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A JOURNAL OF PHILOSOPHY  AND FRIENDSHIP

Indited for the Edincation of the Elect by DELMAR DEFOKES T BRYANI

Being an attempt o hind the way in, the trail through
and the path out.

Herein I think my thoughts alond
And seatter them atar
And, tf T ann above the erowd,
And sometimes hit o star,
It beams and streams and secms (o say
You jolted me the other day
But 1 thank you for the jar

Acknowledging as the source of all expression, the fnspi
ration of Kgeia, the wisdom-giving Nymph of the Fountain,
unless otherwise signed, all prosy and poetic patterns of pyro
techny, novel and otherwise, originate from our own teeming
brain-mill.  None are trade-marked, copyrighted or patented,
but strangers and the weak-kneoed are cautioned agains
monkeying with them too freely, espeefally in publie.
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Bbhe Phalanx

~ A JOURNAL OF PHILOSOPHY AND FRIENDSHIP

e MARCH No. 3

The friends thow hast, and their adoption lried,
Grapple them to thy .soul with hooks of steel.

—Shakespeare.

Philosophy is @ modest profession; it is all reality and
plain dealing. I hate solemnity and pretense, with noth-
ing but pride at the bottom.—Pliny.

An FIsland MHingdom

BY ALINE.

“When we think of an island we naturally think of it
as being out in the sea, or lake, surrounded by waters
and accessﬂ)le only by boats But if we repeat over the
old-time definition, we shall recall that an island is ‘‘any
portion of land surrounded’ by water.’”’” This brings to
our view another class of islands. :

Along the courses of nearly all great rivers are places
where the land is level with the banks, and the river
cutting away from the main channel, forms new chan-
nels, which flow around areas of 1and meeting the river
further below, thus ereating river islands.

In times of sSpring freshets and high water, these is-
lands are often submerged and eovored ‘with mud and
debris. thus imperceptibly they raise a little year by year
and after countless ages the rivers build banks for them-
selves that resist the pressure of the waters.

Meanwhile the vegetation continues to grow, ‘to die. to
bhecome covered over with slime and silt from succes-
sive inundations until a sediment soil of almost limit-
less depth and inestimable richness is pmdnoed

It has just been my pleasure to visit some of these
islands—by far the most interesting I have ever seen—
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Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel.
A —Shakespeare.

Philosophy is @ modest profession; it is all reality and
plain dealing. I hate solemnity and pretense, with noth-
ing but pride at the bottom.—Pliny.

An FIsland Kingdom

BY ALINE.

When we think of an island we naturally think of it
as being out in the sea, or lake, surrounded by waters
and accessible only by boats. But if we repeat over the
old-time definition, we shall recall that an island is ‘‘any
portion of land surrounded by water.”’ This brings to
our view another class of islands. '

Along the courses of nearly all great rivers are places
Whe{-e the land is level with the banks, and the river,
cutting away from the main channel, forms new chan-
nels, which flow around areas of land meeting the river
further below, thus creating river islands. ’

In times of spring freshets and high water, these is-
lands are often submerged and covered with mud and
debris. thus imperceptibly they raise a little year by year
and after countless ages the rivers build hanks for them-
selves that resist the pressure of the waters. )

Meanwhile the vegetation continues to grow, to die, to
hecome covered over with slime and silt from suececes-
sive inundations until a sediment soil of almost limit-
less depth and inestimahle richness is produced.

It has just been my pleasure to visit some of these
islands—by far the most interesting I have ever seen—




the reclaimed islands of the Sacramento—ag veritahl
river archipelago. e

.The Sacramento is a large river, navigable for 96
miles, taking its rice away up among the snow-clad
peaks of which Mt. Shasta is the reigning lord and sen-
tinel. The river drains an immense watershed, and,
when the snows melt on the mountains in the spring-
time, it is transformed from a peacefully flowing
stream into a turbid torrent and sweeps away every-
thing in its path. The valley through which it flows
is broad, level and low, and for a Tlong distance the
swollen river was accustomed to break ont of its natural
hanks in hundreds of places, flooding the entire country

for miles around.

This went on year after year and for innumerahle
years before the advent of the Yankee. The early set-
tlers farmed the higher lands, but they had not raised
many crops in this fertile valley nor been drowned out
many times before they set to work in earnest to ficht
the waters and to save their lands and labors from the
devastation of the floods.

The first atbempts at keeping the waters at bay were
for a long time fraught with only partial and uncer-
tain success. Dykes made of brushwood and mud,
thrown up by scrapers were not only laborious con-
structions, but amounted to little more than children’s
plav-mounds before these raging spring torrents.

The water flooded everything, cutting numerous
sloughs or water courses through which, when the floods
abated, the waters continued to flow, forming a series
of river islands of greater or lesser extent.

Finally the farmers did the thing which farmers of
all classes of people hesitate the longest to do—they
united, and cooperated, forming themselves into sev-
eral districts on the various islands, deciding that each
distriet should be assessed to purchase and maintain a
steam dredger with which great dvkes could casily he

constructed and kept in shape. This plan put in opera
tion worked admirably and has been the means of re-
¢laiming thousands upon thousands of acres—in ryound
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numbers about 125,000 acres—of .\/zplua}z!c land, as rich
or richer than the famed valley of the Nile, hg

The cost of this reclamation has been prodigious, run-
ning into the millions, but, distributed over so large an
area of land, it has not cost to execeed: $100 per acre.
And this is nothing when it is considered what this
land has been made to produce. Ten million dollars is
the approximate value of the yecarly crops, consisting of
all manner of fruits and vegetables, which this valley
produces.

I must tell you about these dredgers which, more
tlTla.n any other thing, have made possible this great work.
No doubt many of my readers have seen dredgers at
work, There.are various kinds of dredgers. 'There is
one sort that is used in harbor construction that pumps
the water a,pd mud out through a long pipe carrying
it to the point where the land is being built. But the
river dredgers are the sort that work by means of a
gl.gaptlc crane, from which is suspended a huge pair
of dipper-buckets weighing ten or more tons. The:e open
like a clam-shell and look for all the world as they

hover over the water, like i i
T, some fabled bird—some giant
g;{cs:s-hawk that might be fishing for sharks or g.la,lli-

It opens its great wings, hovers a moment, then
swoops down, diving bencath the waves with a 'Eremen
dous splash and comes holdi in i .
e s up holding in _1ts talons a ton or
: ver mud and sand. The mighty crane swings
around to the shore as easily as if it carried a babe in
a swing, and- the bucket-bird opens its capacious maw
and empties upon the bank its slimy load, returning to
I.‘epe.'«:lt the process over and over again—night and day
it toils, digging and building. Every mouthful it takes
from the river-bed deepens the channel and, deposited
on the bank of the levee, adds to its strength and
security. ;

Some of these dredgers cost nearly a hundred thou-
sand dollars, and from $50 to $100 per day to operate.
Each acre of tillable land owned by the various settlers
is taxed pro rata to bear the expense of this work, and
1 have no doubt it is a tax qheerfully ) borne, as it

means life, liberty and prosperity to the island dwellers.



‘_-'\lt‘houghfo much has already been expended on re
claiming these lands, only a few of the islands are a
pl"vilcu[‘.C‘Ulz.Sldered secure and immune from all danger
o1 Looding.

In the spring of 07 the river rose prodigiously, and
did a vast amount of damage, and this spring it ha
again been on the rampage, tiooding several reclaimed
areas, notably Jersey Island in the San Joaquin river,
a tributary of the Sacramento. Nearly all of the land
on these islands lies level with the river, or below i,
so that even if the water be kept out by the levees, it
will still foree its way through underground, causing
scepage. To overcome this and thoroughly drain the
land, large ditches are constructed, carrying the water
into one main canal which is then pumped out by an
immense pumping plant situated on the inner bank of
the levee near the river. Every district maintains one
of these pumps. One on Grand Island which I
saw, was run by a 110 horse-power engine, gud was
rapidly draining off the water through a huge pipe four
feet in diameter.

The farmers along the levees are at no expense for
irrigation except to put in a pipe which runs across the
levee and down into the river. By exhausting the air
from the pipe by means of a small pump, the water is
syphoned onto the land. Irrigation is only nceded for
fruit and certain crops during the summer mgnths.
Sub-irrigation is practiced to quite an extent, the ditehes
heing filled with water which is allowed to soak into the
ground. ;

Grand Island is one of the largest and most perfectly
reclaimed of the islands. It eomprises 17,000 acres, of
which 7,000 are in asparagus. Asparagus culture is one
of the chief industries of these islands. California pro-
duces one-fourth of the Asparagus of the United States
and practically all that is grown is produced on these re-
claimed islands in the Sacramento delta. Up to quite
g'cc(ent]y negr]y: all of this asparagus was canned, but it
is now hegmning to he shipped East in a fresh state.
[t is estimated that from the 14,000 acres planted to
asparagus the yield will be upwards of 25,000 tons, or
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ads. which should net the growers a million
) The Phalanx Company 1s now. en-

10 carlo
asparagus from this dis-

and a half dollars,
aaced in shipping carloads of
triet to Eastern markets.

Asparagus is by no means the only thing raised on
these islands. There were last year, 9000 acres of po-
tatoes. 2000 acres of tomatoes, 1000 acres of onions, 1000
acres of cantaloupes, 500 acres of string beans and 2000
acres of other garden vegetables. Besides this. there
are about 4000 acres planted in hops. The yield from
all these crops is enormous. Last year’s statisties gave
1,000,000 sacks of potatoes, 15,000 tons of onions, 1,335
tons of cabbage, 3,111 tons of tomatoes, and 197,827,000
pounds of beans. This is the greatest bean-producing
district in the world.

Here the farmers may successfully raise two crops a
year. Beans follow a crop of early potatoes or hay.
Two crops of many different vegetables may be grown
in suecession,

With all this wealth of vegetable producing, there is
still to mention the large orchards of fruit—pears,
Peaches, apricots, cherries, plums, which border the river
In an almost unbroken line for many miles—all growing
In abundance and yielding enormous returns. This is:
the natural home of the Bartlett pear. In nearly every
other section of the State the pear blights, but here it
grows to perfection. The crop last year was estimated
at 700,000 boxes. Add to this marvelous production
100,000 tons of alfalfa and 300,000 sacks of barley and
YOE have the annual output of this wonderfully fertile
valley.

The fruits grown in this valley are exceptionally fine
—having a flavor and quality hardly attainable else-
where, which is quickly recognized by FEastern con-
noisseurs of fruit. Take the cherries—the Guie, the
Royal Ann, the Black Tartarian—how they melt in
one’s mouth and cause the _money tp m.elt.from the
pocket! A grower of cherries in this d1stn<;t, whose
land was all 1.1nder water two years ago, received over
$22,000 for his cherry crop produced from only. 70

acres of trees.
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The plum does as well or better than cherries—tl,
e
Tragedy, Burbank, Abundance, Gross, Duane ang
many others grow and produce enormously, bringing i
season the highest prices in the Eastern markets.
Much of the soil on these islands is of a black, mucky
order, admirably adapted, I believe, to celery growing.
Experiments recently made at Islington prove that it
may be made a success and there is no doubt that in the
pear future it will become a rival industry of asparagus.

You see, the farmers in these islands, as indeed,
throughout the State, go into things on a tremendons
scale—a scale that would make a small Connecticut
farmer gasp. They plow with traction engines that
turn over 80 acres per day, they go into a thousand
acres of barley with a combined reaper, and soon the
acres of barley with a combined reaper, thresher
and sacker drawn by thirty mules, and soon the
grain is lying scattered in sacks, ready to be 'hauled
to the warehouse or train. Nearly everything 1s dong
by machinery. Eastern people have no conception oI
the vastness of the agricultural enterprises being car-
ried on out here in what they term ‘‘the wild and woolly
West.”” To illustrate, I read in an Eastern trade paper
recently, that “‘one man’’ in California had as much
as 20 acres of asparagus in ‘‘one field!”” The truth is,
500 acres is considered here only a moderate-sized
“‘patch,”” and one man has as much as 1500 acres.

Asparagus plants are raised from seed which grow
here into fine large crowns the first year. These are taken
up and reset in trenches about six inches helow the sur-
face of the gound, in rows eight feet apart and about
two feet in the row. Every year the crowns grow up
towards the surface a little, and it is necessary to keep
hilling up the ground over the row in order to allow the
tender shoots to eome through and attain a length with-
out hecoming green. Just as the little heads peep
through the hill, a ¢rnel Chinaman or Jap, who is wan-
dering up and down the rows and watching furtively,

will seize it and ruthlessly stab it from below with g knife
made especially for ‘*  ~urpose.

£ocid



Sealed is its fate!
Sad to relate
"Twill go in the crate
And, carried by freight,
Past the Golden Gate,
It lands on the plate
Of some potentate
To be ate!—
He will dip just the tip
In drawn-butter and sip—
And imagine it quite delicate!

It is certainly imagination, and hyper-epicurianism,
that causes people to rave over asparagus and pay a
dollar a bunch for it—white asparagus aptly compared
to ‘“‘cordwood’’—only a half-inch of which is edible—
the remainder serving merely as a handle to the tid-bit.
But 'tis on the whims and fancies of taste that the pro-
ducer and distributer thrive, so let us be silent,.

The labor in this section is nearly all performed by
Japanese, Chinese and Portuguese. These rent the
}and from the owners, or work it under contract. There
Is also a colony of Hindus here. I talked with several
of them. They are from Calcutta and Singapore. The
whlt.e laborer is bitter in his denunciation of all these
foreigners. I hardly think the resentment shown
by the Chinese in China against the invasion of the
‘“foreign devils’’ can be any greater than that of the
laboring class here against the ‘“chink’’ that has peace-
fully invaded the land and conquered it, usurping the
‘“rights”” of the white workmen. Ranch-owners, how-
ever, will tell you that it is simply a survival of the
fittest—that Chinese labor is better and more reliable
than white labor and so they give it the preference.
The white laborer declares that it is because John can
live on ““lats’’ and ten cents of “‘lice’” a day and under-
hid a livable whiteman’s wage, that he is given the pre-
ference. And so the struggle for existence goes for-
RO ke either on one of the swift

It is a lovely trip to ma T s
little hoats that ply up and down the river, or with a

team along the oiled embankments—the roads all run
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Ead been g u»d -.l._.u\" grounds Far - sheep 'md eatt
Yon wo:-.;d see poue of this splendid horticultural de

A
velo P ™men Instead of doe houses and barns, golden
or ds ; -vi gardens green. attesting to the wealth and

char
independence of the inhabitants. you probably would
s=2 only seattering, tumble-down sod-roofed adobes, or
lone weenden frame huts. unpainted. treeless, bleak and
btare, where in the nearby eorrals moo mournfully son
serawny dejected- loonmg cows, while in the :..L%!&:
door yard. ornamented with old bottles and tin eans a
number of dirt-begrimmed. seantily-clad children play
rough and tumble with a lot of mangy. yelping dogs of
varying degrses of ngliness.  For background you have a
d_Iapruuteu woodshed and chickenbouse nza.mt which
is propped a broken harrow and innumerable seraps of
iron and picees of old boards. Nearby. standing out in
the open. is a broken-topped weather-beaten buggy that
might ever so many years ago have borne a bride on her
honeymoon across the desert. Gaunt-looking chickens
scratch for dear life in the potato pateh that adjoins
the wvard, or squat in the shelter of a straggeling rose
bush that ¢rows and blossoms there by the window in
spite nf neglect and the many dirty washings hung
upon it.

The man over there in the field, swearing lustily at
a skeleton mule that drags him along behind the plow,
and the woman who sits nursing the last babe. upon the
doorstep, and about whom the disregarded flies swarm
like bees as she utters sharp, scolding eries at the melee
of canines and kidlets going on before her—these are

i 8§
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s she ts often lived.
W see amy thing hike this e the Sacrmmento

rough 1 have seen it a hundeed ties i places
as far away as Oregon, Nevada or Avizona,

we visited the Valley 1t was blowing guns
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hat -'i” the
o that (s AT :
aise us thatigrnever lasted over threee davs.™  Well
M bond 1o v the oad people the benelt of the

It is 1 phrase that one wots used  to in Cali-
o a0 ‘nnnslml" -tosort of apology oy
soather freaks. But really the native sons and dauehe
s of Calitorma have nothing to apolowise for nor :x-
sise to these tendertoot tourists from the frozen l‘t“"it\l‘l\'
of the East. This wind blowing a eale nhmhl‘t nm"v'n';‘
was 3 mere Minnesota zephyr—and the sand that lnl‘\\\"
i them—wello we'll tey and foreet it. ‘

However. the “beesstake,™ **po-shop.™ macheroney !
and “liee™ that Ah Ning set up for us at the hostelry
at noonday, together with tlowery  coffee  and foamy
eream, brewed in the Celestial kitehen will linger long
Inour gastronomic memories, 4 )
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When “viee™ is beautiful it should be virtue.
-

Obhe Potency of Desire

“Pl‘i\_\‘ol‘ is the soul's sincere desive,

Desire the toreh that sets the world atire.”’
X Desire is a thine that cannot be voluntarily willed
into existence, gny morve than it ean be voluntarily sup-
pressed.  Desire is the vesult of some psyehice neeessity
—it is the Voice of the Soul. Onee it speaks and has
been recownized, it becomes a magnet,. lorming a veeit.
able vortex into which everything essentinl to a realiza.
tion of the desirve tlows irresistibly.

But suppose Desire slumbers, ov is unmaniCest, ov sup.
pose it is expressed merely in sluggish wishes o fugi-
{-i\-e Jongings—then it is essentinl that afirmation and
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action unite to strengthen the desire and mould it ints

a definite purpose. Wonderful and surnrisi
; rpris sult;
have been attained by such effort, S e

This is, in faet, the basis of all so-called New Thousht
demonstration—it is the ‘“new’’ thought which soars
above the old. which lends wings to the turtle thousht,
and limbs to the snail thought—that pulls the mind out
of the old ruts up onto a firm, hard path, a swift, motor
path, when plodding is at an end.

To realize the power of desire is a revelation—a con-
version. Ignorance of this power is responsible for all
suffering and poverty—for narrow lives and shrunken
existences. Once converted from this ignorance, a new
world opens up, and limitless opportunities present
themselves.

As I have said, Desire cannot he forced into existence,
especially a desire, the realization or gratification of
which would be inimical to the welfare of the Soul—the
Soul instinetively protects itself—becomes its own
cuardian. You cannot, for instance, force yourself to
love a certain man, or woman, or to like a certain thing.
Yon may compel yvourself into conforming to the appear-
ance of loving and you may succeed in deceiving the
world as to your true feelings, but some day the Soul
will revolt and you will be shown up to yourself in
vivid eolors, as a hypoerite, a time-server, a slave to en-
forced duty.

A horticulturist was relating to me the other day
an experience he had in budding. By ‘‘budding’ is
meant the placing of a bud of one tree under the bark
of another in such a manner that the bark unites and
the bud grows and becomes a part of the new tree. This
is a common practice now amsnng nurserymen in order
to secure the perpetuation of any certain kind of fruit.

This friend of mine hudded a peach-plum (a eross he-
tween a Duane plum and a peach) onto an apricot root.
The buds lived and grew. making large limbs, which
bore some fruit, until one day there came a great wind
whereupon, many of the budded limbs broke awa'\:
from the old stock revealing a  peeuliar thing. The
limbs of the bud had never actually united to the stock

10



seept by a sort of adhesion There was a kind of skin
;’r dark covering on both the wood of the stock and of

the limb, but the latter fell out clean, like a wedge that
has heen driven in a log and that falls out upon the
shrinking of the wood. The budded limh had grown
by some unexplainable process, the sap passing by some
sort of osmosis, but the point was, the limb had never
reallv become a part of the stem upon which it was
budded. It remained an individual stem in its new en-
vironment. Something in the nature of the two trees
it seems, refused to premit them to hlend and unite,
showing that the natural desire of one to the other, if
50 We may express it, was imperfect.

And 0 it is with thousands of the friendships and
alliances in this world. If they are true friendships
the desire to flow together and hecome one will manifest
itself; if not, the union or hond can never be anything
but superficial and unenduring. There are a myriad of
desires experienced in our daily lives—all like summer
flies that come and 2o, buzz and disappear, or like the
flecks of foam upon the surf which rise and fall, reap-
pear t» disappear. But there is one desire that endureth
forever—the desire of man for woman.

My desire is unto her who. chiefest among ten thou-
san 1. fills full the measure of my needs and necessities.
In her all rays center and are diffused in myriad forms
of splendor. Through her my thought goes forth laden
with life and hound to bless. Through her I am in-
spired to do and dare. By her there is created a mag-
netic lodestone that draws to me everything necessary
for my existence, well-being and happiness—friends, re-
sources, knowledge, power.

With her I shall be able to create that rainbow arch
over which the Soul shall safely pass the abysmal chasm
of death, and realize a life ecstatic beyond the Veil.

The most hopeful sign today in the church is the war-

ing of religious sects. It means that ultimately every
-:‘nar‘l will erect his own church and set up his own
religfi()n.
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Gbhe Fewelled Cup

BY SERAPHITA.

“I know, too, where the Genii hid the jewelled cup of
the King Jamshid, with life’s clixir sparkling high.”
Thus spoke the poor Peri who was sceking for a gift
to present to the kecper of the gate of Paradise, which
should be of value sufficient to justify him in opening it
for her to enter.  This cup and its costly  contents  she
considered to he but trash, “‘For the drops of Life—oh,
what would they be in the wundless depths of eternity!”
Many are now looking eagerly for that very vase and
will interrogate our little sprite as to its present where-
abouts. It was owned by a king. Ilis royal personage
as his name indicates being a reality and no  myth,
donbtless his cup ean be still found, lying in its secret
niche, waiting for some hand to grasp it and say:
“Ilere’s to the ones who love Life!  Who will seek long
enough to find it?”’
J—AM—SH—T—D means the substance
hidden in the body of our crowned serpent—>Mercury.
e could be symholized by a caterpillar.  Worms of that
genus know how to form cocoons out of themselves, weav-
ing all of the hixly into a covering thus protecting from
air and injury the vital ligament.,  Out of this immured
life there springs in time a new creature.  The common
butterfly is exquisitely fine and  brilliant  when  com-
pared to its first hody —the worm.  But our Spiritualized
Jamshid is a thing of air and fire wrapped in a tiffany
of moisture, These  resurrected  hodies  contain  the
actual life of their former state although manifesting so
differently.  If we can find Jamshid we shall one day see
the cup full of F-li-x-ir.
It is made by Art, finished by Nature and reccived as
a gift from God. Tt is a vase full of fire—the same that
glowed in the Burning Bush,  Since the genii hid it we
must get en rapporle with these hand-inaidens of Nature
and they wi'll guide us to a fountain always full.
I‘ts bubblinz forth follows the law of cause and effect.
Tt is a product derived from the supreme  essence  in

and life
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earth crossed with the same essence in fire. Like manng
i must be taken day by day and never more than can b
used. It really is an oil which will ﬁll our lgmps of
cay and thus prolong the light of Life indefinitely. It
is the sunshine caught and worked up by natural pro-
cesses into such a substance that it can be utilized to the
uphuilding of every cell in the body. It is the ‘“‘good
wine’’ to he taken as nourishment instead of stimulant.
The volatile form of this king shows that he has bheen
purified of all dross and will assimilate with gold refined
by fire.

These two when united into one, form a substance far
more precions than gold, even the Philosophers’ Stone;
whose touch like that of King Midas transforms the base
into that which is priceless. If man’s natural forees
were supplemented by those which he now calls super-
natural, his hody would be strongly fortified azainst de-
cay _and he would indeed he like a tree planted by a
flowing river. The old leaves might fall to give place to
new ones but the Life in the sap heing reinforced from
a perennial spring would take no note of time—¢“Till

the sun grows ¢old and the stars are old and the leaves
of the Judgment Book unfold.”

A jgalous man is unpleasant. But one you could not
make jealous would he worse.

S S

As ye sow so shall ye reap, but the quality of the
product will depend entirely on the culture of the crop.

. Lo

“There are no lives of interest except the lives of the
player people, and they are of interest hecause they bid
respectability good-day.”’ _ Carlisle.

- -

Diseases of society can be as little cured as those of the

hody, without speaking openly (,f_ﬂ;{;‘;:ﬁ Stewart Mill,
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Friendship of this order very freguently exis I
v \ < 3 ‘:
tween a man and woman who have entered .'lh § Wr
. . &) ‘ ‘ .
monial histso Seltishness, subtly concealed lhnll 1
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obnaonions and hatetnl personal  demands, and Irk
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s really a Shvlock in E
1mn‘ml of tflash in (he
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disgrnise, who will demand
end.,

such o thing as Ceiendship hetween {wWo
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fear of offending the  other,  The frue
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Phere s Chat Mind o 0 Daend  who o expresses has
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Cerendship by eloney el Lo e, who will never wive
Clivh = (o h :

moment s solttude wor sechesaon,  He appears to

e AN
' \\cllll\l r(‘(‘l h'l}“lll(‘tl oy lnu'[ i h(. Nh”“l‘,

thank (hat
Jeteh hnmsell
HeAr e,
' \ 1] [ .
Mho wore T opeay tor cehiel, the more msistent he he

For o maoment or neglect (o he mum(:mli,\

comtes on iy socety s b hecome Feignd and silent, 1 orse
i s presence and ame rade o o, bat he Lrnores i
all and weeeps closer with inereased  contidence e
thus hecomes ac veritable parasite, and 1, his vietim aned
shave, but threoneh all ho Poses as oy fast Cevend
there s o doubt whatever of the fastness, AL T
rise i rebellion against the imposition and the hondnee
of At and speak so phanly that | mortally oflond iy
cestwhile Friend wha will think and deelave that | oam
neenerous and mean and utterly wanting in COurfesy
and hindness, But the veal Tact is in severing the sue
tion arms of this Fricndly octopus that. had me so lony
s easp, 1 ohave resened myselt and restorad iy
solf respeet — hut U shall never bhe undemtood, nor my
motives by the oclopus,

Such o feend as tronbled with the hlindness ol DI
isme plus, He o oan soe only his own unlmltmu ¢l
wWonders how 1 oean nlu,w to recopnizo it and disenred
What he considers his seevices (o me,  Serviees! deliver
me, Oh Lord, from the serviees ol @ vopaeasitie friend !

The renl Triend of moe is the person of  percoption
andd taet, who s able to Feel and respect my moads, and
i ennmot do the same by himg, 1o an andesirablo
friend,  Untactlalness inoa Peicnd s almost a0 eriamo
i| has .\(‘\'«‘I‘Nl Mmoo |'|'i('|u|.\‘|li|m and eansod more hoart -
rendings and fntduees in Life than any other one thing,

l.of me then deserihe my i!l(‘"l l‘l'i(‘ll(l. 1o in 0operson
whose quablities T so el admiee that b oam quite will
ine Lo sorve i o order to he near and cwndato i, 1
shall he glad to approneh him it 1w quite cortain iy
yresenee Will not prove an annoyvanee or an mhmnmm'

hut 1 shall Tove and adwive i equally much Trom a
(liﬂ“lllvu. il’. Cone NNV reuson, {. N I)(\"'s's ””.“ Mo Nlh\lll '
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I 2800t Imzzine sveif doing thiy

zd end no paster what ke mios“a, 1 & o
splcastine o pesentnent.  Thig is nist ‘ﬁ-,a:.:
be s 2 anczi nor | 4 wrzph. but berang e an
one wind—he of piine I of his—and o, uﬂd-?nr-:a
one arber Tras Vich | vain froeg . f"f“fr.;d S
goztling he monld nesver ¢stiemn a Vs, f..‘-,_n' if he z_”‘
s dP8 Of baving testowed it. which g abtiess pe
neve?r ®uld Y —and shat is, his mental nplift, his sup.
poriive thoneht. his timely eounstl—things s viglle
1602 and Leragaey to me, and thinsg ¢he Fiving
of whith il make pim better and his friendship all
the ygrandep

Bnt_juﬁt the mrnent that I W‘:If"”}' tr::_g,r,aqs npon
1y frend’s time his o.litnde. his privacy_ his affaire,
I beerme an impustor 4 bwegzar, nay more. a  thief—
2nd forfeit fombwith 4] rizht vy his friendship.

And if 1 jersist iy intruding myself upon him acd
maxing such demands, g, that for self-protection he is
enstrained Y sive 10 4he iev hand or the stony stare,
znd T atill do noa take the hint. 1 deserve to be eut
direet and kicked out with emphasis. when it is hope-
ful I may wake up t4 peglize that 1 have frwlishly for-
feited a friendebip of whieh ] was entirely unworthy.

Few realine bow preious a thineg true friendship is.
Thzt It st | P2 pr(,},‘.,l for "rn{’«.rfp(;(if,n_q and purged
of all itm w""k""w"l, fu ennsider. ‘A friend in need
s a friend ibdl-ml_"._.}"n is there ever a time that we
4o o need friendet Sonabing is radically wrong with
that ran or woman whe hag no friends.

There are no bonds iy friendship ontside the bond of
Jove which. it ix manifest iy euteemn and a desire to serve.
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i1d in the way you imagine he should
rove to be a child worth raising he will
n some contrary direction.

& =

A Strain From Obe A nvil Chorus

Heavens! What are you doing. brother? 1 have
. ¥ vet revcovered from ‘¢ Statisticss’™ in Februarpyw
FPhalanr. E

You have st in motion—God knows .what! 1 oplv
Enow that the sound and shock of it reverberate threo®
the various planes of consciousness as 1f struck  from
ssme awful heicht.

I'm not quite there, you see, or it would not have
quite such an effect. 1 might then rejoice in 3your
powers. Oh! I seem to sec you as—

THE MAN AT THE FORGE.

Hammer and tongs,
Hammer and tongs,
Fashion the world as the world
belongs,—
The sword to cleave
Or the plow to reave,
For the sword is the share to
plow men’s hearts,
And the plow is the sword to a
soil that parts -
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The loam or the sand, or the
clay or stone,

Till the seced tor  the  harvest
tinds 1ts howme.

Hammer and tonges,
O men of might;
Strong of muscle
And keen of sight.
But touch not with hand of
flesh that burns
The glowing steel as it flames
and turns!

IHammer and tongs,
IHammer and tongs

E=uinls 4

1
Fashion the world as the world
belongs.

As ever to you,
Beth.

»* * * * »

You ask me then,
Fair mother of men,
The reason for raising the ter-
rible sledge,
For hurtling the hammer, and
driving the wedge
In the knot and enarl
, Qf the social trunk—
Tis because of the pearl
Iidden deep in the chunk.

Indeed, ’twould be strange
If any great change
Should e’er be deteeted, or
4 even suspected
In the growth of a loe stuck
Tast in a hog,— i
It will live and will die
In the mire and morass,
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A never il ey
! Ji's environs {0 pass,

Bt oneo Tell the tree,
Aned you shall then see
Phe use ol Lhe man,
musele nnd mind, .
Tor o bridge will ho Irl.l'll(h-(l
when dheso are combined, —
And men will pass al Inst
A dangerons plaes,
That For eenturies past
Ias been n disgreace,

and thoe

There’s nothing so shoekingg
In oy little knocking—
It the loosened

old bricks of
the Canpanile

Jome  tumbling  down, 1 shall
only smile;
For soon there’ll arise

A tower of conerete
Reinforeed, to the skics

That shall be complete.

Phalangians, hear me!
Don’t tremble and fear me,
Bat stand by your standards,
be ready to fight —
Tin the old, old struggle of
might, agninst, right.
The foe ambushed within,
The first that must he slain
Ts Fear, the sire of sin;
The eanse of death and pain,

The word, onee holdly spoken
Meany rusty rivels hroken,
‘Whieh Tong have held the eall-

ing yoke on neeks
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That mcekly how and humply
pay respects
To an old hag on the thrope
Who rules all days and l%
: ays and Sunday
And who is better known vy,
As Dame, or Mrs.. Grundy,

To go into society means to spend all your thoughts,
time, energy and vitality for and with people who o).
lectively do not care whether they ever see you avain,

F S
A Woman Worth While

Dear Friend Delmar:

Here we are with a ‘‘ticket of leave’’—leave to read
all you send us through The Phalans for one more year.

This number is a jewel, though you hit us women that
have had families rather hard at times. But you know
all married women are not child-hearers by force.

I am not going to tell you how many I have had, nor
will T say that T could not have been just as happy witha
lesser number, but I declare hefore all that is good, bad
and indifferent, that a childless married life would have
been torture to me.

I loved children. loved to think the whole prenatal
period of the heantiful treasure I would hold close to
my heart outwardly as I did inwardly. I used to work
z}nd plan, economize and scrimp all ways to prepare

or it.

An old lady once asked my hushand how he liked to
have so many children, “Why,’ he said, ‘“it’s for her to
grumble, not me. She has all the pain and I only have
to rustle a little more ¢gruh, and hesides she always makes
me a set of new shirts and knit me plenty of stockings
before the time, so that I won’t have to suffer—what
the devil should I grumble for?”’

But I know thousands of women do not have children
willingly. T know some that have lived the whole ﬁine
months with murde~ in their heart, for what else is it but

20
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rder when they would get rid of it if they ecould?
Cyueh children born into such homes are cursed before

birth. ] )
My children have not had many luxuries, nor all of
the necessities of life always, but they always had love,

before hirth and aft(;r,—nof, maudlin, sentimental love
that ecould sce no wrong in them, but the love that made
thern know where to look for either help  or eomfort
when it was needed.  So I always tell them they were
horn rich, heeause they came to a home that, although
lacking in some things, there was always the glad wel-
come, as the Lancashire poet said:

“Thou art welcome little bhonnie brid,

But shouldn’t ha’ come just when tha did;
For times are hard, and jobs are thin,

But our Bob’'ll gie thee hauf o’ his’n.”’

[ always felt that I was the richest woman in the land
when my children were little,

Now; I hereby subscribe to the ““Creed’’—first creed
I ever did subscribe to, for I amn what my pious neigh-
bors call ¢‘a heathen.”’

I got all the religion I needed for a long life, under
my mother’s rule, and 1 forswore all brands when I was
married and have raised my children without any church
aid, and they do pretty well considering that they have
not had a father nor a church to guide their footsteps —
at least not for a number of years, for their father
passed over twenty-four years ago, and I have nine of
themn somewhere in the United States and Canada.

Now, dear, don’t have a fit and condemn me to the
green shed, I am not an old woman, no sir! I can do
more work than a dozen of your women that don’t bhave
children, and I never had any birthdays in my life, not
special ones 1 mean. Every day is a birthday because
I am horn anew every day, and I am going to stay on
this planet just as long as [ want to.

I'm just learning how to live and I shall have to
practice a good many yecars to make up for past ignor-
ance—that’s why I say I will stay here as long as I want

to.
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Well, I will give you a respite, or 1 A 0l
whole thing will go in the tive, AL
Keep hlll»l‘ll;' out trom the shoulder, no matter wl
you hurt. Those that are hurt ean wot. up u.mi l»:-u | - lm
dust trom thetr garments and stocr\clca,x' of lh.\M l\u\
blow. Yours for Freedom.—8, s

My opinion is that the woman who wrote the above
aud all like her, should be pensioned by the gm'ormucn{
and be forever immune from enforeed labor, that their
names should be inseribed upon a speeial Roll of Honer
in order that they might be known and reeeive the ad-
miring plaudits of the people.

But sueh already have their reward in the consecious
pess of a noble work performed—more, they have thew
reward in the blossom and fruitage of the Tree of Love
which they have planted and raised with such solicitude
and tenderness.

When we see people (alas, how many we do sce!) whe
appear to hate their offspring, who simply tolerate them,
and who do for them as little as law, and often far less
than deceney demands, or who raise them as they would
horses or slaves to work for them, taking their wages as
fast as earned and depriving them of the joys of ehild-
hood and the advantages of edueation, who beat their
bodies and starve their souls. When we see this what
does it signify 7—Simply the hatred of a man for 2
woman, or the loathing of a woman for a man—a man
and woman maried by law, but divoreed by the Almighty,
who, in bringing ehildren into the world under such false
and blighting eonditions, commit the most unpardonable
of erimes, compared to which adultery and incest are
light oftences—erimes, however, which society ignorantly
condones or rather fails to recognize.

But when we find people associated ‘in what should
be the holiest and happiest relation of life, between
whom the magnetic flow of love is strong and pure, and
who are bound by the invisible golden chords of affec-
tion, firmer by far than all the iron manacles of custom
and law—when in such lives Love blossoms into a new
life and embodiment is given to a waiting soul, it comey
with a beauteous smile, fresh from the rose-scented @ar-
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cious that it wenl Lo sleep there

IS0 —— s
s of paradise-—uncons : .
" ] It reaches up ils Liny

and wakened ina new world. s .
hands in expeetaney, and the first pressure nl. l_ls little
lips, as the fond mother ean atfest, s a qux. ol joy ‘:nul
satisfaetion.  With what eagerness is every little unfold-
ment. walehed I-—the blinking of the  little  eyes,  the
movement. of the small head, the firste coo that is econ-
strued into wise artieulate speech—and {he smiles, or
wrinkled suggestion of smiles; Oh, how they are looked
for!

And so on from beginning {o end, though the end is
never—the first. tooth, the first step, the first word— cach
is as o new land discovered, the possibilitios of which
ean hardly be estimated. At last the bud Is opened and
the floweret. appears,  Baby, that cnigmatical mystical
being, is no longer, but the Boy is in all evidence—
and sueh a boy—not by any perceived resemblance like
other specimens that have been exhibited under this
name. - This boy is a genus all to himself, he is incom-
parable.

No, he will not be ““spoiled by loving,’’ for love is the
atmosphere of his life, without which he would droop
and die. ITe is a true love-child.

And the influenee of sueh a birth and such a home
will bear him safely adown the stream of youth and out
into the open sea of manhood, and he will not reaeh it
in an open boat, tossing and at the merey of capricious
waves, but in an armored eraft, of which he is the keen-
eved pilot and eaptain in one—no shipwreck there, no
piracies, no hair-brained adventures, mno voluptuous
cruises—but a noble voyage ahead, straticht to the course,
and true to the chart, and one that will end in pros-
perity and triumph,

A woman must not love easily. DBut when she loves
she must love absolutely. No matter what the end may

have to be.
o K

T,ove is a beautiful plant, The root is friendship, and
tho flower is passion.
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Gems From My TLove Letters
My Beloved:

[t s a ;:lm-u.nm (.In.y, AL that is Taeking to make j
absolutely perfeet is thy presence.

Without that it is as a bhivd withont a song a flower
without its perfume, the sunshine without warmdh, ws,
without a theme, a song without melody, a body witho
a soul, the universe without its center and 1 withog
thee.

Without thee T see no purpling  tints  at dawn, e
golden glow at sunset.  The distant wountains mantled
with flecey elonds tinted at sunrise that were so majestic
and grand, the grey expanse of ocean with ils ever.
changing tones of color, that were s wonderful and
erand when we viewed them together, all have lost their
charm and resolved themselves into plain rockpits and
a pond of water,

T pass the poppy bed, where you stooped o gather a
bunch and place them in my hair, ah, then it was all
a blaze of alory, but now alas! the poor things have
clesed like my heart.  And tho violets, too, all eovered
with dew that you plucked as you saicd good-hye, T have
them still, they fill up my loneliness and make me ery.
Yor to weep for thee and the memory of days that we
spent together is a precions joy and I’d rather than
force a smile when the laughter is gone from my life,

Dearest, T know, now T’ve tried it, there’s only love,
and beside it nothing worth while, Do hasten to fill
up this dismal abyss, to bridge o’er the chasm hetween.
Like the fervor of June grows the waiting kiss. Be
tween my soul and thy soul naught shall e’er intervenc,

Torene,
Why do you spend so much time speenlating how this

or that may impress other people? Nohody cares, No
body, nobody, nohody. At heart you are always alone

L

Tame oats soon hecome wild if unecultj i
g e e e ivated, and wil



Our frontispicee {hix month presents the portrait.  of
Ishverhhai -livnlxhni, head wenving-masier of 1he oreat
mills of Whittle & Company, A'lnm-«luh:ul, India,

A number of samples of Tading textile manufacture
have bheen sent s from these mills.  They  are of  ex-
quisite desion, showing patterns and workmanship that.
it would pye ditficult to exeol in any part of the world,
Mr. Jivabhai is not only a skillful workman and
efficient. Superintendent, of g great. indu<try,  but  an
sarnest and enthusinstie student of occult seicenes antl
the deeper mysterics—a man of broad svmpathy
high idealg,

maost.

and



Ohe Order of the Phalanx

OUR SYMPLONY,

o qoneh the enp with eager lips
And taste, not deain it— _
To woo and tempt and ecurt a hliss,
But not attain it —
To Tondle and earess a oy,
But hold it lightly
Lest it hecome necessity
And eling too tiehtly —
To wateh the sun sink in the west
Without reeretting —
To hail his advent in the east
The night forgetting —
To swather eare in happiness
And grief i langhtor—
To hold the present elose,
Not guestioning hereafter—
To have enough to shave,
To know the Jox of givine—
To theill vesponse to all the sweets of life
Ix living,



Ob! that the desert were my dwelling place
With one fair spirit for my minister.
Ohat I might all forget the buman race.

~And. hating no one. love but only ber!
— Ryron.
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