sue himself, there is no case
before the court. Next!

To a woods philosopher the query arises,
how much longer are the women going to
endure such self immolation at the altar of
Hymen?

Why submit to the loss of your very °
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identity, the submerging of your individu-
ality for the sake of a meal ticket and half
of an ostermoor—for the glorious privilege
(%) of wearing a dog collar round your
neck with some man’s name engraved on il ?

Don’t you feel proud of yourselves?
There are more women in the world than
men, and woman is by far the stronger
force. Why, then, doesn’t she rebel? Can
it be that woman has been a slave so long
that she loves her slavery and like a faith-
ful dog would lick the hand that chides
her?

¢« @ @

The Hobble Skirt! Ain’t it the limit. I
ran into my first one yesterday down on
Prairie Avenue, in Chicago. The thing is
properly named. The skirt was so narrowed
at the knees that the lady could not swing
her legs in a full, free stride, as a woman
should, but actually went crow hopping
along like a hen with her feet tied together.
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I was on my way to the vaudeville when
I met her, but I saved my quarter. I didn’t
need to go after that. Forgetting that 1
wasn’t in the woods, I gave way to my emo-
tions, and was blocking the traffic when a
big cop ordered me to move on.

I suppose there are ten thousand just
like her in Chicago. Woman’s ordinary
garments are not sufficiently absurd and in-
hibitive of her free action and expression in
life, but she must e’en hobble herself still
further. o » o

Does woman really want to be free after
all? Alas! I fear not. With my heart sore
within me I came back to the Roost. But
when I saw Aunt Sapphira skipping thru
the woods in her regulation suit of bloom-
ers my spirits rose. A woman can be free
if she wants to. > »n

When you visit me at Pigeon-Roost,
girls, bring your bloomers. Skirts are de

trop here.
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“THE OPEN ROAD” for july and August
was pregnant with life and right living. First in
July the editor took himself from the fastness
of his “Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woods” loft and
hied himself to New York, broke bread with
Elbert Hubbard and fractured some rules at
the Roycrofters, sailed up among the Lily Dale
people, took the Open Road to Niagara Falis,
and while away met more noted characters
than one can read of in a day. He imbibed so
much inspiration and high wvoltage ambitions
and “thinks” that he had to work it off in that
magazinelet of his. Then this inspiration was
still sizzling within him in August and while he
threw up the August copy he whacked away at
people’s Trilbies until we all feel ashamed to
wear “leather prisons” on our feet. He slaps
the fool women who persist in wearing French
heels, and that is where we could pat him on
the back. Just as long as women hobble along
on high heels so long will disease reign in our
land and deformed and weak children disgrace
mothers.

Editor Calvert preaches going barefoot. That
is well, if one is in seclusion, but imagine where
a pretty stenographer would be if she attempted
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to go to the office in bare pedals. Still women
and men too, might, at least wear sane shoes,
heelless, broad, natural shaped toes, and wash
their feet oftener than Saturday night.

@ @ @

On Friday evening, September 9th, the Chi-
cago Vegetarian Society held its regular meeting
at 87 Wabash Avenue. A large gathering graced
the occasion, for it was to be of unusual inter-
est.
The editor of THE OPEN ROAD, Bruce
Calvert, was booked for one of his characteris-
tically interesting and instructive talks on “Right
Living,” and of course this means vegetarianism.

Comrade Calvert electrified the audience
when he entered the hall, dressed in character
costume, khaki, well representing simple life
down in Pigeon-in-the-Roost-in-the-Woods. He
brought offerings of wild flowers, and a basketful
of vegetables, samples of his handiwork in the
garden, Nature co-operating with him. He elo-
quently dwelt on the riches awaiting one who
would accept a garden and eat thereof. After an
interesting half hour talk Mr. Calvert turned off
his flow of oratory amid spontaneous applause.—
VEGETARIAN MAGAZINE, Chicago, Il
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“THEM THAT RULE THE EARTH-"

Your lust is the lust of prevailing,
Your pride is the pride of your might;
Your god bears no mark of his nailing—
Ye worship your wealth as your Right!
Aye, smile in your scorn and derision!
My feet tread the path that is free;

I hold Nature and Truth for my vision—
What vision have ye?

Your joy is the pleasure of rending

The brother whose salt ye betray;
Your life is a struggle unending

Till at last ye are slain—or ye slay.
But I weave me a warp of God’s beauty,

A woof of the winds and star-dust;
The craving of Earth is my duty,

And my duty is—Trust.

Ye have smitten the lands with ambition,
Ye have riven the seas with desire;
Ye reck not of law or condition,
For your souls are but flame of wildfire.
But I seek for the beauty that lingers
In hearts ye left barren and sere;
My reward is a clasp of men’s fingers—

My guerdon a tear.
—H. Bedford-Jones.
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IN THE WOODS.
OW indeed is the heart filled to over-
flowing with the quiet deep joys of the
woods.

The riotous waves of color have subsided.
The brilliant shadings of early autumn are
all gone. The reds and yellows and scarlets
and purples and greens have blended into
the rich peaceful monotone of winter.

The rhythm of nature has changed. The
music is softening down. The harmony of
the woods has settled into a sweet, tender
melody woven around the dominant tone of
brown.

¢ ¢ ¢

Outside my shanty window a thin sheet
of white spreads over the woods and fields—
the first snow fall of the season.

Whipped by the wild December wind,
the tree tops circle and sway in majestic
cotillion, keeping time to the mad music of
the storm.
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Inside, the fire roars and crackles in my
big sheet-iron stove. What care I for wind
or weather?

Behind me in serried ranks reachiug
from floor to rafters rest the treasures of
the ages. Impaled upon the printed page
there they wait—the ideas and visions and
longings that have throbbed in th: restless
brains of men. Wait patiently for the lov-
ing glance or for the caressing touch of my
hands. My silent, sympathetic friends, the
books. Books that I have never read and
never expect to get time to read, but which
I understand and love just the same. Tho
I may never read them, their spirit is with
me—the mighty ones of the earth—they sus-
tain me and help me. This corner where I
write is hallowed by their presence. I could
not do without them.

L @ @

White and pure like the sweet mantle of

human love lies the snow covering all the
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rough and bare places of the earth under its
gentle folds.

Even as we humans must learn amid
the stress and storms of life, amid the strug-
gle for power or gold, that back of all and
greater than all else is Love. The Love
which spreads its warm robe of charity over
all—friend and foe, competitor and com-
rade alike—the Love which levels all dif-
ferences of wealth, religion, power, station,
birth, education, attainment. All, even
pride of the intellect must bow before the
all-conquering power of Love.

Just plain human Love. That’s all. The
Love of man for woman. Of woman for
man. Of mother for child. Of brother and
sister. Of man for man. There is no other.

The only love we know is man’s Love.
The only hate we know is man’s hate. We’re
all one family. All conceived in the same
etcrnal matrix. All delivered out of the
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same womb. And we’re all going in the
same direction to the same destination.
@ @ @

What a pity we can’t go together in
peace and love. Go hand in hand. With
music in our hearts and songs of joy upon
our lips.

It’s so much easier and better to lend a
hand to your faltering brother than to
thrust him to the ground and tread upon his
prostrate body in your rage to get ahead.

And the pathetic part of it all is that we
don’t really get ahead. Don’t gain an inch
that way. I cannot advance myself at the
expense of humanity. Can’t get above nor
beyond my neighbor no matter how hard 1
try. He is part of me. I am part of him.
We are one. Mankind is one. No one can
be free until all are free. Nor be happy un-
til all are happy. Nor be comfortable until
all are comfortable.

I might as well try to run away from
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myself as to run away from my brother. I
can’t do it. I’ll only have to come back and
lift him up. The further I press on ahead of
him in the race, the further I’ll have to
come back to get him. What’s the use?

All the crime, all the tears and agony of
the blood-stained past. All the misery, pov-
erty and woe of this world, past and present,
has been because men forgot for a moment
this eternal truth. Allowed for a moment
the flames of hate to lick up the tender dews
of Love.

¢ @ @

Suppose then we let this be our Christ-
mas sermon. Be our prayer for the coming
year. Love. More Love.

We’re going to need it one of these days.
Need it badly. Need it as much as the world
ever did need anything yet.

We are approaching a cataclysm. Any
one not blinded by the rage of lust for pow-
er and pelf. Any one not absorbed in self
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must see it. Times are coming which will
try men’s souls. The only thing that can
bring order out of chaos. Restore the earth
‘to its rightful owners. Establish peace on
earth, Justice to all men. Give man back
his heritage. Plant his feet upon the Open
Road toward the golden dawn of Brother-
hood. Is Love. Just Love. Human Love.

Gods nor Devils, nor Ghosts, nor Jesuscs,
nor Saints, nor Saviors can help us in our
hour of trial. Only Love. Love! the crea-
tive principle of all life. Love! the one thing
which will survive the wrecks of time and
the shocks of eternity.

¢ e @

- Brother, Sister, Comrade. Whoever you
are and wherever you are. 1 give you my
Love! Will you give me yours in return?
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Why Not be a Pippin’ Instead of a
Crab-Apple Man?

Nature expects you to co-operate with her and thereby
attain physical perfection and health. HEALTH 1s
largely a matter of Habit—Nine-tenths of all our 1ills are
the result of living in a tense state. The remedy is relax-
ation. Physical fitness must be achieved, and nothing 1s
unattainable, not even Height. We can grow you two or

three inches; correct your curvature, deformity, stoop;
remove the cause of locomotor, paralysis, lumbago, rheu-
matism, insomnia, and all diseases of spinal, muscular,
nervous, or skeletal origin.  'We can restore your suppleness,
elasticity, and the evidences of youth. NATURE will do
the rest. All the big doctors use the Stretcher. Every
family should have one. Tell why you are interested to

THE STRETCHER CO.

3317 Prospect Street - - CLEVELAND, OHIO



Leigh Mitchell Hodges, in the Philadelphia North American

The New Thoughtists got their First.Lesson in Right Liv-
ing in the Roycroft Chapel this evening. Bruce Calvert, of
Chicago, who 1s here to reveal it in a series of six lectures, and
who 1s a mighty earnest and honest devotee, by the way, ex-
plained some of it to a chapel full of people this morning. Then
he put the whole crowd through the first of the breathing exer-
cises, by means of which he says it is possible to absorb the
essentials truths of all the systems of religion, philosophy, sci-
ence and sociology that have been invented or otherwise pro-
cured.

According to Mr. Calvert, nothing in the line of escaped
truth, from Plato to Hubbard, or from Zoroaster to Christ,
is impossiblg to those who breath the right way.

Denver Republican

“We eat too much and we breathe too little,” says Bruce
Calvert, who has been giving a series of lectures in Denver on
the subject of “The Economy of Life.”

The world in which we live is insane, our institutions of
learning are conducted by insane men, according to Mr. Calvert,
and they are insane because they cannot practically apply their
knowledge to the art of living. Learning that cannot be applied
to life in some form is rubbish, says the lecturer, and yet thou-
sands of people who are going through institutions of higher
education do not know the simplest rules of health and long
life and happiness.

Meadville (Pa.) Tribune Republican.

Bruce Calvert of Chicago lectured to the students of
the Theological Seminary Sunday afternoon at Hunnewell Hall
The speaker gave a short sketch of Orientalistory and Fhil-
losophy and one of the remarkable breathing exercises as taught
by the masters. The lecture was very interesting and was deeply
enjoyed by the students. Mr. Calvert has been asked to give
the entire course.

Jamestown (N. Y.) Evening Journal

. Bruce Calvert of Chicago lectured on the “Philosophy of
Life to a large and select audience in the parlor of the James-
town Lodge of Elks Sunday afternoon. Right living, he
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said, takes into consideration every day actions, eating, breath-
ing, sleeping, social relations, and gives rules for health and
happiness. A remarkable breathing exercise was given at the
close of the lecture, Miss Lillian Johnson accompanying Mr.
Calvert on the piano.

Denver News-Times
Bruce Calvert’s reading of the “Rubaiyat of Omar
Khayyam is unsurpassed. As an interpreter of the Old Tent
Maker he has no equal on the lecture platform today.

Terre Haute (Ind.) Tribune.

Bruce Calvert gives this week a series of six lectures
at the home of Mr. and Mrs, Stephen Marion Reynclds, under
the auspices of the Co-Operative Dinner Club. There was a
large attendance at both the first and second lectures. Mr.
Calvert’s talks are on breathing, and suggested a number of
valuable hints for the improvement of the health. Mr. Calvert
has made a life-study of the mode of living most conducive to
health and right living, and has an important message to umpart.

DR. WALTER E. ELFRINK
DR. BLANCHE MAYES ELFRINK

OSTEOPATHIC

UBSCRIPTION Tickets,
mentioned in Bulletin

No. 1, are receipts for prepaid
subscriptions to THE OPEN

ROAD, for one year, six

months or three month’s trial
as the case may be. One side
has our printed address and
place for one cent stamp.
Nice to carry with you. Makes
propaganda work easy. You
don’t have to send us names,
just hand out the ticket.
Subscriber does the rest. Are

you on?
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PHYSICIANS

SUITE 162 MENTOR BUILDING
161-163 STATE STREET, CHICAGO

Telephone Central 1475

Residence 5636 East Sixty-first
Street.

Res. 'Phone. Midway 2435.

CONSULTATION AND TREATMENT
BY APPOINTMENT
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UNITED STATES JAPAN amm : l ] S o o
An Autheritative Lxponent of What Is Correct in English ' t ls “rp"smg
MARCH. 1910 . , | How few people speak

English correctly. But

| | z | there is no reason why
@M W | all should not do so. Ap-
ply this question to

"7)(3'@ o ase b/ 4 | yourself.
| CORRECT LNGLISN IN TWE BOWE | Do YOU Speak

CONRECT LRGLEE N THE SCHOOL

D TumES English Correctly?
orren by There is a fascinating way to
JOSEPHING TURCR PARER el polish up your English, and

that is by reading ‘“‘CORRECT
ENGLISH How to Use It,”’ a
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:.-:-;?: ; mesere monthly magazine for cultured
g NW" ' s i people, devoted to the correct
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il use of English. 1t will pay you
RO J to get in touch with this unique
ik magazine, as it is the only one

of its kind. Read carefully this

PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS

Shall and Will; Shoul!d and Would; How to Use Them; Correct English in the
Home; Correct Englicsh in the School; What to Say and What Not to Say;
Course in Grammar; Letter Writing and Punctuation; Business English for
the Business Man; Ccmpcund Words; How to Write Them; Studies in Eng-
ish Literature.

The Subscription price is only $1.00 a year, but if you prefer
to see a copy before subscribing—

SEND ONLY 10 CENTS

IR

for a copy of the cur-
rent issue. You will

never regret it. So if Correct {ﬂ‘;g{/lia‘h I’lctlblislzing Co.

you are interested in Chicago, 1Ut.

your own welfare, do Gentlemen— Attached find $1.00, for which
this NOW before you please enter my subscription to CORRECT ENGLISH
turn another page. for one year.

But better still, use the
Coupon TODAY g4 Name.....ovvvrveenn.

CORRECT ENGLISH Local Address.......... voiiiiiiins ceennn ...
PUBLISHING COMPANY

210 Monroe St., Chicago, Illinois Postoffice.......coovevieeeene.. . Stateee .. . ......
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BULLETIN No 1.

OOD and beauty and truth do not push themselves. Gold
lay undiscovered in California trodden under the feet of
men for ten thousand years. Principles are in no haste.

They have "eternity. To truth time is nothing. But you and
I, comrades, have but a brief span of earth life to work in.
W hat good we do must be done now, and quickly, too. “I must
be about my father’s business.” Principles may not hurry, but
men must.

We must increase the circulation of the 'Zinelet. Its power
for good can grow only as it reaches more people who need it.
It has already enriched the lives, brought the joy of living, and
the peace of understanding into the hearts of many. It is find-
ing its own, slowly to be sure, yet finding them every day. But
this is not fast enough.

I believe the OPEN ROAD 1is worthy of a circulation of
5,000 at least. And I believe every Open Roader thinks so
too. I am doing all I can with limited time and means to
open the road. You comrades can do a thousand times more
than I. Will you do it? I believe you will.

Here’s how. Buy a bunch of subscription tickets and carry
some always with you. When you see a man (male or female)
with an awakening mind, sell him a subscription ticket, and lo,
the thing’s done. This is much better than sample copies. If
the individual has not advanced far, it will take several numbers
for him to get into our key. Then, too, many who see a sample
copy fully intend to subscribe, but put it off and it’s never done.

Only last week a man of national prominence handed me
a subscription, saying: “I've been intending to send you this
for a year. I don’t know why I never got to it.”” This man has
stenographers and clerks and a private secretary to do his bid-
ding, but just never got around to it. You know how it is.
The thing that presses hardest at the moment is attended to—
all the rest waits.

You can cinch the matter easily and quickly by just handing
out your Sub. ticket and. benefit all concerned. That’s all you
have to do.

12 Yearly Subscription tickets ........... $5.00
12 Half-Yearly Subscription tickets ...... 2.60
12 Three Months’ Trial Sub. tickets ...... 1.00

SEND FOR A BATCH TODAY.
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Get up a class in your own town

and join our

RATIONAL SCHOOL OF RIGHT LIVING.

A complete course in the essential things of life. Practical.
How to live right, here and now; to get the best out of life;
make the most of ourselves under present conditions. To
live up to ocur highest possibilities. Full course, eighteen
lectures, divided into three series of six lectures each.

FIRST SERIES—Six lectures on the Foundation of Life
and the key to power as contained in the mastery of Rhythmic
Breathing. The vital connection between the world’s great
movements and the spiritual awakening of the present. The
message of the ages to these, our times.

SECOND SERIES—Six lectures in Rational Dietary and
Food Chemistry. This course goes to the very bottom of
economy in living. How to prepare foods to answer every need
of every member of the family. To guard against sickness by
refusing to put an enemy into the mouth to steal away our
health. These lessons applied to the food problem, reduce
housekeeping to the simplest terms, making a dollar go further
in the preparation of simple, healthful, strength-giving foods
than $5 will in the ordinary senseless and extravagant way of
living.

THIRD SERIES—Six lectures on the Higher Possibilities
and Responsibilities of Life. Clean, rational and sensible. A
revelation in sex ethics. The proper relations of men and
women on sex lines. Right generation and Eugenics. The
right of the child to be well born. Development of the finer
forces.

Rational Education. Intuitional or Inspirational Knowing.
Developing the Initiative. A new era of power and spiritual
greatness that will come to the waiting race with the introduc-
tion of the Modern School.

Organize a class in your club, school, or community for the
study of Right Living. 1 will come and stay a week with you giv-
ing six lectures, afternoon or evening. In one week’s time I can
give you the inspiration and the material for a year’s work along
constructive lines. These lessons awaken the student to a new,
glorious life. Calls out the power from within.

BRUCE CALVERT, Instructor.
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JOIN THE SOCIETY OF

OPEN ROADERS
(The Universal Brotherhood of Man)

An Organization without Organizers. A Society without Prop:s
. and Stays. An Institution Founded on and Perpetuated
by the Dear Love of Man for his Comrade.

Abridged Extract from the Constitution and By-Laws.—Exoteric.

Membership fee 50 cts. a year: less than one cent a week,
including subscription to the OPEN ROAD, the official organ
of the Society. Life membership, with paid-up subscription to
the OPEN ROAD for ninety-nine years, $10.00. No other dues
or assessments, forever. k

. (Note.—You don’t have to subscribe to the maga-
zine to become a member of the Society, but you'll feel
better if you do, and so will the editor.)

Eligibility—All men and all women who feel their kinship to
the race are invited. »

Initiation—Greet the next traveler you meet on the Open
Road with a smile and a hearty handshake, and send fifty cents
to the Shrine of the Society for a year’s subscription to the
official Journal.

Grip—The warm, healthy grasp of true friendship.

Password and Countersign—“Howd'y, . Comrade,” and a
sweet smile of kindly, human interest.

Creed—Kind Thought, Kind Word, Kind Deed.

Ritual—Doing our daily work the best we can, and doing
it cheerfully, kindly. Living our lives sanely and sweetly.

Litany—The voice of the wind whispering through the tree
tops. _

Duties of Members—Live up to your highest and best every
day. Learn to stand alone (as far as possible), and mind your
own business (most of the time). Recognize the Divine in
every man and woman you meet. Smile and be kind.

Punishments and Penalties—We punish ourselves only. If
you feel that you have conducted yourself as unbecoming a

-
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member of the noble Brotherhood; if you have failed to look
for the best in your neighbor, or if in a moment of weakness
you have let loose a barbed arrow of pain to wound a brother
or a sister, just send half a dollar and the name of your victim
for a-year’s subscription to the OPEN ROAD, receive absolu-
tion from the Shrine, take a new grip on yourself, resolve not
to do so again, and forget it.

Purpose—To encourage the sentiment for right living, and
to express in our lives that beautiful spirit of Brotherhood and
love for one another, which is to solve all human problems
bringing about peace on earth and good will to all men.

How to Become Member—Smile, and send half a dollar

with your name and address for membership card and subscrip-
tion to the OPEN ROAD for one year.

I have spoken.
Done at Pigeon-Roost-in-the-Woods, Indiana.

Headquarters and Shrine of the Universal Brotherhood of
Man, in the Northwest Quarter of Section 32, Township 36,
Range 8 West of the Principal Meridian.

By BRUCE CALVERT, Keeper of the Shrine.
Attest: ANANIAS.

E NEED YOU. Come with us in our tramp along

THE OPEN ROAD. Subscription and member-

ship in the Brotherhood fifty cents a year. Life
membership and subscription, $10.00.

BOUND VOLUMES.

Vol. I. Half Leather, and Open Road for one year...... $3.00
Vol. II. Half Leather, and Open Road for one year...... 1.50
Vol. III.  Half Leather, and Open Road for one year............. 1.00

(Vol. T is out of print, but we have a few good clean copies
for sale.)

Better come thru now while the bars are down. The supply
of bound volumes is by no means unlimited. Speak right soon,

or you may never add these little treasures of jov and inspirati
to your collection. Joy and inspiration
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Mrs. J. H. R. MATTESON

248 N. Division St., Buffalo, N. Y.

Is one of the most conspicuous clairvoyant doctors
for the past thirty years. She has probably cured more
patients and been the most conspicuous target, for the poisoned
arrows of prejudice, and vicious attacks of medical combines
in this country. But there are others whose record may
equal hers in the numbers cured, and | would not assume
more than appears to be real. At least her clairvoyant
examinations have averaged from 50 to 100 per day for
over 30 years, and rarely do we hear of dissatisfaction
from patients.

She asks no questions, does not require “‘name, age, sex
and one leading symptom” to guide her in diagnosing.
If the patient be absent she wants to know she has found
the nght one. The rest 1s left to her spirit doctor. She
has been arrested some fifteen or twenty times, I think, but
never convicted. She plainly states that she has no
diploma from medical schools, and that her diagnosis and
prescriptions are made by a doctor in the spirit world.
But her patients are numerous in the city and are her fast
friends, and among them are lawyers, judges, physicians
and public men of influence who would assist, if necessary,
to protect her from the persecution of vindictive “regulars™
who secure evil legislation to punish all who cure the sick
without their consent. Her success as a spiritual physician
has converted many to an abiding faith in spirit communion
and thus enlarged and enriched their lives in many ways,
which yield larger and more enduring blessings than curing
the physically diseased.
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Over one hundred Home Study Courses under pro-
fessors in Harvard, Brown, Comell, and leading colleges.

Academic and Preparatory, Agricultural, Commercial,
Normal, and Civil Service Deparments

Our courses in English are given under Prof. Genung
of Amherst; Latin by Prof. Harkness of Brown; Agriculture,
by Prof. Brooks of the Massachusetts Agricultural College;
Horticulture, by Prof. Craig of Cornell University, etc.

We make « specialty of preparing for College Entrance,
Teachers’ and Civil Scrvice Eraminations, also for Book-
Leeping and Stenography.

JUST ANNOUNCED

A course of forty lessons in the history, form, structure,
and writing of the Short Story, taught by J. Berg
Esenwein, Editor of Lippincott’'s Magazine.

Our tuition fecs are so low that no one meed be kept
from enrolling with us on the ground of expense.

:‘ 250 page catalog free. Write today.

%\3 The Home Correspondence School '

Prof. Esemvein DEPL. 328. Springfield Mass. ‘
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Health and Diet Hints

If you would have a clean body and clean mind you
must live on clean foods. There is no escape from
this, it is imperative. Every living thing—and this
includes all that is for there is no dead thing in the
universe—is but the outflowing or expression of the
intelligence or spirit that lies within. When we eat we
take not only the physical nutritive properties of the
food but the spirit also. The higher and more refined
the nature or spirit of our foods the better for us.

The Olive is one of the oldest and most refined
foods known to the race. It was first cultivated in that
part of the world where civilization reached the highest
point ever touched by man.

But ever moving time brings changes. West-
ward the light of the spirit takes its way. We get our
finest products thru transplanting. The olive was in-
troduced into California less than a century and a half
ago, and now the genial soil of the golden state is
producing the finest olives and the best olive oil in the
world. We are a better people and have moved onto a
higher spiritual plane because of this.

I would hardly know how to get along without
ripe olives and the oil. For several years olive oil has
been the only fat I have used in cooking and in the
preparation of salads, and I find the California black or
ripe olives far superior to the green fruit we get from
abroad in bottles.

The best oil and the finest ripe olives I have used
come from the grove of C. M. Gifford & Son at
San Diego, Cal. And the prices are so reasonable you
can afford to use them every day in the year.

If you want the finest, cleanest, purest and highest

food product known write to our friends for catalogue
and prices. They supply customers everywhere.
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Easy To Pick Up

Hard to Put Down

THE IDLER

Is a little magazine of IDEAS for the Idle Hour.

Clever but clean.

ten cents.

The year one dollar.

The copy

Sample free to OPEN ROADERS.

Robert J. Shores, Editor and Publisher

EAST ORANGE, NEW JERSEY.
MARRIAGE . _FROM
AND MONKEY
DIVORCE

An up-to-date book by
an up-to-date woman.
Mention THE OPEN ROAD
when you send for it and
I’ll send you some other
good stuff with it and all
for 25¢ in stamps.

G. B. WHEELER
4259 State St. Chicago, Ill.
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BY AUSTIN BIERBOWER.

A STORY of 500,000 YEARS AGO

Showing how our tailed ances-
tors made love, fought and wor-
shiped; how commerce. govern-
ment, art and religion began.

Spicy, Humorous ard Instructive.
Everybody Reads It.

Over 50 Hlustrations—231 Pages.

CLOTH 75 cenls. PAPER 35 cents.
POSTPAID.

THE OPEN ROAD,

Griffith, Lake Co., Ind.
R. F. D. No 1.



The Philosophy of Beauty.

HE new woman is making such strenuous efforts toward

intellectuality that she is in danger of losing her ages cid
instinct for being just a beautiful woman. Her newly awakened
mental activities are leading her to exhalt the intellectual and to
disparage physical beauty. This is wrong. It is swinging to the
other extreme.

Yes I know dearie, that beauty of soul is the supreme and
lasting test of woman’s power, but I must remind you that all the
sonnets ever written, all the great poems, all the symphonies on
canvas and the dreams in marble were inspired by just plain
loveliness of woman’s face and form.

The greatest women in history are the famous beauties of the
world. If they did not actually possess great intellectual gifts,
the poets idealized them anyway and always saw dazzling spiritual
qualities wherever beauty sat on guard.

For the life of me tho I never could see why a woman may not,
indeed should not, be both beautiful and brainy. We know that
outward beauty is but the expression of inner harmony and
sweetness. No use to tell me that a woman with clear skin,
bright eyes and smooth rosy complexion isn’t a better, happier,
brainier woman than the poor creature with rough, sallow skin,
wrinkles, moth spots and liver complexion—I know better. It’s
woman’s very nature to be attractive in looks. If she is not
some terrible wrong against nature has been committed.

Of course about everything in woman’s present day unnatural
hysterical life is tearing at her physical charms, and these ravages
must be met and overcome if she is to regain her lost beauty.

I’m making the world better by teaching women to be
beautiful. If men only knew it I am a public benefactor. I'm
working in line with the cosmic urge, and I really ought to be
subsidized by the state in the interests of race preservation.

My LUXTONE BEAUTY SECRET, a complexion cream of mar-
velous powers combines in itself all the virtues of all known
beautifiers. It’s a skin food, wrinkle remover, cleanser and
softener. It sweeps away the years, turns back the hands of
time restoring youth’s dainty curves and rosy freshness.

To get acquainted I offer my special beauty box containing
1 large jar BEAUTY SECRET (formerly Fluffy Ruffles), 1 bottle
RUBITINT, and a generous sample each of my PURE CUCUMBER
CrREAM and CoLp CREAM, together with my work on Beauty
Culture, all for 50 cents, postpaid.

Write me today. You’ll always regret it if you don’t.

BLANCHE W. MOE,
314 W. 42nd Street, New York City or 3222 Lake Park Avenue, Chicago
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UNTTED STATES JAPAN

An Autheritative Laponent of What Is Correct in English

MARCH. 1910 »

GERMANY .

It is Surprising

How few people speak
English correctly. But

there is no reason why
~ait]1l should not do so. Ap-

ply this question to

yourself. ,

Do YOU Speak
English Correctly?

There is a fascinating way to
polish up your English, and
that is by reading “CORRECT
ENGLISH How to Use It,” a
monthly magazine for cultured
people, devoted to the correct
use of English. 1t will pay you
to get in touch with this unique
magazine, as it is the only one

(Correct
~eXKow to useit

CORRECT LNGLISE 1N THE SOML
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- BUSINESS LNGLISH FOR
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of its kind. Read carefully this

PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS

Shall and Will; Should and Would; How to Use Them; Correct English in the
Home; Correct English in the School; What to Say and What Not to Say;
Course in Grammar; Letter Writing and Punctuation; Business English for
the Business Man; Compound Words; How to Write Them; Studies in Eng-
ish Literature.

The Subscription price is only $1.10 a year, but if you prefer
to see a copy before subscribing—

SEND ONLY 10 CENTS

for a copy of the cur-
rent issue. You will
never regret it. So if
you are interested in
your own welfare, do
this NOW before you
turn another page.
But better still, use the
Coupon TODAY feg-

CORRECT ENGLISH
PUBLISHING COMPANY
210 Monroe St., Chicago, Illinois

correct English Publishing Co.
Chicago, 111

Gentlemen—Attached find $1.00, for which
please enter my subscription to CORRECT ENGLISH
for one year.

LN s s L= P P R
Local AdAress. ... ccovv cenot iiiie i e

Postoffice. ... oo vivive i e, . State.... ...

S S S
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“THE REAL FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH’

Everything that pertains to your life, everything that you
eat and drink—the air you breathe—comes from the earth. The
vegetable foods come directly and the animal foods indirectly
from it. But probably it has never occurred to you that your
body should be fed and nourished from the same source.

HOW A PLANT GROWS.

The plant pushes its little rootlets, which are supplied with
a chemical fluid or sap, into the moist earth. The action of the
sap sets free certain elements of earth which at once combine
with it; rejecting those which are of no use. Those which it
takes up, it sends upward to form new fibre, leaves, and fruit.

NATURE’S WAY.

The truly astounding success recently achieved by a few
advanced scientists in the healing of nearly every disease hith-
erto found by medicine to be incurable, is due simply to the
fact that the universal process of assimilation found in Nature
has been adapted to the human system—there being brought
about—by a natural medium—a natural absorption of the mate-
rials necessary to re-build wasted and degenerated tissues of
the body; as in plant life.

The medium we have utilized for this absorption is from
Nature itself—an amorphous mineral taken from the pure gla-
cial silt in the form of an exceedingly fine, soluble powder.
With it we have combined other mineral substances which add
to its general healing cfficiency and at the same time aid in the
incorporation of tissues.

Nature Tissue Tablets are Nature's tissue food—altogether
apart from drugs. :

They simply create new tissue—hence health and strength.

Rationally the only nerve tonic, and the only cure for con-
sumption, paralysis, nervous debility, varicose veins, and neu-
ritis; and a preventive for apoplexy, and all troubles caused
by a breaking down of the tissues. They are invaluable for
a weak stomach and an inactive liver.

(Guaranteed under the Food and Drug Act, June 30, 1906.

ONE MONTH'S TREATMENT, ONE DOLLAR.

Mail one dollar now,—TODAY! and you will at once be
able to notice your improvement.

THE NATURAL HEALING COMPANY
46 Stone Street, Rochester, N. Y.
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THE DEVIL
OF FEAR

Bruce Calvert will tell you that the devil of fear has put lots of
people into hospital cots, and has planted many more. Tom Dreier
tells us that it is the devil of fear that causes so many failures. Mr.
Dreier has written a very clever little book, entitled ‘‘The Devil of
Fear’’, and in it he tells why many people fail. Tells why and how
other men have succeeded and how you can learn from them and
apply your talents. This little book is not for sale, but we will
gladly give you a copy with a six month’s subscription to

The Caxton Magazine.

A magazine about men and women who have done things, done
them a little better than seemed necessary, and received their share
of the world’s reward. Little human interest stories about real
people, and the What, the Why, and the How. Here are some of
the contributors :

Elbert Hubbard, Herbert Kaufman, Leonard Smith,
Thomas Dreier, Wm. Marion Reedy, Dr. C. E. Blanchard,
Adelaide Stedman, Newton A. Fuessle, Franklin Kirk,
Richard Harris, Sophie Irene Loeb, and many others.

Single copies are 10 cents, or send us 50 cents for a six months’
trial subscription, and you may have a copy of ‘“The Devil of Fear’,
for the asking.

THE CAXTON SOCIETY

DEPARTMENT 27
PITTSFIELD - - MASSACHUSETTS

Don’t forget to say: “I saw your ad. in the OPEN ROAD.”
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F OS S I LS have no use for it, but every

Live Man and Woman

wants

“The Rational Life”

By WILL J. ERWOOD

. It is the very latest word on such vital themes as:
Because: Love, Marriage, Divorce ; The Sex Question ; Social
Evils ; The Conquest of Self ; Itis a veritable mental

‘“‘Live Wire’’.

“The Man who wrote it knows what he is taking about; and books written by

such men are the only ones worth reading.
book.”’—Dr. J. H. Tilden, in the Stuffed Club.

I take pleasure in recommending this

Be a Live Man, a Live Woman, and Send for this Book Today.
Finely bound, Cloth and Gold. About 200 pages. Just from the Press. Postpaid $1.00.
Address :

WILL J. ERWOOD,

Dept. O.

717 E. 22nd St., Baltimore, Md.

To those who
will Understand ;

I am moving steadily and
surely toward my goal, the
fourding of the

HARMONIC SCHOOL OF
RATIONAL EDUCATION

All who are interested in
the real sane education of a
beautiful life, and who feel the
call to help themselves by
helping humanity are invited
to write me.

BRUCE CALVERT.
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The September copy of
THE OPEN ROAD is before
me. How true is all you say
regarding ‘‘Marriage and
Divorce.”” I only wish the
article could be read by millions
instead of thousands.

H. CLAUSON,
Vancouvor, B. C.

The Technical World, pub-
lished at Chicago, Ill., is one
of the most readable of the
many exchanges dropped in
our box out at the cross roads.
It is 15¢ a copy, $1.50 a year
and most any single number is
worth that.



Leigh Mitchell Hodges, in the Philadelphia North American

The New Thoughtists got their First Lesson in Right Liv-
ing in the Roycroft .Chapel this evening. Bruce Calvert, of
Chicago, who is here to reveal it in a series of six lectures, and
who is a mighty earnest and honest devotee, by the way, ex-
plained some of it to a chapel full of people this morning. Then
he put the whole crowd through the first of the breathing exer-
cises, by means of which he says it is possible to absorb the
essentials truths of all the systems of religion, philosophy, sci-
ence and sociology that have been invented or otherwise pro-
cured.

According to Mr. Calvert, nothing in the line of escaped
truth, from Plato to Hubbard, or from Zoroaster to Christ,
is impossible to those who breath the right way.

Denver Republican

“We eat too much and we breathe too little,” says Bruce
Calvert, who has been giving a series of lectures in Denver on
the subject of “The Economy of Life.”

The world in which we live i1s insane, our institutions of
learning are conducted by insane men, according to Mr. Calvert,
and they are insane because they cannot practically apply their
knowledge to the art of living. Learning that cannot be applied
to life in some form is rubbish, says the lecturer, and yet thou-
sands of people who are going through institutions of higher
education do not know the simplest rules of health and long
life and happiness.

Meadville (Pa.) Tribune Republican.

Bruce Calvert of Chicago lectured to the students of
the Theological Seminary Sunday afternoon at Hunnewell Hall
The speaker gave a short sketch of Oriental history and Phil-
losophy and one of the remarkable breathing exercises as taught
by the masters. The lecture was very interesting and was deeply
enjoyed by the students. Mr. Calvert has been asked to give
the entire course.

Denver News-Times

Bruce Calvert’s reading of the “Rubaiyat of Omar
Khayyam is unsurpassed. As an interpreter of the Old Tent
Maker he has no equal on the lecture platform today.
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Jamestown (N. Y.) Evening Journal

Bruce Calvert of Chicago lectured on the “Philosophy of
Life to a large and select audience in the parlor of the James-
town Lodge of Elks Sunday afternoon. Right living, he
said, takes into consideration every day actions, eating, breath-
ing, sleeping, social relations, and gives rules for health and
happiness. A remarkable breathing exercise was given at the
close of the lecture, Miss Lillian Johnson accompanying Mr.
Calvert on the piano.

Terre Haute (Ind.) Tribune.

Bruce Calvert gives this week a series of six lectures
at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Stephen Marion Reynclds, under
the auspices of the Co-Operative Dinner Club. There was a
large attendance at both the first and second lectures. Mr.
Calvert’s talks are on breathing, and suggested a number of
valuable hints for the improvement of the health. Mr. Calvert
Las made a life-study of the mode of living most conducive to
health and right living, and has an important message to impart.

E NEED YOU. Come with us in our tramp along

THE OPEN ROAD. Subscription and member-

ship in the Brotherhood fifty cents a year. Life
membership and subscription, $10.00.

BOUND VOLUMES.

Vol. 1. Half Leather, and Open Road for one year...... $3.00
Vol. II. Half Leather, and Open Road for one year...... 1.50
Vol, IIl. Half Leather, and Open Road for one year............. 1.00

(Vol. I is out of print, but we have a few good clean copies
for sale.)

Better come thru now while the bars are down. The supply
of bound volumes is by no means unlimited. Speak right soon,
or you may never add these little treasures of joy and inspiration
to your collection.
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LAST CALL'!

OPEN ROADERS please take notice that
the SUBSCRIPTION PRICE of the
’Zinelet will advance to ONE DOL-
LAR a year beginning JANUARY
FIRST 1911.

New subscriptions and renewals will be received up to
December 31, next, at the old price, fifty cents a year. Twelve
months’ subsecription tickets, in any quantity, good until used, can
be had now at fifty cents each. One hundred of them costing
fifty dollars, will be worth one hundred dollars after New Years.
Easy way to double your money.

I advise you to renew now for five or ten years and have it off
your mind. I don’t want you to miss any of the trips, besides I
need your spiritual and material support. The magazine is written
for you. In myself alone there is no power nor virtue.

I know of no better asset for right thinking men and women
than a paid up membership in the Brotherhood with subscription to
the OPEN ROAD. Our star is a rising one. Great unfoldments are
coming in the next few years. I want you in the circle, all of you.
That’s why I am giving you timely notice of the new rates. The
’Zinelet is now and has always been worth a dollar a year. It will
be worth two dollars next year, but the price is only one.

Are you with me comrades?

Ananias has a new pen and a fresh bottle of pokeberry juice
all ready to record your name.

Yours till we meet again at the next bend in the road.

BRUCE CALVERT.
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Get up a class in your own town
and join our

RATIONAL SCHOOL OF RIGHT LIVING.

A complete course in the essential things of life. Practical.
How to live right, here and now; to get the best out of life;
make the most of ourselves under present conditions. To
live up to our highest possibilities. Full course, eighteen
lectures, divided fnto three series of six lectures each.

FIRST SERIES—Six lectures on the Foundation of Life
and the key to power as contained in the mastery of Rhythmic
Breathing. The vital connection between the world’s great
movements and the spiritual awakening of the present. The
message of the ages to these, our times.

SECOND SERIES—Six lectures in Rational Dietary and
Food Chemistry. This course goes to the very bottom of
economy in living. How to prepare foods to answer every need
of every member of the family. To guard against sickness by
refusing to put an enemy into the mouth to steal away our
health. These lessons applied to the food problem, reduce
housekeeping to the simplest terms, making a dollar go further
in the preparation of simple, healthful, strength-giving foods
than $5 will in the ordinary senseless and extravagant way of
fiving.

THIRD SERIES—Six lectures on the Higher Possibilities
and Responsibilities of Life. Clean, rational and sensible. A
revelation in sex ethics. The proper relations of men and
women on sex lines. Right generation and Eugenics. The
right of the child to be well-born. Development of the finer
forces.

Rational Education. Intuitional or Inspirational Knowing.
Developing the Initiative. A new era of power and spiritual
greatness that will come to the waiting race with the introduc-
tion of the Modern School.

Organize a class in your club, school, or community for the
study of Right Living. I will come and stay a week with you giv-
ing six lectures, afternoon or evening. Inone week’s time I can
give you the inspiration and the material for a year’s work along
eonstructive lines. Thase lessons awaken the student to a new,
glorious life. Calls out the power from within.

BRUCE CALVERT, Instructor.
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‘As our race moves onward it demands constantly
better service.

It demands better houses to live in; better theaters;
better schools; better books; better magazines; better
papers and better things to eat.

It is in response to this last demand that GERALD-
SON'S FIGS have appeared.

They combine the qualities of an Exquisite Confec-
tion with those of a Valuable

FOOD

They reach your hand clean and fresh. The waste
and dirt you formerly paid for are now eliminated. You
get Concentrated Goodness.

We will ship you ten pounds, by express, collect, for
$1.00, or

We will ship you six pounds, by express, prepaid,
for $1.00, except where we have to ship through more
than two express companies, or beyond the delivery limits

of a city, to reach you.
We now have access to either the Globe Express Co.,

or the Wells Fargo Express Co., here, and any company
connecting with either of these will meet our require-

ments.
We will also ship you 50-l1b. cases at $4.50 eaeh, or

two cases, by freight, prepaid, for $12.00.

FOOTHILL ORCHARD COMPANY,
Newcastle, California.
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A STUFFED CLUB.

A monthly magazine which, according to the opinion of many
of the best people, is the authority on health subjects.

It contains sixty pages of iconoclasm, constructive as well as
destructive, on hygiene and dietetics.

IT TELLS HOW TO REGAIN AND RETAIN HEALTH.

The editorials are written in plain, forceful English compelling
right thinking ; following which health of body and mind evolve as
a consequence.

Single copies 20 cents. Subscription $2.00 a year. Dr. J. H.
Tilden, editor and publisher.

PREMIUM MONOGRAPHS

These are practical books that can be carried in the pocket,
they teach how to avoid the life and habits that lead to many
unneccessary ills; the causes of disease are explained and their
prevention and treatment suggested.

' Cholera Infantum

MONOGRAPHS - Typhoid Fever
| Appendicitis

With each yearly subscription, for a limited time, we include
one of the above books. WHICH ONE IS YOURS?

DENVER, s = COLORADO.

Please note that we send no FREE sample copies for less than twenty cents.
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Are You an Art Student?

If you are in any way interested in Art;
if you are taking, or are thinking about taking an Art course,
you ought to get this month’s sensational issue of

...l he...

Students Art Magazine

Kalamazoo, Mich.

This is an independent art journal for art students
of all schools. This month’s issue contains the start-
ling nine page article exposing a fake correspondence
school game. It contains the truth, told straight out
from the shoulder, written without fear, favor or bitter-
ness. Written to save hundreds of thousands from
being “stung”. Wntten by one who threw up a position
worth thousands a year, rather than be a party to the
fraud. This is without doubt the most sensa-
tional article for Art Students ever published.

The Students Art Magazine is a monthly illustrated mag-
azine that cannot be ‘‘muzzled’’. [t protects students.
It is most valuable to those studying Illustrating, Designing,
Cartooning, Lettering, and Chalk Talk work. Every issue
gives Advanced and Easy Lesson and Cash Assignments.
New volume commences with next issue. One dollar a year.

Send in your Subscription tonight to Dept. 121.

Don’t forget to say: “I saw your ad. in the OPEN ROAD.”
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An Unplowed Field
The Surface has Hardly been Scratched

Tremendous sums are lost to mer-
chants and manufacturers every year
through bad accounts.

Anyone who can redeem these
accounts from the loss side of the
ledger will have more business than he
gan handle. We will teach you how to

o it.

We teach the business of collecting
bad accounts, giving you the same
system that we employ in our own
successful collection business.

It is a lucrative business—easy to
learn—with little competition, and—
Requires No Capitol, but integrity.

Every dollar collected for your customers adds to your
bank account and your business standing.

Why fritter away the best years of your life in uncongenial
service of others? Why not build up a profitable business of
your own where you are master of your own time and reap
the reward of your own exertions?

Our first lessons will enable you to start a collection
business, the full course gives you complete mastery of it.
We help you at the very outset by referring customers to you.

W. A. Shryer, President

Now is the time to declare your independence. FKvery day
spent in your present drudgery makes it harder for you to
get out of the rut. Do not delay. Write today for “Pointers
on the Collection Business.” FREE.

AMERICAN COLLECTION SERVICE

400Sta te Street DETROIT, MICH.
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Just Out---A New Book.

Socialism and Progress

By BRUCE CALVERT

Being an impartial and philosophical summary of just
what Socialism and its propaganda means to present social

and economic life.

Price - -

By the Hundred

$ .10
- 5.00

Listen ! !

After January first, next,
THE OPEN ROAD will be one
dollar a year. Renewals and
new subscriptions accepted
now for an unlimited time at
the old price fifty cents a year.

SUBSCRIPTION TICKETS
each good for one year, twelve
numbers, and good until used,
to be given to friends or sold,
or used to extend your own
subscription, may now be had

in any quantities at 50c a piece,
or $5.00 a dozen.

Siehst Du ?
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The Free Speech League

invites correspondence, co-
operation, and membership of
all who claim rights and dare
maintain them.

Join us, help us.
Get our list of books.
Read them—pass them along.

Liberty talks by Ingersoll,
Wakeman, Walker, Schroeder,
Pentecost, Darrow, Post,
Bruce Calvert, and others.
Read ‘‘Our Vanishing Liberty
of Press’’ (five cents) ; and also
““Do You Want Free Speech?’’
(ten cents) and learn why you
should act with us.

THE FREE SPEECH LEAGUE
12) Lexington Ave. New York



Buy Shares in an Honest Concern with a Proven Asset

The Atlanta 0il Gompany

No Water in Its Stock Nor Gamble in Its Shares

SIX BILLION barrels of petroleum in proven oil areas
in California are yet awaiting extraction, according to estimates
of the U. S. Government that assigns a life of 120 years to the
field. But 3 barrels out of every 60 available or 5 per cent has
been produced, leaving 95 per cent yet in the ground.

This 5 per cent or 300,000,000 barrels produced in 39 years
brought $220,000,000 at the wells, of which amount 27.5 per cent
or in round numbers $50,000,000 has been paid in dividends.
At present prices at the well SIX BILLION barrels of oil is
worth THREE BILLION dollars, and with the past as a mea-
sure this means SEVEN HUNDRED AND TWENTY-FIVE
MILLION dollars available in the 120 years of oil field life, as
dividends for investors.

THE ATLANTA OIL COMPANY has its share of this,
its ground being proven oil land. It has an honest directorate
and management that paid cash for their stock. Every share
of the capitalization not sold for cash is in the treasury. We
consider it a safe investment that will early yield large returns.
Get its prospectus, written and edited by an oil authority.

J. E. LEVI
411 So. Main Street Los Angeles, Calif.
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ARE YOU A THINKER?

OR ARE YOU JUST DRIFTING
ALONG WITH THE CURRENT?

WHAT IS NEW THOUGHT

BY BENJAMIN FAY MILLS

SENT TO YOU FREE =

JUST MENTION THIS MAGAZINE
AND DO AS WE ASK.

WE WILL SEND
YOU A SAMPLE

COPY OF THE
LARGEST MAG- M ' N D
AZINE IN ITS
FIELD . AND THIS

BOOK BY BENJ. IS

FAY MILLS, IF

YOU ENCLOSE A

2c STAMP AND EVERYTH[NG DO
SAY YOU SAW : T

AD IN THIS

MAGAZINE. NOW

THOUGHT |

A MAGAZINE OF PRACTICAL PSYCHOLOGY

BE BIG ENOUGH TO INVESTIGATE
ANY STATEMENT

MAGNUM BONUM CO.
4662 LAKE AVENUE, CHICAGO

Don't forget to say: “I saw your ad. in the OPEN ROAD.”
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SHORTER COURSE

THE HARMONIC SCHOOL
OF RATIONAL EDUCATION

I have been asked to condense the Eighteen Lesson
course on Right Living into six lectures which can be
given in one week. [ accordingly offer this new program :

1. Health and Right Living.

2. Breathing. The Science, Philosophy and
Practice.

3. Food Selection, Rational Dietary.

4. Sex Ethics. Eugenics.

5. Harmonies of Nature.

6. Rational Education.

Part or all of this series will be given anywhere on most
reasonable terms.  Dates now being made for the coming

o BRUCE CALVERT, [hgtrucor.
Address—Lecture Bureau.

THE OPEN ROAD

GRIFFITH (Lake County) INDIANA

R. F. D. No. 1 Figzon-Roost-in-the-Woods
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Christmas Carnol
RROTHER, Sister,

Comrade,whoever

you are and wherever

you are, | give you my

Love! Will you give

me yours in return ?
—BRUCE CALVERT.
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Chrigtmas Carol
RROTHER, Sister,

Comrade,whoever

you are and wherever

you are, | give you my

Love! Will you give

me yours in return ?
—BRUCE CALVERT.




