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NEW YEAR’S WISH

By Susan Coolidge

Heres a New Year wish for all

May we keep growing, you and I,
Learning sweet truths in sweetest way.
Living in sunshine every day.

THE CHILDREN’S OPPORTUNITY

HE opportunity for building strong serviceable bodies, for

acquiring clear minds, for developing the qualities necessary

to be wise and loving agents of the wise, through whom all

children may be helped to see the light of lives of helpfulness:

this opportunity lies like a vein of precious gold outcropping
about the feet of little children. The opportunity, like the gold, is always
there, whether it is seen or not. Fortunate indeed are they who see
the glittering promise, and strive to work out its possibilities.

Not all the little ones of the world may grasp the opportunity for
building capable bodies; but they who live in Lomaland and who attend
the Raja-Yoga School, and even they who read these pages, may do so.
They may, if they will, build them kingly bodies, temples for the spirit.
Mixed perhaps, with useless and coarse matter, the vein of golden oppor
tunities runs far into the depths of the nature; it must pass through the
purifying process of regular habits and duties, loving thoughts, unselfish
endeavor, before it will be fit and worthy to be builded into the temple.

As the vein of gold above referred to is perseveringly followed along
its deeply winding way, there comes often in childhood the choice of
appointing a care-taker; a careful watcher who shall keep the temple
always clean and pure, or a careless and drowsy one who will neglect it.
It depends almost wholly upon how the work is done whether a diligent
and orderly mind will be appointed keeper, or whether a lazy and neglect
ful one will usurp the kingly position.

Oh, the glorious temples that shall stand like monuments to oppor
tunity grasped in childhood! Towards them the children of the coming
years shall bend their way to learn from the dwellers therein how they,
in their turn, may build them dwellings that shall be veritable temples.

3

Digitized by Google Original from

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



COURAGE TO DO RIGHT

T17E may have courage, all of us,

" * To start at honor’s call,

To meet a foe, protect a friend
Or face a cannon ball.

To show the world one hero lives.
The foremost in the fight —

But do we always manifest
The courage to do right? —Selected

WHO, AND WHAT, AND WHY, ARE WE

HE majority of us suffer more or less from faulty bringing up,
yet how can we blame our parents altogether when the cause
lies generally at the door of ignorance? Because neither we
nor they have much if any idea of what we are here for.
This something that we know to be ourselves usually means
the ‘I’ of the personal man —that which wants food, clothes and a
good time. This is usually the most we know about ourselves until
we are troubled and suffer. But troubles and sufferings generally have
a way of opening our eyes to the fact that others suffer and have troubles
too, and this stirs something within us which we have not felt before;
touches the heart with sympathy. This sympathy for others rouses
a desire to help them, and then we discover that there is another side
to our nature besides the one which is only concerned with our own
welfare and position.

Suppose that somehow or other we should discover it to be a fact,
that we were sure of, that this something we call ‘ourselves,’ this that
knows itself to be, had always been and would always be. And suppose
that in thinking over this subject, we have concluded it must be that
we, as well as every one else, are here on this earth to learn, and most
particularly to learn to know ourselves as we really are, (all sides of our
nature: not just the side that concerns the personal side) and that now,
every day of our lives, is our chance to do so. Would we not then find that
life had taken on an entirely new and different aspect worth considering?

The next thing we would be apt to look into when we had concluded
to try to understand ourselves in this new way, would be to find out
what it is that makes the trouble, why we suffer and are miserable when
we want to be happy. And if we can look deep enough into the matter,
we will discover that we have two distinct natures: a higher and a lower
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WHO, AND WHAT, AND WHY, ARE WE

nature; the higher one whose feelings lie in the heart, prompting us to
unselfish acts and desire to do right, and which is struggling always
against the lower nature or that side of us that can be mean and cruel
and selfish —the one, when you come to think of it, which is always
getting us into trouble. Then it would begin to dawn on us that through
the higher nature lies the way to happiness, and through the lower nature
the way into trouble, and that the distinguishing point between the two
lies in that little inner guide, the conscience.

Yes, this is all very well, you will say; but with all this injustice or
seeming injustice in the world, it gives one little heart to try to under
stand, for life is so apt to be doubly hard for those who do try. But
I say that we can find the justice if we will look deep enough and realize
to some extent the greatness of this divinity within each one of us, this |
which has always been and always will be. What do we know of what
it was before it came into this world, or what it is going to be as it goes
on; and what do we know of the power of this higher nature of ours which
has been so little used by us as yet, nor what a great guiding power the
conscience will become when it has a chance to grow a little by being used?

There is a law, not a man-made law but a great natural law of absolute
justice. This is the law of adjustment of cause and effect, which brings
about with each act its consequence, just as sure as night follows day.
So we may rely on the fact that when we suffer, we suffer from our own
mistakes or wrong doings and no one else’s, and that our right doing
brings also the bright side of life.

Just as the little acts prompted by the lower nature get us into trouble,
and the kind and helpful ones bring the thrill of joy to the heart, so it
is with the greater issues of life. What matters it that we cannot re
member the cause which brought about the effect? Still it is there in the
past, safe in the consciousness of this | that we know so little about
as yet; and it will be plainly seen when we finally learn to know our
selves as we really are.

And is it not time that we set about it if we intend to learn to fulfil
our purpose in life? It really matters very little, in the long run, how
many mistakes we make in ignorance if we only learn by them. We
all have the same lessons to learn: the only difference is that some are
in the class ahead of us and some behind, and the chances are the same
in one way or another; they are all coming to us in different times and
ways and places, for the goal is the same for us all.

What we now need to do is to see it in this light, the light of under
standing, and meet the issues of life with the royal courage of the higher
nature. Then the outcome is sure to be one of peace and happiness. E.
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NATURE-PAINTINGS IN TENNYSON’S POEMS

LFRED LORD TENNYSON was born at the rectory, Somers-

by, Lincolnshire, a pretty wooded hamlet situated in a quiet,

pastoral district. He had a natural love for nature, and this

love was fostered and developed by his beautiful surroundings.

In Tennyson Land by Mr. Cuming Walter, gives us a glimpse
of these surroundings.

Just beyond Somersby Church lay a little glen called Holywell, where
Tennyson undoubtedly spent many hours close to the heart of nature.
Mr. Walter describes it thus:

“As far as the sight can penetrate are trees — larch and spruce and ash and beech and
sycamore — and the great hollow is strewn with leaves. The interlacing branches above break
ing out into verdure, make a roof of twinkling emerald, but dowm in the hollow there is shadowy
gloom. In the gorge a thin stream glistens. It issues from the throat of a cavern of rocks,
its shallow bed is half choked with rotting herbage and is crossed again and again by fallen

and inclining trees. . . . Here and there a bare forehead of rock stands out and overlooks the
gorge with nothing, perhaps, but a twisted root, like a swollen vein, protruding on its front.”

It is said that whenever a scene caught Tennyson’s fancy, he did
not leave the spot until he had fixed its details on the pages of a note
book. This untiring labor won for him the honor of being the most
finished artist of nature-painting in English poetry.

Like so many descriptive poets he drew his material directly from
his surroundings, and his residences at Somersby in Lincolnshire, at
Farringford in the Isle of Wight, and at Aldworth in Surrey, as well as
his tours of England, Scotland, Wales and on the Continent, can all
be traced in his poetry.

In the Ode to Memory he gives us a beautiful picture of the rectory
garden at Somersby:

“A garden bower’d close

With plaited alleys of the trailing rose,
Long alleys falling down to twilight grots,
Or opening upon level plots

Of crowned lilies, standing near
Purple-spiked lavender.”

Of the view from this garden and its neighborhood, he says in the

same poem:
“The woods that belt the gray hill-side,
The seven elms, the poplars four
That stand beside my father’s door,
And chiefly from the brook that loves
To pur! o’er matted cress and ribbed sand,
Or dimple in the dark of rushy coves,
Drawing into his narrow earthern urn,
In every elbow and turn,
The filter’d tribute of the rough woodland.”

The little Somersby brook must have been a favorite of the poet for
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RAJA-YOGA MESSENGER

it appears again and again in his poetry. A Farewell which is dedicated
to it gives us this picture:

“Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea,
A rivulet then a river:

In The Brook its merry song is known to all and loved for its music:

“I chatter over stony ways.

In little sharps and trebles,
I bubble into eddying bays,

I babble on the pebbles.”

It is the millstream in The Miller's , of which he paints
the following pen-picture:

“] loved the brimming wave that swam
Thro’ quiet meadows round the mill.
The sleepy pool above the dam.
The pool beneath it never still.”

It appears in In Memoriam, in several different sections, and there is
this simile in Geraint and Enid:
“Like a shoal
Of darting fish, that on a summer morn
Adown the crystal dykes at Camelot
Come slipping o ’er their shadows on the sand,
But if a man who stands upon the brink
But lift a shining hand against the sun,
There is not left the twinkle of a fin
Betwixt the cressy islets white in flower.”

At Mablethorpe his father took a cottage in the summer and it was
here that Tennyson made his first acquaintance with the sea. One ocean
picture drawn from this source is given in The Palace  Art:

“A still salt pool, lock’d in with bars of sand,
Left on the shore; that hears all night
The plunging seas draw backward from the land

Their moon-led waters white.”

The poem Maud was written at the poet’s home in the Isle of
Wight. Tennyson considered it his most original poem. He tells us
that many of the nature-pictures were actual reproductions of Farringford
scenes. For instance these:

“Listening now to the tide in its broad-flung shipwrecking roar,
Now to the scream of a madden’d beach dragg’d down by the wave.

When the far-off sail is blown by the breeze of a softer clime,
Half lost in the liquid azure bloom of a crescent of sea.”
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NATURE-PAINTINGS IN TENNYSON’S POEMS

Tennyson studied nature not only as an artist but also as a botanist,
a zoologist, and a geologist.
Of flowers he says:

“The foxglove clusters dappled bells.
More crumpled than a poppy from the sheath.

Pure as lines of green that streak the white
Of the first snowdrop’s inner leaves.

Wan-sallow as the plant that feeds itself
Root-bitten by white lichen.”

Of insects:
“And flash’d as those
Dull-coated things, that making slide apart
Their dusk wing-cases, all beneath there burns
A jewell’d harness, ere they pass and fly.”

Of the agate:

“As bottom agates seem to wave and float
In crystal currents of clear morning seas.”

Of a waterfall he says:

“And like a downward smoke the slender stream
Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem.”

We might quote indefinitely, but to show Tennyson’s versatile power
in word-painting let us contrast these two pictures, his two most elaborate
nature-pictures perhaps.

The first is from TheGardener's Daughter;

“Not wholly in the busy world, nor quite
Beyond it, blooms the garden that I love.
News from the humming city comes to it
In sound of funeral or of marriage bells;
And, sitting muffled in dark leaves, you hear
The windy clanging of the minster clock;
Although between it and the garden lies
A league of grass, wash’d by a slow broad stream,
That, stirr’d with languid pulses of the oar,
Waves all its lazy lilies, and creeps on,
Barge-laden, to three arches of a bridge
Crown’d with the minster towers.

The fields between
Are dewy-fresh, browsed by deep-udder’d Kine,
And all about the large lime feathers low,
The lime a summer home of murmurous wings.”
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This tropical scene from Enoch Arden, is elaborate in detail, a pic
ture that can hardly be equalled anywhere in descriptive poetry.

“The mountain wooded to the peak, the lawns
And winding glades high up like ways to Heaven,
The slender coco’s drooping crown of plumes,
The lightning flash of insect and of bird,

The myriad shriek of wheeling ocean-fowl,
The league-long roller thundering on the reef,
The moving whisper of huge trees that branch’d
And blossom’d in the zenith, or the sweep

Of some precipitous rivulet to the wave,

As down the shore he ranged, or all day long

Sat often in the seaward-gazing gorge,

A shipwreck’d sailor waiting for a sail:

No sail from day to day, but every day

The sunrise broken into scarlet shalts

Among the palms and ferns and precipices;
The blaze upon the waters to the east;

The blaze upon his island overhead;

The blaze upon the waters to the west;

Then the great stars that globed themselves in Heaven,
The hollower-bellowing ocean, and again

The scarlet shafts of sunrise — but no sail.”

THE THROSTLE

By Alfred Lord Tennyson

ACUMMER is coming, summer is coming.
N I know it, I know it, I know it.
Light again, leaf again, life again, love again,”
Yes, my wild little Poet.

Sing the new year in under the blue.
Last year you sang it as gladly.
“New, new, new, new!” Is it then so new
That you should carol so madly?

“Love again, song again, nest again, young again,”
Never a prophet so crazy!

And hardly a daisy as yet, little friend,
See, there is hardly a daisy.

“Here again, here, here, here, happy year!”
0 warble unchidden, unbidden!

Summer is coming, is coming, my dear,
And all the winters are hidden.
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ANTIQUE AND MODERN BOOKS

HE books that we read today are very different
indeed from the first ones that we know of. A great
change has taken place in the actual creation of
books themselves, and the range of subjects treated
of has been increased and widened enormously.

The earliest writings were on stone, on monu

ments or columns, as among the ancient Egyptians,

the Cretans, the descendants of Abraham, and like

the tablets given to Moses on Mount Horeb. These
records were carved on stone so as to last for long periods of time. Some
of the chief archaeological finds in Babylonia and Assyria have been the
clay tablets, inscribed with cuneiform writing. The Greeks and Romans
often used tablets made of wood, and of ivory or metal. The wooden
ones, made from beech, fir or citrus trees, were covered with wax, and
were written on with a steel instrument called a stylus. It was sharp at
one end and flat at the other, for smoothing over erasures.

The Egyptians had the first flexible material known for books. They
made a kind of paper from papyrus, which had many sheaths or coats.
Records written on such papyrus were in the form of rolls. Some of them
were thirty feet in length — this among the Romans.

After papyrus, the most important writing material was parchment.
This was the skin of animals, softened and specially prepared. Lamb
skin and sheepskin were the commonest kinds thus employed, and a
very fine grade was made from calfskin, and this was vellum. Even
before the time of Herodotus the preparation and use of parchment
was known. It is thought that the practice originated in Asia Minor.
The Persians used leather.

In many languages the word for book is the same as that of the ma
terial used to make them, for in general, plants furnished the first paper,
or whatever was used instead of it. Thus in Greek, byblos means books
and refers to the Egyptian papyrus, as does the Latin word liber. In
English the word book comes from the early name of the beech tree, for
the first books were on boards of beech wood, and this is found to be
the case in many of the Teutonic languages. From the same source
comes the application of the word leaves to books.

In classical libraries the rolls of papyrus or of parchment were wound
on little sticks often ornamented at the end. Books were very valuable
in those times, owing to the labor and difficulty of reproducing them,
all the work being done by hand. They were not as long as modern
books, and so occupied much less space. Thus the library at Hercu-
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laneum contained many more books than we could get in a similar space.

At first the book-sellers were the scribes who wrote them, as they
supplied the demand. In Greece and Rome the orators and poets recited
their works in public, with the hope that their audience would desire
copies of what they had heard. After Christianity was introduced, books
became much more numerous, and were naturally on religious subjects.

During the Middle Ages the art of reproducing books was in the
hands of the monks, and was a special branch of monastic life. Usually
the books made in those days were as valuable from the amount of work
and ornamentation expended upon them as for their rarity. The covers
were often of wood, sometimes covered with velvet, silk, or fine leather,

and were richly de- corated with cor
ner plates, clasps and hinges of met-
al. They were also beautified with all
kinds of decoration put upon the cov-
ers, and those be- longing to persons
of high rank often had bindings made
of ivory handsome- ly carved, orna-
mented with gold and silver, and
even having jewels and valuable ena-
mels added to make them more splen-
did. These price- less volumes were
kept in cases as gay and valuable as
themselves.  The writing was all
done by hand, and the monks exerted
themselves greatly in the art of illu-
minating the text with scrolls, oma-
mental letters, and various devices in
bright colors and gold. All pictures

APPEARANCE OF AN

were drawn and painted by hand,
ANCIENT BOOK

The ancient pens were made
from reeds, and the ink was of gum-water colored with lampblack or soot
of resin. Sometimes ink was made from the cuttlefish, and red ink was
obtained from cinnabar. It was easy to erase writing on papyrus by the
simple means of a sponge, and the rolls were often covered with a pre
paration like a varnish to facilitate this kind of erasure.

In early times paper was scarce, and often the same pieces were used
for several different works, the original writing having been erased to
make room for a later work. Valuable documents have thus been found,
written under something else, and doubtless many have been lost in
this way. Fortunately, someone discovered how to make paper out of cot
ton, and this put a stop to the practice of writing one thing over another.
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ANTIQUE AND MODERN BOOKS

It was after paper was made from cotton that the real crafts of printing
and bookbinding came into being.  Several nations have been credited
with the glory of this invention; some credit it to the Chinese, others
to the Italians, and some to the Greeks or the Spanish Saracens.

The first people that we know of who used printing were the Chinese.
Their type was on wood or clay blocks. The Coreans invented copper type.

After printing was introduced, and books became cheaper, because
more numerous, the expensive binding gradually disappeared, although
for a long time books continued to be bound very handsomely in colored
leather, with gilt edges and artistic designs in colors and gold. France,
Italy, England and Germany were especially noted for the fine work done
on their books. Modern bookbinding is a very complicated process,
and seems to leave room for no improvement. All kinds of effects for
merly produced only by patient hand work are now multiplied a thousand
fold by machinery, without which the numberless volumes printed every
year would be an impossibility.

One of the most famous printers who ever lived was Aldus Manutius,
a Venetian of the fifteenth century. He lived at the time of the Renais
sance, and should always be remembered for the great service he did in
preserving the treasures of Grecian literature for the world. The books
that he produced have always been famous for their beauty and for
the clearness of their type, in imitation of the handwriting of the great
humanist, Petrarch. Aldus was far from a mere printer. He was a
scholar, and himself edited and corrected all the books that were published
by him. Greek was the language of his home and of his pressroom, and
many Greek scholars worked with him. Great learning and familiarity
with the Greek language were necessary for his undertaking, which was
a vast one, in view of the difficulties of comparing manuscripts, rescuing
others, and correcting errors. But Aldus accomplished it, and preserved
for us most of the Greek literature that we have now. He was a man of
laudable character, being generous, full of praise of his collaborators,
and free from jealousy, opening his stores of manuscripts without reserve
to scholars everywhere. His son and grandson continued his work, al
though it lost its pre-eminence when printing became more widely known.

Another difference between modem and ancient books is the variety
of subjects written about. Scarcely anything in the world but has today
its quota of volumes treating of it —all the sciences, discoveries, bio
graphies, histories; indeed, what is not written about by a thousand
different pens! And added to these are the modern stories of human life.

Books are an indispensable part of our life. When the material was
ready, human development brought forth the artists who could use it
in the library — friends whom we feel we could never do without. Kate
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THE WONDERFUL BALL OF STONE

stuff was more generous by far. You had only to put a single seed of
the giant grass in a moist place and in a few months you would have a
hundred seeds returned to you; but the seed you buried was always de
cayed and good for nothing.

The brown, crumbly stuff did not cover the whole of the ball, for
some parts were separated from others by deep hollows filled with blue
brine, and if you tried to walk upon the brine, it let you through to where
you would get smothered for want of air. Queer, slippery animals,
flashing like silver, did somehow manage to live under the brine, and by
wagging their tails they glided noiselessly from place to place. In order to
cross these dangerous brine-filled hollows, the inhabitants had invented
long, pointed boxes made from slabs of dead trees or plates of metal, in
which they slid over the brine thus traveling to distant parts of the ball.

At certain seasons it seemed as though the fairies were in league to
cover the brown carpet of the ball with dainty little beings shaped like
stars with many rays, and shining with the colors of the rainbow in the
sky. They forced their way as if by magic from beneath, and just as
Cinderella’s coach-and-six was made out of a pumpkin and half a dozen
rats, so with merely a pinch of dirt and water and the help of sunshine,
these fair forms were modeled, and the little starry beauties nodded
greetings at the people everywhere they looked.

One little bit of magic in constant use was the curious art by which
wise men, who had been dead for many centuries, were able to teach
those who were still living. These old teachers used to make black
marks upon thin sheets of white material, and by gazing at these marks
their very words would flash into the mind. Thus though they were no
longer visible to human sight, these teachers still could help all who
desired to learn from them.

The ball was a good place to live on because you could always arrange
matters so that you would be happy. By helping other people and by
being kind to everyone you met, it was always found that other people
were kind to you in their turn. But if you were rude to those who inter
fered with your plans, other people always treated you in the same way,
and so everyone got exactly what he deserved.

Although their minds were bright enough in some respects, yet often
whole groups of the inhabitants appeared to become insane all at once.
In order to get more of the brown, crumbly material, or to obtain an
invisible thing they called ‘glory,” they banded together and tried to
injure the bodies of other groups by bits of iron and lead and strong
powders. They knew a good deal about the stone ball, but not about
brotherhood, and so they often made each other very miserable. L.
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ARCHITECTURAL STYLES AND THEIR MEANING

Chapter XXX —Mohammedan Architecture:

Turkish

HE finest city of Christendom, Constantinople, and some of
the most fertile lands of Europe fell into the hands of the
Turks in the middle of the fifteenth century, and it seemed
possible that the entire West would become subject to Moham

medan rule.

was, however, halt-
of Vienna in 1683;
date they have been
driven back. Their
is now very small,
of the most impor-
Turkish empire,
Adrianople, and the
mosques built by
in these two old and

As if to balance
triumphs in Eastern
forty years after the
tinople the Moors
from Spain, in which
thrived marvelous-
had made illustrious
their science, and
racens had kept the
burning brilliantly
out the long night
when nearly all the
fallen into barbar-
medan conquests in
no compensation at
loss to civilization
south-west, for the
far less advanced
superb empire of the

The Turks, like

PLAN OK MOSQUE OF SOLEIMAN THE
MAGNIFICENT (1550)

The westward march of the conquering Turks
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medan conquerors in Egypt, Persia, and India or elsewhere, followed the
usual practice that we have studied in recent chapters and which pro
duced such very successful and original results, that is to say, they simply
took over or adopted the style of architecture they found in their new
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ARCHITECTURAL STYLES

provinces, modifying it according to their needs and desires. Mohammed
I, who captured Constantinople, was profoundly struck by the beauty
of the great church of St. Sophia, built by Anthemios for the Emperor
Justinian in 587, and by a few simple changes he transformed it into a
mosque. The glories of St. Sophia have been described in Chapter
XXII in the Raja-Yoga Messenger for July 1916.

But Sultan Mohammed was resolved to surpass everything hitherto
built, and so he gave orders to a Christian architect to design him a
new and more splendid mosque on the highest of the Seven Hills of
Constantinople.  Unfortunately, this wonderful building was almost
entirely destroyed by an earthquake in 1763, and the restored building
gives a very poor idea of the original; we know, however, that it was
a copy of St. Sophia.

Mohammed II and his successors continued to build mosques upon
the same general pattern, and there are now at least one hundred in and
about Constantinople, each more or less resembling the original prototype,
St. Sophia. That of Suleiman the Magnificent (1550-1555) is the finest
of all; in constructive design it is even more scientific than St. Sophia,
but it lacks the mosaics and carvings which give such distinction to the
church of Justinian.

It is remarkable that the Christian architects do not seem to have
appreciated the beauty and originality of St. Sophia, for no direct copy
of it by Christian hands exists. The Greeks chose different forms for
their later churches. Even in St. Mark’, Venice, there is no trace of
the half-dome and pendentive principle which we have seen to be so
characteristic of the design of St. Sophia.

Adrianople, the second city of importance in European Turkey,
possesses a very famous mosque. In design it partly resembles St. Sophia
but it is far more stately outside. The illustration on page 22 gives an
excellent idea of the beauty of its external proportions,' and well illustrates
the striking difference between Turkish and all other kinds of mosques.
The four slender minarets are of the Turkish pattern with pointed ex
tinguisher roofs. This kind of minaret is found everywhere in Turkey;
in fact, it is the only architectural feature which the turks can claim as
really original. The Turkish minarets show little or no variety in design,
and are very different from the highly ornamental and varied minaret-
towers of Egypt, mentioned and illustrated in a previous chapter.

Turkish architects have always been very successful in small pa
vilions, tombs and fountains, and in the harmonious use of color, but,
with the exception of the splendid mosques which followed the general
principles brought forward by Anthemios in St. Sophia, Turkish archi
tecture in general is of little interest. R.
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WITH THE EVENING STAR ATTENDING
By a Lomaland Student

T ITTLE lights far out at sea,
~  Beckoning so alluringly.
What’s this you are telling me?

Venus has just laid a track,
All the way out there and back?
I but transportation lack!

Little lights, don’t tease me so;
Don’t you know 1 cannot go,
Where the vaster currents flow.

But my sprightly dreams shall fly,
Out to bid you all good-bye,
As you drift into the sky.

HOW CHALK IS MADE

N its downward journey to the sea every river bears in its

current quantities of stones and gravel, sand and mud. The

big stones only travel during rainy weather when the current

is strong. In the dry, hot months of summer they lie in the

river-bed waiting for the next heavy rain to roll them down
a little farther on their journey. When at last they reach the coast they
settle down in peace around the river’s mouth; but in stormy weather
they are disturbed again, and in course of time they get scattered far
and wide upon the beach.

The sand and gravel, being lighter, are washed about by every tide;
but by degrees the greater part is evenly spread out upon the shore
and on the sloping bottom of the sea. The mud may be traced far out
to sea in the brown, discolored water; but at last when it penetrates
beneath the wave-tossed surface water and reaches the calm, untroubled
depths, it too finds a resting-place. In the case of such a river as the
Nile for instance, which empties into an almost tideless sea, the mud
very commonly settles down at the river’s mouth and forms a ‘delta.

But rivers carry other substances besides those we can see. There
1s something else in river water, something very important, but which,
like warmth and wind and mother’s love and the force of gravitation,
is quite invisible. This invisible freight is lime, of which oysters, crabs,
shrimps, limpets and other sea creatures make their shells. After the
river water has dropped its load of mud, it appears to the eye as pure
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and clear as a dew-drop; but it still contains this invisible stuff which
the shell-wearing people of the sea are able to use in building those hard,
solid crusts which protect their soft bodies so well from hungry neighbors.

The mud which colors river water brown is held ‘in suspension’;
but the lime we cannot see, is held ‘in solution.” If you take two tumblers
of water and dissolve a lump of salt in one of them, no one who was not
by when you did it, can tell from looking at them which contains the
fresh water and which the brine. Even if left in a still place all night,
you will not find any sediment settled upon the bottom in the morning.
The solid lump of salt has disappeared from sight and is said to be ‘in
solution.’

Now pure rain water can hardly dissolve any lime; but after the
rain drops have soaked down underground they absorb a gas called
carbonic ,acid gas. This is a poisonous gas given off by decaying roots
and dead leaves, and by its help the rain can dissolve limestone rock,
and thus it eats away great caves and tunnels in the hills composed of
limestone. Enormous caverns are hollowed out during long ages in
limestone rocks by the continued flow of streams, which dissolve the
lime and, although they seem quite clear and pure, carry away the solid
rock very slowly to the sea in solution.

Chemists tell us that all river water contains quantities of invisible
lime, but that the ocean, which is of course composed of water brought
down by the rivers, contains very little lime. The ocean is growing salter
every day; but the enormous quantities of lime seem to disappear.
The fact is that every growing oyster, mussel, abalone, lobster, prawn
and coral polyp is always busy taking the lime out of the waves, trans
forming it into a white solid and using it to build his stony crust. They
do their work so thoroughly that unless the rivers were always bringing
down fresh lime they would soon use up all the material in solution,
and then they would have to stop growing for want of lime to build
their shells with.

On the other hand if these shell wearers were to cease from their
work, the ocean would in time become so limy that all the fish would
be killed and their bodies would be petrified.

The chalk we use in doing sums upon the blackboard is composed
of the shells of tiny little animals who lived in the ocean many millions
of years ago and who never imagined as they swam and played among
the dancing waves of that ancient sea that one day their shells would
help you in your arithmetic.

These minute creatures which would look like fine dust to your naked
eye, belong to a family called Foraminifera,—a long name, but rather
a pretty one — which simply means ‘hole-bearers’ because their shells
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are pierced with innumerable little holes through which they stretch
their hair-like feelers. These feelers, which also serve as swimming
paddles, are made of a substance like the white of a raw egg; but they
are much tougher than that material. There, on the surface of the
ancient ocean they swam and sported under the sun and moon. Drawing
in the water, they took out of it the invisible lime; and making this
solid and visible, they built of it their exquisite little shells.

These dainty Foraminifera shells are among the most beautiful objects
in nature. Seen through the microscope the patterns formed by the
holes are so regular that you might suppose that they knew all about
geometry and the designing of artistic patterns. But the little Foramini
fera really know no more about shell-building than you do about bone
building, and yet you are slowly making your bones day by day out of
the lime contained in your blood. You do it, but you know not how.

The lives of the Foraminifera were short but merry; and when they
came to die they slowly settled down through the water, until at last
they lay upon the ocean floor. Their numbers were so vast that some
were always dying, and so a never-ending shower of their dead bodies
was falling night and day until the bottom of their ocean home was
covered thick with a soft gray mud, called ‘ooze.” After a time the sofft,
slimy inner body decayed; but the shells remained in perfect preservation
for millions of years. If you weighed out an ounce of ‘ooze’ and counted
the shells, you would find nearly four millions of them. In fact there
are just about as many Foraminifera in an ounce of ooze as there are
people in the state of Texas. If you took a fine strainer and let a square
mile of the sea surface run through, you would catch about sixteen tons
of living Foraminifera.

Limestone rock is also largely made of Foraminifera. And even the
beautiful marbles used for pillars and chimney-pieces are mainly com
posed of these microscopic shells which have been crystallized by heat
and the pressure of overlying rocks, and have been streaked by various
mineral stains and impurities which make the handsome veining we
so much admire.

At the present time the Atlantic is thickly populated by Foraminifera,
and while you are reading these words millions of their dead are falling
softly down through the blue water to the bottom. By dragging a tin
can at the end of a very long string you could dredge up millions of them;
but unless you used a microscope, it would look like a handful of gray
mud. In the course of millions of years this mud will have turned into
chalk and will be used by the children, who will be born long after you
and I have passed away, to do their sums with. P.
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THE SENSES OF SMELL AND SIGHT

HE sensation known as smell is caused by the presence of
very small particles of matter floating in the air. When these
minute specks strike against the soft and sensitive lining of
the nose, the sensation of smell is produced.

The sense of taste is very similar and is caused by matter
in a finely divided state dissolved in the saliva of the mouth, which
when brought into contact with the tongue gives rise to the sense of taste.

In the life of animals such as the dog, smell plays a very important
part. In fact, it may be said that the chief pleasure derived by a dog
from a journey on the cars is drawn from the pleasant whiffs and odors
floating in at the windows from the cattle, the crops and many other
things he passes on his route. If you close the windows, the dog grows
sad. He gets but little satisfaction from what he merely sees through
the glass, and, deprived of the interesting nature smells, he is very apt
to curl round and go to sleep.

When a dog loses his master in a crowded street and succeeds in
finding him again, he is seldom satisfied with sight alone, but must always
assure himself that it really is his master by pressing his nose against
his legs.

Birds, as a rule, fly so high above the earth that a keen sense of smell
would be of little use to them, as odors do not travel very far. It used
to be believed that vultures discovered the carrion on which they feed
by the sense of smell; but it is now known that they use their eyes for
this purpose. As they soar in great circles over the desert, the vulture
which is nearest the dead camel left behind by a passing caravan, flies
down and begins to feed. The vultures next to him, noticing his swift,
downward flight in a straight line, know that he has found something
interesting and follow him up. Those at a farther distance know this
sign as well as we know the dinner bell, and thus in a little while the
hungry vultures assemble from widely distant places for a family dinner.

The woodcock who thrusts his bill deep into moist ground in his
search for worms, has probably one of the best ‘noses’ among the family
of birds, being about equal in power to that of the apteryx, the wingless
bird of New Zealand.

The pelicans, whose habit it is to hover over the water and dive for
the fish they see below, appear to have no use whatever for the sense of
smell, and so it seems to have completely disappeared. Young pelicans
may possibly be able to smell; but as they grow up the nostrils become
entirely blocked with bone and horn.

One of the strictest laws of nature is that powers unused are lost,
and this applies to man as well as to the lower animals. L.
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"Yorg folk’s Department

DANCE OF THE MONTHS

'"T'HE New Year comes in with shout and laughter,
And see, twelve months are following after!

First January all in white.

And February short and bright;

See breezy March go tearing round;

But tearful April makes no sound.

May brings a pole with flowers crowned,

And June strews roses on the ground.

A pop! A bang! July comes in;

Says August, “What a dreadful din!”

September brings her golden sheaves;

October waves her pretty leaves,

While pale November waits to see

December bring the Christmas tree.

They join their hands to make a ring.

And as they dance they merrily sing,

“Twelve months we are, you see us here.

We make the circle of the year.

We dance and sing, and children hear.

We wish you all a glad New Year!”— Selected

THE FAIRIES’ TEMPLE

AR off in Cuba, away out in the woods, there’s a place by the

side of a clear pool and a little running stream where a clump

of bamboo trees are nestled closly together.  They’re fairy

trees 1 know, because I’ve heard them quietly whispering and

singing together. But I never can hear what they’re talking
about, because they always say, “sh—” when I come near. Maybe
they’re afraid I’ll tell their secrets.

You see, I’'m only a boy, and sometimes when I’'m bad and don’t
want to study arithmetic and spelling and such things, I never can see
the fairies, nor hear them; but anyway, when I am good, and when
I've fed the chickens and gathered the eggs, and done all my duties
real well, then I just go running down to the shady pool to see if I can
get a peep at the fairies that live there in their big bamboo temple.
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THE FAIRIES’ TEMPLE

And do you know how high the trees are? Higher than you can
see! As high as the sky and the clouds. And they keep swaying and
singing and creaking, in the still fairy-land that I’'m telling you about.

There’s a narrow little path leading to this temple, and o-oh!so many
pretty little wild flowers and ferns and grasses and butterflies, all bright
golden and many lovely colors, that keep flying around it.

Early in the morning the flowers are so pretty and fresh, with a bright
dew-drop on each one. But I like the little blueish bells most of all,
because the fairies hide in them. They always jump inside when I come
running along, but I never say a word because I know they will always
come out again as soon as [ sit still in the temple.

But I must tell you about my little fairy friends. One day I worked
very hard and did much more than my real duties; so when I finished
I was tired, but awfully happy, because I knew that 1’d see the fairies.
I ran down my cool green path to the temple, and oh! how pretty it was,
with the sun shining through the long grass where the dew fairies were
just going to sleep. You know, the dew fairies always skip away and
hide when the sunbeams come; because they’re so delicate, and afraid
they’ll get sunburned, I suppose.

I’'m always careful not to step on any of the flowers or fairies, even
if I am barefoot, because each flower is a fairy’s home. So when I reached
the bamboos, I sat down on the velvety moss right inside the big grand
doorway of the temple. It was still and warm even in the shade. There
was a bright blue humming-bird taking a drink from the nice cool water
that trickled down the rock of the cave, and a lazy-looking fat beetle
was walking so slowly along (to his home maybe). A squirrel hopped up
and stood looking at me, oh, so long! Why he look at me for-such-a-
long-time? so long — and-how-s-t-i-1-1 —it-was! I began to feel a bit
bashful, so I shut my eyes and put my head up against a pillar of the
temple; how-quiet-it-was-----

“Why are you here?” the little squirrel said. “Did you come to
steal my nuts?”

“No indeed, little brother, I came to see the fairies,” 1 said.

So he laughed and opened his big brown eyes, and took me by the
hand; but do you know? I didn’t have any hands! I had four little
hairy paws and a big bushy tail! Well you can be sure that I felt very
funny when we started off together.

Hi! how we scuttered around in the temple! We climbed up into the
very tip-top story where the fairy mothers had their little fairy babies
in cradles swinging way out in the sky! Then we ran down on the wide
golden stairs that led to the floor below, where it was all polished and
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shiny! and such tiny little chairs and sofas! all in the shapes of shells.

And at the end of the room was a row of long beautiful sky-blue
windows, with soft white clouds painted on them.

While 1 was looking at all the pretty things, my little brother pinched
my ear. — “Listen!” he said. We heard such sweet, soft music! I
can’t tell you exactly just how it did sound.

We scuttered along downstairs, and there in the pretty little ball
room the fairies were having a dance. What a lovely dance! Up in
the gallery among the tall golden pillars there were many fairy musi
cians playing the music; there were elves singing and playing on little
flutes and harps made of grasses and leaves.

* The tall golden pillars swayed and sang too. Because their music
is not like ours; it is natural, and you can’t always hear it, just like some
boys never even see the beautiful colors in the sky. Maybe they don’t
care to, or perhaps they don’t do their work and all their duties well.

But what do you think we saw next? A funny little door in the
other end of the room, no bigger than an apple! I opened it, but there
was nothing but pitchy blackness and a narrow stairway made of bamboo
twigs. We were so curious to know where it led to that we started out
and began to run down stairs as fast as our little legs would go: when,
what do you think? My legs began to get longer and longer, until they
were so long, and my feet so big, that the stairs wouldn’t hold me! and
down I fell, in the pitchy blackness! way, way down; it seemed as though
I would never land anywhere! Till at last I did land with a thump
right in the same place where I sat up against the big pillar. I opened
my eyes, and there was my saucy little brother just standing on his
hind feet eating nuts and laughing at me. So if I hadn’t been curious,
maybe 1 might have seen much more of fairy-land. W illie
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HEIGH-HO, HERE WE GO!

/MFF for a romp across the grassy green,
are we. It is a sunny morning and all
the flowers are glad. We play, we sing,
we dance. We try to catch the sun-beams!
We watch the pretty little birds, and
look into the linnet’s home. It is full of
hungry mouths!
We gather wild flowers to take to our
dear teacher. She loves fresh hillside ferns,
so we search for them under the bushes.

Then we run home, singing,

Heigh ho, here we go! And glad are you, I know —
The day is new, the sky is blue, Heigh ho!

CALENDAR SONG

CIXTY seconds make a minute,

A Something sure you can learn in it;
Sixty minutes make an hour,

Work with all your might and power.
Twenty-four hours make a day,

Time enough for work and play;
Seven days a week will make;

You will learn if pains you take.

Fifty-two weeks make a year,

Soon a new one will be here;

Twelve long months a year will make.
Say them now without mistake.

Thirty days hath gay September,

April, June, and cold November,

All the rest have thirty-one;

February stands alone.

Twenty-eight is all his share,

With twenty-nine in each Leap Year.
That you may the Leap Year know,
Divide by four and that will show.
In each year are seasons four,

You will learn them I am sure;
Spring and summer, then the fall;
Winter last, but best of all. Selected
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ENTRANCE TO A SEA-CAVE, POINT LOMA CALIFORNIA

THE PALACE UNDER THE SEA

By Gwendolyn Brae

IMMIE TRIPP was a dreamer, imagining everything different

from the way most other people saw it. If the sky was clouded

Jimmie would think about a clear rosy-pink firmament, until he

became quite bothered when other people said, “Oh, how blue!”

Jimmie’s favorite dream was about a palace under the sea.

No one knows, not even Jimmie himself, how many hours he spent imagin

ing how that magnificent palace must appear, away down there where

no human being had ever been. He could see its glistening white pillars,

with the green water washing up to doors that opened into inner door

ways, with still other doorways behind — built so, you understand, in

order to keep out fishes and mermaids and other sea-things which had
no place under palatial roofs.

So often had Jimmie dreamed about the subject that the palace under
the sea was almost as real to him as was his own home. Whenever he
saw anything beautiful, or shiny, or odd, he wondered if some such ob
ject did not adorn the rooms, or hang on the walls, or embellish the cor
ridors of the palace.

One day he told Elsie Frees, who lived next door, something about
his imaginings; and no sooner had she heard his description than she
began to wish actually to see some of the glories of the palace under
the sea.

“Oh, Jimmie,” she exclaimed, let’s try to build something like it.”

“It could never be done in the wide world!” said Jimmie, positively.
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THE PALACE UNDER THE SEA

“Not exactly, of course,” Elsie admitted, “but we could make it as
like as possible.”

“In the first place,” argued Jimmie, “you never could get down
under the sea!”

“The white cave, Jimmie, where the tide washes up to the entrance!”
Elsie’s eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. Jimmie sat thinking for a little
while, and at last said, slowly,

“Well, the white cave is the nearest like the palace. We might see
what we can do.”

So they walked along the shore, crossed some high boulders, slipped
off their shoes and stockings and waded out to what they had always
called “The White Cave,” because of its salt-encrusted walls and ceiling.

“That flat stone at the back islike the throne,” sa
“ And those low stones,” whispered Elsie, “could be seats for courtiers.”

“Of course,” said Jimmie, “there is a lot of work to do to make it
anything like the real palace. There should be green draperies, very
rich-looking.”

“I will bring my green silk shawl next time,” Elsie rashly promised.

“And perhaps Mother will let me take the old velvet curtains that
are stored in the attic,” volunteered Jimmie, though his voice showed
that he was not very certain on this point.

They sat down on a stone at the entrance of the cave, and looked
out. Huge waves, that broke far up the coast, went racing past the open
ing of the cave with such swiftness that Jimmie could almost feel that he
had really come down into his wonderful dream-palace and that he was
looking out between its portals, into the depths of the sea itself.

“Oh, let’s hurry out before the tide gets higher,” said Elsie suddenly.
They picked up their shoes and stockings and ran for the rocks, but the
tide was already so high that they were drenched before they reached
the sands; and this was one of the reasons why neither of them was
permitted to go to the shore for several days, but when they did return,
the palace furnishing was begun in earnest. They worked busily for
hours, placing all the things that they had brought with them, discussing
the necessity for this article and that one, and wishing for others which
they knew they could not have.

When they went home that afternoon, each had promised to return
on the next day with many artistic and useful objects for the converting
of the old white cave into a “really and truly palace under the sea.”

However, the next day Elsie went with her parents for a long visit
in the city; and so it came about that Jimmie was alone nearly all summer
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long, fitting up the cave, bringing it nearer and nearer to the impossible
splendor of his dreams.

One morning, after Jimmie had gone out of the gate, Mr. Tripp came
into his house suddenly and inquired of his wife if she had noticed that
things seemed to be disappearing from the place.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Tripp, anxiously. “Several things that I have had
stored in the attic are gone. I have just missed the two big gilt mirrors.”

“And I couldnt count what is missing from the stables and barn,”
said Mr. Tripp, soberly. “This morning the carriage lights are gone!”

“The carriage lights!” repeated Mrs. Tripp. “What do you suppose
it means, James?”

“Where’s Jimmie?” asked Mr. Tripp.

“He’s gone off to the shore, I think,” answered Mrs. Tripp. “He
goes down that way every day.”

“I think I’ just take time to go and find him, and see what the lad
is doing. Do you want to come, Mother?”

Mrs. Tripp left her work and she and her husband walked in silence.
They had built up great hopes for Jimmie, their only child, and so when
they climbed over the rocks and stood at the entrance of the white cave,
Mrs. Tripp went suddenly white and sat down. Jimmie did not see his
parents at first, so busy was he. Mr. Tripp stepped inside, still unnoticed.
There was Jimmie, in the midst of the glories of his “palace under the
sea,” hangings, bric-a-brac, articles of furniture, and odds and ends of
things that he had never been given permission to take from his home,
and other things that had never been in the possession of any member
of the Tripp family.

“Jimmie, where did you get this?” Jimmie turned a startled face
towards his father, who was holding a gilded wand.

“Why, I found that outside the schoolhouse, after they had had the
tableaux,” answered Jimmie, stolidly.

“Did anyone give it to you?”

“No, Father.”

“Do you know what people are called who take what doesn’t belong
to them?”

Jimmie was silent. He knew the answer to his father’s question but,
for the first time in his life, Jimmie was seeing how far he had gone away
from the right of things, through his dreaming, and trying to carry out
his dreams. It had never before occurred to him that other people might
not have been willing to contribute to the beautifying of his ‘palace,’
if they had been asked for the articles that Jimmie had brought down
to the white cave.

All that day Jimmie and his father worked, after Mrs. Tripp had
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been assisted home, in an effort to undo the mischief that the boy had
done. The things that had come from their own attic and barn were
carried back after they had gone to each of the other places from which
Jimmie said he had procured ‘palace-furnishings.” In each case Jimmie
explained in his own way to the owners how he had come to take that
which was not his; and when all the restitutions and apologies had been
made, the boy was no longer a dreamer. He had begun to realize some
thing about life’s responsibilities; but when the town constable called,
after supper, and Jimmie and his mother and father had a long and very
grave talk about the seriousness of what Jimmie had done, they all knew
that the boy had learned his lesson.

Jimmie never again visited the white cave until he was a grown
man, and it was a long time before he could bear to think of his favorite
old dream. None the less, he could not have become the successful and
respected business man that he is today, had it not been for his magic
‘palace under the sea.” For there he has always had a very suitable
place in which to store away his fugitive dreams and odd schemes that
might otherwise still have been lying about his busy offices, hindering
him in his great work. Sometimes even now, when a young man comes
to him with a visionary idea that could not be put successfully into
practice, Mr. James Tripp, Jr. will say, with a kindly smile,

“No, my boy. That could never be worked out anywhere in the
wide world except in my ‘palace under the sea,” ” and nearly everybody
who knows Mr. James Tripp, Jr. knows exactly what he means by that-

ON THE ROCKS AT PIGEON CAVE, MASSACHUSETTS
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THE SECRET OF HAPPINESS

A Lotus Group Motto, 1918

RE you almost disgusted
With life, little man?
I'll tell you a wonderful trick
That will bring you content
ment

Though it rains like the rain
Of the Flood, little man
And the clouds are forbidding
and thick,
You can make the sun shine

If anything can —
Do something for somebody, quick!
Do something for somebody, quick!

In your soul, little man —
Do something for somebody, quick!
Do something for somebody, quick!

Though the skies are like brass
With play, little girl? Overhead, little girl,
Weary, discouraged, and And the walk like a well-heated
sick? brick,
I'll tell you the loveliest And all earthly affairs
Game in the world — In a terrible whirl —
Do something for somebody, quick! Do something for somebody, quick!
Do something for somebody, quick! Do something for somebody, quick!

Are you “awfully tired”

THE HEART-GIFT

HE children had been looking at the or
naments on Grandmama’ writing table.
A little pair of china shoes decorated
with holly especially took their fancy.
W aiting for tea, they were a little restless
and their Mother looked anxiously to see
if they were disturbing ‘Grannie.’
At Gertie’s question, “Grannie where did you get the dear little
shoes?” the old lady smilingly laid aside her knitting.
“Ah,” she said, “it was a heart-gift that, my dear; it is one of Grannie’s
most precious treasures.”
Ernie, who had been fingering them, quickly stopped, and drew near.
Tom and Addie seated themselves at her feet, and Grandmama began.
“Long ago, when your Mother was a little girl, we lived in the city,
and a poor charwoman used to come to do the scrubbing for us once a
week. She was a widow, with three little boys to feed and clothe, and
often unable to get enough work even for food, while at the best of times
it was a struggle. We were not very rich either in those days, but I
used to save what I could for her in the way of food or clothes, and the
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THE HEART-GIFT

children’s broken toys went to the little ones, with now and then some
thing new for Christmas or birthday times.

“The elder boy Charlie was about ten years old and, being an obliging
boy, ran messages for the neighbors, the pennies he received in return
being, as you may imagine, very useful.

“One day near Christmas time, he came to our house on a message
from his mother. Having delivered this to me, he stood for a moment
with a tiny brown paper parcel tightly grasped in his hand; then thrusting
it into mine, with ‘Wishing you a Merry Christmas’ he ran away.
Taking off the paper, what do you think I found?”

“The little shoes,” cried the children in one breath.

“Yes,” said Grandmama slowly, “ little shoes. And afterwards
his mother told me, it was all his own idea. ‘Mother,” he asked her,
‘may I save my pennies, and get something for Mrs. Browne, she is
always giving us something, and we never give her anything,” and ‘he
bought it himself,” she told me, so proud and pleased.

“Do you wonder that these little shoes should be something precious
to me, bought at a real personal sacrifice by a grateful loving little heart?
And, I keep them on my desk,” said Grandmama, “to put all my odd
pence and half-pence in, for the aid of other little children.”

Then Nurse came to say that tea was ready, and as the children
passed the table little Ernie slipped his only bright penny, treasured up
for a tin trumpet, into the little shoe. “For little hungry boys,” he
said to himself, “good little boys like Charlie, with no kind Grannie to
help them.”

“Bless his little heart,” was Grannie’s unspoken thought, observing
his action as she wiped the happy tears from her eyes. “He will be
such another.” E. 1. W. (Australia)

THE ROSES AND THE SUN

the garden the roses were smiling and nodding
at the sun, but when it went in they wilted and wept.
One day the sun went in and did not come out for

a whole week.

A few days afterwards the roses felt their leaves

coming off. And what do you think? It was winter!

The roses sank into the ground and did not come out
till the next spring. Ruth M. (Age, 6)2 years)
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THE WONDERFUL WEAVER
By James Fenimore Cooper

'T'THERE’S a wonderful weaver

#* High up in the air,

And he weaves a white mantle
For cold earth to wear.

With the wind for his shuttle
The cloud for his loom,
How he weaves, how he weaves,
In the light, in the gloom!

Oh with finest of laces
He decks bush and tree;
On the bare, flinty meadows
A cover lays he.

Then quaint cap he places
On pillar and post;

And he changes the pump
To a grim, silent ghost.

But this wonderful weaver
Grows weary at last;

And the shuttle lies idle
That once flew so fast.

Then the sun peeps abroad

On the work that is done;
And he says: “I’ll unravel

It all, just for fun!”

MILDRED’S LETTER

“/ enjoy reading my Raja-Yoga Messenger' very much. Every time
I get it I think of howfar it has to come just to have me read it. Love to all,
Your friend, Mildred.”

ILDRED and her sister Alice live in New York State on a farm
M in beautiful Wyoming Valley — the very locality, indeed, where
once lived Mary Jamison, the famous ‘white squaw.’

They are the youngest members of a large and happy family, and
they are the merriest and the busiest little girls you could imagine.
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They love and attend to all the fluffy chicks and the fuzzy ducklings;
they find names for the wee calves and colts and the tiny white lambkins.
They nurse the weaklings until they grow strong, and in the winter when
the snow is high, sometimes they bring a sick little creature into the
warm kitchen, where they feed and love it until it is well once more.

You would enjoy hearing Mildred and Alice sing, and you may be
sure it would be a great treat to them if they could hear the Raja-Yoga
Chorus. Although they live so far away from lovely Lomaland, sometimes
when papa and mamma and brother and the big sisters are all singing
so happily together, perhaps Mildred and Alice will think of the RSja-
Yoga boys and girls, who believe that all joyous singing goes out to make
the hearts of the people in the great, sad world a little happier.

WHEN BOBBY AND JACK HAD A HOLIDAY

OBBY, what shall we do today? I want to have some fun.”
It was a holiday that day, no school, and surely that was
cause enough for excitement. The weather was fine, too;
it had been raining the night before but the sun was shining
now, which put a good face upon everything. The day was
certainly ripe for holiday making.

“I don’t know” said Jack, “but let it be something exciting.”

“Say,” said Bobby, “I wish we could make our garden look real nice.”

“@Gardening,” said Jack “do you call that exciting, why that’s work
—and we ve got holiday today! Why Bobby what are you thinking of?”

“Well we could go and hoe up all those weeds in the cabbage patch,
and that would be a big surprise for father when he comes home tired
this evening, because he hasn’t a holiday like we have.”

“But Bobby, that’s work; and besides father’s expecting to have
to do it anyway and he doesn’t mind; you know he always says he
likes to see the place look nice and doesn’t mind what it costs him in time.”

“The more reason why we should make it look nice,” said Bobby.

“Well you can if you like, but I’'m going off to have a good time.”
So off he ran, jumped over the fence at the end of the garden, and was
soon out of sight.

Bobby, with a determined face, went to look for the hoe, to start
work on the weeds.

“I wish Jack had stayed with me,” he said to himself; “we could
have had such fun having a race.”

After the hoeing was done various other little attempts were made
to clean things up to give a look of tidiness everywhere.
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BOBBY’S AND JACK’S HOLIDAY

In the evening father came home more tired than usual.

“You are not going out in that garden tonight, are you dear?” Bobby
heard Mother say.

“Must,” said Father; “I promised myself I would get that cabbage
patch cleared tonight, and cleared it has to be.”

Bobby followed his father out into the garden and watched him
take the hoe.

Just at that minute Jack came running in through the gate shouting,
“Say Bobby you ought to have come, we’ve had such a lovely time.”

But Bobby hardly heard him, he was watching his father walk down
the garden path; then he saw him stop suddenly and heard him say,
“Why what’s this? Who has been doing this? And,” looking round,
“the paths look so nicely swept too.” He turned and faced his two
little boys.

When they saw his pleased and surprised face, and heard him telling
Mother all about it afterwards, whom do you suppose felt the happier,
Bobby or Jack? Mora

THE WIDE SEA

EY say the sea is very wide,
TTUuoﬁmg fhe world on every side;
And that these waves that play with me
Have come across the world, maybe.
Dear wide and friendly sea, how queer!
Perhaps this wave my toes touch here
Has run along some foreign strand.
Where children of some foreign land
Play, and build castles in the sand,
And love it, just the way [ do;

I think it’s very strange, don’t you?
And in this very wave — who knows —
Some little Japanese girl, I s’pose,
Dabbled her little Japanese toes.

If ever you go back once more,

Where children play on some far shore,
Please say a child from far away

Would love to join them in their play.

Can this be the little girl who*“dab
bled her little Japanese toes” in the
waves across the wide, wide sea?
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HOW THE FLOWERS TOLD BETTY WHAT TO DO

HAT shall T do, mother?” asked Betty one sunshiny
Saturday morning.

“Do?” said her mother; “why, child, can you not use
your own little thinker and think of something to do?
Go and ask the flowers what to do.”

“Ask the flowers? Why, how could they tell me what to do? Flowers
cannot talk,” Betty said.

“Suppose you go out to Uncle Ben in the arbor there and ask him
about the flowers telling what to do. I believe he can help you,” her
mother said.

“Oh, Uncle Ben will know something to do!” Betty said, as she
skipped along the walk to the arbor where poor crippled Uncle Ben
sat in the warm sunshine.

“Good morning, Uncle Ben.” Betty said; “Mother said for me to
ask the flowers what to do, just as if they could speak and tell me. Isn’t
it funny, just as if they knew!”

“Seems to me that plants and flowers know a good deal, when you
come to think of it. They seem to know enough not to grow any thing
but their particular kind of flowers, and a violet never makes the mistake
of getting the red color out of the soil for her blossoms instead of blue,
and yet she lives there right under the red rosebush,” Uncle Ben said.

Betty opened her eyes wider.

Uncle Ben continued: “They are telling me plainly what to do,
only with my old crippled knee I am unable to answer them, and it
makes me very sorry.”

“Oh, tell me what they are saying to you and perhaps I can do it!
Which one is speaking to you? Can I hear it?” Betty asked.

“It is not speaking, it is just telling plainer than words. It is in
trouble, and it wants some help.” Uncle Ben said.

“One of the flowers in trouble and wants help?” Betty queried.
“Uncle Ben, what can you mean? Could I do anything for it, could
I help it?”

“Look yonder at the forgetmenot, doesnt it look as if it were in
trouble?” Uncle Ben asked.

“Is that what you mean? Why yes, it is drooping because it wants
water; ‘tis thirsty, poor thing!” and Betty ran for her little watering-pot.
and soon the little plant was refreshed by a cooling shower.

“Now what other plant is telling its troubles,” said Betty. “I see,
just look at this heliotrope, it is wet enough but still it droops.”

“1It needs shade until it gets used to its new home,” said Uncle Ben,;
“and if you put that box over it for a little while it will soon revive.”
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HOW THE FLOWERS TOLD BETTY WHAT TO DO

“Now what next?” Betty asked after she had placed the box as
Uncle Ben directed.

“See if you cannot tell yourself by this time,” said Uncle.

“Oh my, I should say so! Here are these little pansy plants being
smothered by this old pig-weed,” and she spent some time in freeing them.

“And here is a geranium with lots of dead blossoms needing picking,
and here are a lot of poppy seeds to gather, and here is the smylax calling

TIME NEVER DRAGS WITH THE GIRLS AND BOYS OF THE
r Aja-yoga SCHOOL

for strings to climb on, and here is a rosebush that needs tying to the
stake and . ... Well! the flowers are certainly telling me plenty to do
to keep me very busy, and it is real fun too, for they seem just like little
folks, sort of real folks when they tell you things like this, just like little
friends to play with and who need your help. Why I didn’t know that
flowers could make me feel like this just because I tried to help them.
And it is fair too. They give me their lovely blossoms to pick and why
shouldn’t I help them?” And Betty clapped her hands and laughed.

“Helping and sharing is what Brotherhood means,” Uncle Ben quoted,
and then he went on, “Indeed they become very dear little friends when
you learn to know their language. But you cannot really begin to know
much about them until you learn to take care of them and watch them
grow. The more you love them and work with them, the more they will
tell you. And you will learn some wonderful secrets from them. Edytha

47

Original from

Digitized
igitized eyG 0 0 g 1 e NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



QUESTIONING
By Zella

WONDER how the birds know
When it is time to fly?
Or if they go,
Each autumn so,
Without a reason why?

AV 1 wonder how the flowers know
When it is time to die?
Or if they grow
Beneath the snow,
Where they all winter lie?

PIXY PAN’S VISITOR

ING, ting, ting”, said lit-tle brown Tow-hee.
“Please may I have a few of your stray seeds
for break-fast?”

Lit-tle green Pix-y Pan in his cage on the porch
with his cup full of seed makes no ob-jection. Pix-y has
more than he can eat and is glad to share it with the lit
tle wild bird.

“Chee wee” says Pix-y, “Are you hun-gry? Does-nt
any-bod-y give you a cup of seed for break-fast?”

“Ting-a-ling. Oh no! not a cup full. Kind folks throw
me crumbs once in a while, but now I have my lit-tle
mate on the nest to feed too and I have to hunt a long
time to find e-nough for both.”

“Chee wee,” says Pix-y Pan, “come and have break
fast with me eve-ry day.”

“Ting-a-ling, thank you!” says lit-tle brown Tow-hee.
“I will come eve-ry time you are out of doors in your cage.”

So eve-ry day when Pix-y is out of doors, lit-tle brown
Tow-hee comes ringing his lit-tle bell notes, “ting-a-ling”
as he flutters down be-side his lit-tle green friend, Pix-y
polly with the cup of fresh seed for both in his cage. Edith
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The Raja-Yoga College

(Non-Sectarian)

Point Loma, California, U. S. A.
Katherine Tingley, Foundress and General Directress
»

The Raja-Yoga system of education was originated by the Foundress as
a result of her own experience and knowledge. Raja-Yoga is an ancient term:
etymologically it means the "Royal Union.” This term was selected as best
expressing in its real meaning the purpose of true education, viz: the bal
ance of all the faculties, physical, mental and moral.

TheBuilding of Character

One of the most important features of this system is the development of
character, the upbuilding of pure-minded and self-reliant manhood and wo
manhood, that each pupil may become prepared to take an honorable, self-
reliant position in life.

In the younger as in the older pupils, the sense of individual responsi
bility and personal honor is aroused.

The Pupils

The Raja-Yoga College comprises two general departments of instruc
tion: (1) The Raja-Yoga Preparatory School and Academy, for boys and
girls respectively (separate buildings). (2) The College proper, for stu
dents following the collegiate courses.

The Studies

The studies range from the elementary to those of a university course,
including the following: Literature, Ancient and Modern Languages, Math
ematics, Physics, Chemistry, Surveying, Mechanical Electrical and Civil En
gineering, Law, the fine Arts, Music, Industrial Arts, Practical Forestry and
Horticulture, Domestic Economy, etc.

The Teachers

The staff of teachers is formed of men and women specially trained for
their duties by long experience in scholastic work, and is composed of grad
uates of European and American Universities, and of specialists in other lines.

Directors
Rev. S. J. NEILL GERTRUDE W. VAN PELT, B. sc., M.
Assistant Directors
Professor W. A. DUNN Mrs. W. A. DUNN

Headmaster of the Boys’ Department Head Teacher of the Girls’ Department
H T. EDGE, B A (Cantab.), M A Mrs. W. A. DUNN

For information, address

THE SECRETARY, RAJA-YOGA COLLEGE
Point Loma, California
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BLUSTRY MARCH

By a Lomaland Student

"I\ /TARCHIfgoes"howling in the dales,
1-VJ. wild (with stinging sleety gales;

Beating back soft rains of spring,
Harsh with deep frosts lingering.

March goes whistling on the hills,
Up and down and where he wills;
Crashing through the silent pines,
Sings and shrieks and laughs and whines.

March goes whirling through the town,
Tears the nests of old days down;
Tosses caps and tangles curls

Of rosy romping boys and girls.

CLASS-WORK THAT IS LIFE-WORK

AjA-YOGA class-work differs from that of many schools in

the very particular in which Raja-Yoga life differs from other

ways of living. This difference lies in the definite lofty ideals

out of which is gathered the very essence and whole strength

of life itself. In the Raja-Yoga system what was barren lesson-

learning becomes full-fruited lifework, and the recitation-hour is a com

plete little harvest of that which is sweet and ripe in the pupil’s mind.

Is not this daily meeting of class-mates, this studying together, this

give and take of recitation a good part of earnest life? To learn to remain

controlled under trying circumstances, as when a misunderstanding occurs;

to remember dignity and courtesy under the quick flash of discussion;

to hold back the desire to outshine others; to sacrifice ease to work,

in order that the whole class may not be retarded: these are parts and
very important parts of Real Life, not simply introductions to living.

Original from

Digitized by G O O NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRA
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Class-work is preliminary, in most cases. He who has spent fifteen
years in completing a high school or college course, is considered merely
to have been preparing himself for life that is to be met in later years.
Attend a ‘Commencement Day’: the graduation essay says that all
is yet to happen; life lies ahead. A Raja-Yoga child knew he was re
hearsing the intense drama of intelligent existence during the first moment
when he joined his little comrades in a Raja-Yoga study-hour, and that
he had taken his place in the world when he stood up in a Raja-Yoga
class-room to recite to his teacher that which he had learned.

Class-life at Point Loma contains all the elements of other living.
Here, as well as elsewhere in the world, the impulsive lower self stands
ready to spoil the learner’s efforts; here, as well as elsewhere, the ancient
soul awaits its opportunity to shine out in obedience, in modesty, in self-
restraint, and in loving kindness. It patiently awaits its chance to show
life's meanings that are lying very eldsively, sometimes, behind the
lesson’s words.

Here is the place where the difference shows between Raja-Yoga
class-work and the other kinds. Almost any one can sit behind a desk
and ask questions out of a book and get back answers; but how many
are there who can see behind the words the chance which the child’s
soul is awaiting? At the right moment and in the right manner the
Raja-Yoga teacher brushes away all that obscures the sight of the young
eyes and Real Meanings come out.  Such is Raja-Yoga teaching. D.

POINTED SPEECHES
(Rewritten from Bacon’s Apotheng)

ICERO called pointed speeches salinas, salt-pits, out of which
the salt of wisdom may be extracted, to be sprinkled where
one pleased.

b

The saying, “He that flies may fight again,” is said to
have originated with Demosthenes, upon being reproached
for fleeing from a battle-field.

Solon compared the people unto the sea, and orators and counsellors
to the winds; for the sea would be calm and quiet if the wind did not
trouble it.

Bion asked an envious man who was very sad: “What harm hath
befallen thee, or what good hath befallen another man?”

Cato Major, at the time many of the Romans had statues erected in
their honor, was asked by one why he had none. He answered: “I
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POINTED SPEECHES

would much rather men should ask and wonder why I have no statue,
than why I had one.”

Epictetus used to say: “One of the vulgar in any ill that happens to
him blames others; a novice in philosophy blames himself, and a philo
sopher blames neither the one nor the other.”

Plutarch said of men of weak abilities who had been appointed to
great places that “They were like little statues set on great bases, made
to appear the less by their advancement.”

Philip of Macedon was petitioned to banish a certain man who had
spoken ill of him, but he replied to the petition negatively, saying: “It
were better that he speak where we are both known, than where we are
both unknown.”

Cato said: “The best way to keep good acts in memory, is to re
fresh them with new.”

“It is a strange thing,” said one of his friends to Aristippus, “why
men should rather give to the poor than to philosophers.” He answered:
“It is because they think they themselves may sooner come to be poor
than to be philosophers.”

Pompey was once made commissioner to send grain to Rome in a
time of famine, and when his ship put out to sea the weather was extremely
tempestuous, so that he was advised by all his friends not to set out;
but Pompey said to them: “The necessity is that I go, not that I live.”

b

ANIMALS AND HUMAN SPEECH

“Anim als have much more capacity to understand human speech than
is generally supposed. The Hindus invariably talk to their elephants,
and it is amazing how much the latter comprehend. The Arabs govern
their camels with a few cries, and my associates in the African desert
were always amused whenever | addressed a remark to the big dromedary
who was my property for two months; yet at the end of that time the
beast evidently knew the meaning of a number of simple sentences.
Some years ago, seeing the hippopotamus in Barnum’s museum looking
very stolid and dejected, I spoke to him in English, but he did not even
open his eyes. Then I went to the opposite corner of the cage and said
in Arabic, “I know you; come here to me.” He instantly turned his
head toward me; I repeated the words, and thereupon he came to the
corner where I was standing, pressed his huge, ungainly head against the
bars of the cage, and looked in my face with a touch of delight while I
stroked his muzzle. I have two or three times found a lion who recognized
the same language, and the expression of his eyes, for an instant, seemed
positively human.” From the writings of Bayard Taylor
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RAJA-YOGA PROTECTION

CLOSE observer of animals, particularly of the untamed animals,
must have noted that until they have learned to per
fectly support life and resist foes, the mother-teacher
exacts from her young an instant obedience; also,
that she manifests extraordinary wisdom, or instinct
if you please to call it so, in protecting her young
from the attacks of enemies. Birdlings know that
safety lies in an immediate response to the mother-
bird’s danger-call, for it is one of nature’s laws that
in confident obedience lies the secret of all protection.

It is perhaps the saddest of all the facts in life that
many children have actually less protection and less
true training in the matters that life shall exact of them than have the
young of these simple wild creatures. The
child-nature is astonishingly complex; on all
sides lurk frightful dangers, unguessed by some
parents; but if these parents had but a little of
the lost wisdom of protection there would return
to them also needed strength to successfully protect, successfully combat.
Now, Raja-Yoga teaching is, in the highest sense, an all-wise mother-
love. Katherine Tingley, because of her great knowledge of the needs
of children, begins very, very early that training which she knows shall
make them powerful to withstand the attacks of all enemies, within and
without. Through her great love she baffles all foes, wins fight after
fight, in her protection of these fortunate little children committed to
her care, until they shall have grown strong to support life wisely, to
combat successfully, and, in their turn, to train the little ones of another
age in this protective wisdom. They, feeling, knowing, where safety lies,
render to her, through their beloved Raja-Yoga teachers, joyous obedience.
Indeed, Raja-Yoga has splendid lessons to teach the world regarding this

law of protection through confident obedience. Zella
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SPRING SONG

(i1 A WAKE,” said the sunshine, “’tis time to get up;
Awake, pretty daisy and sweet buttercup;

Why, you’ve been sleeping the whole winter long!

Hark! hark! don’t you hear?

Tis the bluebird’s first song.”

“Awake!” call the streamlets; “we’ve lain here so still,

And now we must all go to work with a will.”

“Wake!” says the warm breeze, “and you, willow tree,

Come, put on your leaves in a twinkling for me!”

“Awake,” breathes the air from the blue sky above;

“Awake, for the air is all beauty and love.

Wake, little children, so merry and dear;

Ah! what were the spring, if you were not here!” — Selected

LEAD PENCILS

HE manufacture of lead pencils in similar form to the familiar
T article of today dates from a period immediately following the

discovery of the once famous Borrowdale mine, in Cumberland,
England, in the year 1564. At a much earlier period metallic lead was
used for marking on parchment, paper or other material, and it is doubt
less owing to the earlier use of this substance that the erroneous term
‘black lead’ has been applied to plumbago or graphite, the mark produced
by the latter being much blacker than that from metallic lead.

The history of the lead pencil, for nearly three centuries, is closely
associated with the fortunes of this mine. The product was so greatly
desired, and was so closely maintained as a monopoly, that in pursuance
of an Act of Parliament the mouth of the mine was guarded by an armed
force, and to maintain the monopoly and conserve the supply the mine
was only worked during six weeks in each year. To prevent pilfering,
the mine was closed by flooding.

The manufacture of the modern pencil requires considerable technical
knowledge, and involves a large number of operations. The graphite
is pulverised and mixed with clay in a dfy state, then moistened and
milled to the requisite fineness. In a plastic condition it is forced through
a series of compressors, from the holes of the last of which it emerges
at a slightly greater thickness —to allow for shrinkage —than that
ultimately required. The degrees of hardness are primarily obtained by
varying the proportions of clay and graphite. B.
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NEVER CONSENT TO BE CRUEL

WE should never in any way consent to the ill-treatment of animals,
because the fear of ridicule, or some other fear, prevents our interfering.
As to there being anything really trifling in any act of humanity, however
slight, it is moral blindness to suppose so. The few moments in the course
of each day in which a man absorbed in some worldy pursuit may carelessly
expend in kind words or trifling charities to those around him —and kind
ness to an animal is one of these —are, perhaps, in the sight of heaven,
the only time that he has lived to any purpose worthy of recording.

—Sir Arthur Hel ps

LESSONS IN CONFIDENCE

HE young birds of spring are growing up and are now taking

JitfcT their final lessons from the wise and patient mothers.

CRg7  One evening last week a grackle was giving a peculiar

lesson. She was hopping quickly up the side of a canyon,

=T~ picking up seeds that lay undiscovered by other birds in that
unusual place. Upon reaching the top she would take a seed in her beak
and fly down to one of her astonished young ones, and then would ensue
an animated bird conversation—something like this, we may imagine:

“Please try, little one. It’s so easy, and there are such delicious seeds.”

“It’s so steep, mother! I’'m afraid I’ fall.”

“Oh, no! You'll be so excited over finding seeds, you won’t think
of falling. See, you go up like this! It’s so easy.”

Away she would go again, hopping lightly, rapidly, until she had
reached the top; but soon night fell and she took her timid children
home to bed, their lesson still unlearned.

We were present at another lesson, taught by a mother house-finch.
We were knitting shawls in our quiet room one afternoon when all at
once \ye heard birds outside the window. A mother and two little finches
had alighted on the telephone wire, and the little ones were sure it was
not a safe place. They evidently preferred a nice, solid tree or a fence
or the garden walk.

“I’'m falling!” chirped one, hoarsely.

“Oh, dear, so am I!” chirped the other, at the same time.

“Why, no, you’re not. This is a lovely place to alight. It’s so high
and you can see so far around you,” said the mother, cheerfully.

Then she suddenly left them and flew to one of the posts of the swing
where the Raja-Yoga children play so happily.

What a clamor they set up! The telephone wire swayed with their
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AN OLD STORY

excited fluttering, and they chirped so loudly we thought they would
injure their throats. In a few moments they found they were not falling,
after all, and, gathering up great courage, they flew together over to the
swing-post. And we imagined the soft notes of the mother to be the way
she had of saying: “Good! That was splendidly done, children!” W.

AN OLD STORY

ILL you hear this little story out of a reading-book of thirty
years ago? Perhaps it was an old story in those days and
perhaps, because it may well be a true story, it will be told
for many days and years to come. It lingers in memory
in this guise:

There was building, in a certain busy little village somewhere in
England, a chimney so high that it aroused the wonder of all who beheld
it. It was so high indeed that nowhere thereabouts could there be found
a ladder long enough to reach but half the chimney’s great and daily in
creasing height, so that the men who were at work upon the chimney
traveled to and from its top by means of a rope running through a pulley.

The day came when the chimney was completed. For the last time
the brick-masons had gone to their perilous work at the top, and for
the last time, rejoicing to have come safely to the end of their task, they
had come down —all except one man. There he stood between the sky
and earth, as seemingly near the one as the other, and with no visible
means of rescue from the dangers which confronted him. For, as the last
of his fellow-workmen had reached the base of the chimney, the rope
to which he clung had parted and fallen about him.

You may be sure there had gathered about the place a crowd of idlers,
and you may be still surer that some one of them ran with the ill tidings
to the home of the helpless man who was at the top of the chimney.
His wife came at once, and placing her hands to her lips, she called
to him: “Unravel your stocking, John!”

John understood her, and as he hastily began to follow her brief
instruction, she added; “Begin at the toe!”

Of course you know the rest: John fastened a bit of plaster to the
end of the raveled yam, and to this slender thread of communication
between them his good wife fastened the twine she had brought in her
pocket. Then stronger hands than hers tied a new rope to the twine.
This John slipped through the pulley and came down. He stood laughing
among his fellows once more, then went home with his good wife who
had knitted the stocking whereby his life had been saved. W inifred
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A VISIT TO THE HOME OF RAPHAEL

E are about to visit one of the most famous and picturesque

of the mountain towns of Italy, the home of one of her

greatest artists and once a center of Italian art and culture.

The city we are to visit is far-famed Urbino, in the Appe-

nines, where Federigo da Montefeltro, Guidobaldo his son,

and the illustrious Elisabetta Gonzaga, his daughter-in-law, called ‘the
first lady of the world,” all contributed to rear ‘the Italian Athens.” Here,
in a simple brick building on the slope of a steep hill overlooked by an
ancient fortress and the magnificent Palace of Urbino, was bom in 1483
the child who made the fame of this city immortal — Raphael Sanzio.

We are starting for Urbino from Fabriano to the south, and as the
trains run but twice daily we must begin our four hours’ journey by rail
through the grand old Appenines about five in the morning. Our way
is full of interest and beauty: rolling hills, precipitous crags, deep valleys
down which rush cascades, with here and there lovely little hamlets in
leafy vales, whose sheep and cattle dot the grassy slopes that close them in.

Soon we enter the broad valley of the Metaurus by way of the ancient
Via Flaminia, the great highway built by Caius Flaminius, 220 B. c.
How much history this great road has seen! It has resounded to the
tramp of Roman legions pressing onward with gleaming shields and
banners flying in their march from Rome to the Adriatic. It has witnessed
the wild splendor and ferocity of hordes of barbarians, eager for pillage,
pouring on dying Rome. But now all vestiges of these days are gone
and the peaceful valleys and silent mountains among which our train
threads its way bear no witness to what has been. At last we have skirted
the last mountain and threaded the last glen and pull up suddenly at the
foot of a huge peak which bars further progress by rail.

Leaving the train, we continue our journey in a diligence that re
sembles the car we have just left but is drawn by three horses. In this
conveyance we climb around the eastern side of the mountain of Urbino,
whose twin peaks are crowned by the city of Raphael’s birth.

Urbino reached the height of her fame and prosperity as an inde
pendent republic in the Middle Ages. Then she fell into the hands of
the Montefeltro family, whose rule, however, contrary to the accepted
order of things in those days of petty tyrants, proved truly a blessing to
the city. In 1482, one year before the birth of Raphael, died Duke
Federigo Montefeltro, whose name is gratefully linked with the splendid
memories of his great duchy. Federigo, a great soldier, feared even by
the great Sforza, was a man of arts and letters, patron of science and
philosophy, champion of true chivalry, lover of his people —he and
his children caused the fame of Urbino to fill all Europe.
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A VISIT TO THE HOME OF RAPHAEL

There above us it towers —the Palace of Federigo —in its day the
greatest ducal palace in the peninsula, which in its grand proportions,
perfect taste, and rich furnishings, was “rather a city than a palace,”
declared Castiglione, friend of Raphael and honored guest in Federigo’s
and Guidobaldo’s assembly. It rests upon the western slope of the east
ern mountain, its courts and gateways hidden amid great trees through
whose upper branches countless windows look forth like myriad jeweled
eyes. Out of the shadows of its forest of gardens rise picturesque round
turrets, keeping watch over the town that spreads down the mountain
side and drops cascade-like through the widening gorge to a broad valley.

Here lived Federigo Montefeltro, the enthusiastic patron of learning,
whose city and court was a commonwealth of culture, where personal
merit was the chief passport to the best society characterized by a high
morality and a true love of all that was noble and uplifting. Egerton
Williams in ‘Hill Towns of Italy’ tells us:

“It was brilliant not merely with silks and precious stones, but with intellect and culture;
its stately halls were filled with visiting artists, scientists, and philosophers, and its walls were
adorned with numberless paintings, sculptures, drawings, mosaics, and woodwork, the finest
that the art of the Renaissance could produce and unlimited wealth could obtain. Among

the artists were Piero della Francesca, Timoteo della Vite, — who first aided the growing genius
of Raphael, — and Justus van Ghent, the Flemish master/’

To this court, which another writer describes as a “paradise of rare
device and perfect art,” came the sons of princes for military education,
scholars to extend their learning, artists to enjoy its liberal patronage.
It was to this court under Elisabetta that Castiglione dedicated his
great work The Courtier, in which he bestows the highest praise on this
illustrious and high-minded lady. As the wife of Federigo’s only son,
Guidobaldo, she most ably assisted him in maintaining and enhancing
that wonderful renown won by his father for the city of Urbino.

Let us now pay a visit to the birthplace of Raphael. It is Sunday.
The air is filled with the Sabbath bells, and we pass on our way stalwart
men in wide velvet breeches and black wide-awake hats, dark-eyed women
in the fringed mantillas of eastern Italy, descendants of Duco Federigo’s
valiant mountaineers who were not to be overcome by Sforza’s power.
They are trooping into this hill town to worship and to market. In the
piazza below the old church of San Francesco is a brave array of wares —
haberdashery, kerchiefs, pottery, poultry, and fruit.

We pass into the very heart of the city and come upon many streets
such as that shown in one of our illustrations. Looking at this picture
and then reading in the book previously mentioned, we get a vivid im
pression of this quaint old hill-city.

“From a little street descending the hill east of the fortress I saw the city piled upon the
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RAJA-YOGA MESSENGER

opposite peak about the turreted palace, and falling thence to the gorge so far below. I de
scended this street, or by-way, which wound in steps back and forth upon the cliff, between
dwellings perched like the eyries of birds. Nothing more picturesque could be found than the
vistas down it, and down its leaping cross-ways, of steeply falling old tiled roofs and crumbling
facades; of people toiling up the worn brick steps, cleft by a channel for the rain to rush in
like a cataract; of children playing in the spots of sunshine that filtered through the walls, and
at the end of the vista; of houses climbing again upon the opposite hill to the vast menacing
towers and flying turrets of the palace/'

Climbing another steep street we reach half-way up the brown fif
teenth-century house of Giovanni Sanzio, father of Raphael. On entering
this building, so dearly cherished by the city, we find it very clean and
tidy, but holding little of interest beyond a few framed engravings of his
pictures and some antique furniture; the rooms are low, with paneled
ceilings and red bricked floors. Though the house itself brings to mind
very little of the spirit of the great master, yet one could hardly con
ceive of a more perfectly fitting environment for the birth of this boy than
Urbino, the city of sunlight, beauty and artistic life.

Raphael, radiating sunshine and the fresh vitality of his mountain
home from his very being, was beloved of all who knew him. One can
well imagine him: a curly headed little fellow, living out of doors in the
golden Italian sunlight, playing in the quaint winding streets, running
off to see the Duke of Urbino and his knights and ladies come riding up
the hill from the chase in splendid array that dazzled the eyes and re
joiced the heart of this little artist lad. All accounts we have of him
make reference to the beautiful nature of this wonderfully gifted boy.
He is spoken of as graceful, modest, good-natured, ever ready to con
ciliate, and filled with a most refined consideration for others under all
circumstances. We can imagine the joy of his father, Giovanni, himself
a painter, on discovering the seeds of this supreme talent in a nature at
once so richly endowed with qualities even more precious and lasting
than artistic gifts. Giovanni directed his son’s early efforts but died
too soon to be able to mold the boy’s genius. Nevertheless, the good
man was wise in his appreciation of the value of home influences, and
was most careful to cultivate in his son gentleness and refinement, taking
pains to prevent his association with persons or environments which
might coarsen the young nature.

When Raphael was only eleven years of age his father died, and a few
years later he became the pupil of Pietro Vannucci, known to the world
as Perugino of Perugia. This master, like all others, was fascinated by
the charming manner and artistic precocity of the boy, and exerted his
utmost pains on his pupil’s instruction. Young Raphael had already
become familiar with the wonderful art treasures in the Palace of Urbino,
where his father was always the welcome guest of Federigo or Guidobaldo.
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A VISIT TO THE HOME OF RAPHAEL

From this time forward the great artist spent most of his time in
other parts of Italy, returning from Perugia, Florence, or Rome only
for short periods. But the beautiful historic hill-city of Urbino will
always shine with the reflection of the artist she gave to the world.
When one thinks of her glorious mountains, her splendid palace, and the
glories of Renaissance art and learning that flourished there in the early
sixteenth century, all these will be but the fitting and exalted setting
to the life that was not for an age or a century but for all time.

Giorgio Vasari, a contemporary of Raphael’s, paid him this tribute:

“No less excellent than graceful, he was endowed by nature with all that modesty and
goodness which may occasionally be perceived in those few favored persons who enhance the
gracious sweetness of a disposition more than usually gentle, by the fair ornament of a winning
amenity, always ready to conciliate, and constantly giving evidence of the most refined con
sideration for all persons, and under every circumstance. The world received the gift of this
artist from the hand of Nature, when, vanquished by Art in the person of Michel Angelo,
she deigned to be subjugated in that of Raphael, not by art only but by goodness also. And
of a truth, since the greater number of artists had up to that period derived from nature a
certain rudeness and eccentricity, which not only rendered them uncouth and fantastic, but
often caused the shadows and darkness of vice to be more conspicuous in their lives than the
light and splendor of those virtues by which man is rendered immortal, — so was there good
cause wherefore she should, on the contrary, make all the rarest qualities of the heart to shine
resplendently in her Raphael; perfecting them by so much diffidence, grace, application to
study, and excellence of life, that these alone would have sufficed to veil or neutralize every
fault, however important, and to efface all defects, however glaring they might have been.
Truly may we affirm that those who are the possessors of endowments so rich and varied as
were assembled in the person of Raphael, are scarcely to be called simple men only, — they
are rather, if it be permitted so to speak, entitled to the appellation of mortal gods.

“When this noble artist died, well might Painting have departed also; for when he closed
his eyes, she too was left as it were blind. But now to us, whose lot it is to come after him, there
remains to imitate the good, or rather the excellent, of which he has left us the example; and
as our obligations to him and his great merits well deserve, to retain the most grateful remem
brance of him in our hearts, while we ever maintain his memory in the highest honor with our
lips.

“And in addition to the benefits which this great master conferred on art, being as he was
its best friend, we have the further obligation to him of having taught us by his life in what
manner we should comport ourselves towards great men, as well as towards those of lower de
gree, and even towards the lowest; nay, there was among his many extraordinary gifts one
of such value and importance, that I can never sufficiently admire it, and always think thereof
with astonishment. This was the power accorded to him by Heaven, of bringing all who ap
proached his presence into harmony. . . . And this happened because all were surpassed by
him in friendly courtesy as well as in art; all confessed the influence of his sweet and gracious
nature, which was so replete with excellence, and so perfect in all the charities, that not only
was he honored by men, but even by the very animals, who would constantly follow his steps,
and always loved him.”

A beautiful marble statue of Raphael by Luigi Belli stands in the
Piazza in front of the Palace. It represents him in the graceful costume
of that period — loose tunic, knee breeches, flowing coat and small cap.
The benign expression of his countenance, like one of his own lovely
pictures, seems to reflect his sweet disposition and noble soul. M. M.
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CILGERRAN CASTLE ON THE TEIFI, IN WALES

O doubt you will be tempted to pronounce this Siljerran;
but the temptation should be withstood. The first syllable
is AT/-; just the same word as you get in the first syllable
of Killarney; and as for the gin -gerran, it is like gin get or egg.
You might think from the nice modem-looking boat in
the picture that Cilgerran was what might be called a thoroughly up-to-
date place; in reality it is only about as up-to-date as fairyland. That
boat suggests false pretences; you would not see a boat there often;
but you would see, every day, little round or oval coracles, woven of
withes like a basket, and covered over with hide on the outside. They
skim over these dark reaches of the Teifi, in the evenings, light on the
surface like the petals of roses might; in each its fisherman sits, paddling
with a thing rather like a big wooden spoon, ever so quickly up the stream,
and then throwing out his line, and floating down with the current.
Cilgerran is about seven or eight miles up the Teifi, and two or three
above the town of Cardigan. It was a very busy place in the Middle
Ages; doing a brisk trade in battles, sieges, sorties, and the like. Some
Norman Lord Marcher would have built that castle; but there would
have been another castle there before he built it, and no doubt another
before that, and so on. You might think it would not be much to storm
such a place; but it would be harder than it looks.

But all those

“old unhappy far-off things
And battles long ago,”
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ARCHITECTURAL STYLES

remain now only as a stillness, perhaps a little touch of sadness, in the
fairy beauty of Cilgerran; the Tylwyth Teg, the Beautiful Family of the
fairies, have made this haunted river and its tree-shadowed lonely banks
their own long since; they do not mind the fishermen in their coracles,
any more than they mind the herons that watch the water from the tree-
tops, or the little wind of evening that comes wandering up through the
windings of the river between the hills —

“A song comes drifting on the breeze
To rouse the dreaming heron;
It’s dear knows what he hears and sees
When the moon is o’er Cilgerran ” K. V.M.

ARCHITECTURAL STYLES AND THEIR MEANING

Chapter XXXI: Mohammedan Architecture in Sicily

HE great churches and palaces of Sicily form a curious and

interesting link between the East and the West. The beautiful

cloister shown in the accompanying plate might easily be taken

for a rather unusual example of Early Gothic of the thirteenth

century. The openings are spanned by graceful pointed, or
‘broken,’ arches such as we naturally associate with the pure Gothic.
But they belong to another architectural ‘family’ or lineage; the design
of the cathedral of Monreale, Sicily (a. . 1174), of which this court is
a part, has no connexion with the Christian northern pointed style, but
is a fine example of the unique blend of Greek and Saracenic art found
in Sicily. The pointed arches are Oriental in origin. We have already
seen varieties of the pointed form in Egypt, Syria, Persia and India,
and have traced them back to great antiquity in Assyria.

Sicily has been the scene of numerous invasions and settlements.
Greeks, Carthaginians and Romans overran it in turn: the Byzantines
occupied it in the early centuries of the Christian era, until in 827 the
Mohammedans invaded and held it till 1016, when the Norman knights
conquered the island. Immeasurably superior though the Mohammedan
culture was to that of the Normans, no great edifice remains which can
be positively attributed to the period of Moslem colonization. There
are, however, many buildings whose Saracenic design or ornamentation
is so unmistakable that it is clear the Norman Counts wisely employed
their skilled and artistic Mohammedan subjects as architects and decora
tors. The church of San Giovanni at Palermo (1132) would pass for
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ARCHITECTURAL STYLES

for pointed arches were used in Oriental styles which differed from it
in nearly every characteristic.

The Roman round arch held its own till the middle of the thirteenth
century, after which we find nothing but pointed arches for several
centuries, except in Italy (and to a degree in Spain) where the Gothic
style was never fully accepted. Italy did not adopt the Mohammedan
pointed arch so widely found in Sicily. Broadly speaking, Italy was
faithful to the Roman round-arched principle and resisted the pointed
style, whether it came from the South or the North.

We find examples of the pointed arch in Southern France (Provence)
early in the ninth century, but it did not come into general use until
three hundred years later. Even in Provence it was not used for windows
at first, but only for spanning wide spaces within; the pointed window
seems to have developed gradually from the idea suggested by the pointed
roof-vault.

There is no proof that the Oriental pointed window was the parent
of the Gothic one. It is not impossible, though, for the Crusaders must
have observed it in the East. But if it were so, we should expect to
find pointed windows at the earliest period in France instead of only
pointed vaults and other wide spans. The Norman-Saracenic Sicilian
buildings may have had some influence in suggesting the pointed arch
to the French, but, if so, the connecting links are lost.

In a later chapter we shall examine the early pointed arches in Pro
vence for they are closely connected with a most important subject — the
real difference between the Gothic and every other style. R.

Music by its hidden, divine power grasps the human heart, stirs it,
wraps it about itself and modifies it at will. Now it disturbs, then cheers
it; now fills it with love or fright and then moves it to mirth or tears,
and all through the secret work of harmony and especially by virtue
of song.

Not only the ancient heroes cultivated music, but also the great
legislators and philosophers did not consider themselves complete unless
they had a knowledge of music. Giambattista Mancini
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THE DOVES OF VENICE

By Laura Winthrop Johnson

STOOD in the quiet piazza.

Where come rude noises never;

But the feet of children, the wings of doves.
Are sounding on forever.

And the cooing of their soft voices,
And the touch of the rippling sea,
And the ringing clock of the armed knight.
Came through the noon to me.

While their necks with rainbow gleaming,

v 'Neath the dark old arches shone,

And the campanile’s shadow long.
Moved o’er the pavement stone.

And from every °‘coigne of vantage,’
Where lay some hidden nest,

They fluttered, peeped, and glistened forth,
Sacred, serene, at rest.

I thought of thy saint, 0 Venice!
Who said in his tenderness,

“I love thy birds, my Father dear,
Our lives they cheer and bless!

“For love is not for men only;
To the tiniest little things
Give room to nestle in our hearts;
Give freedom to all wings!”

And the lovely, still piazza,
Seemed with his presence blest,
And I, and the children, and the doves,
Partakers of his rest.— Selected
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THE FAIRIES

UT WONDER,” said blue-eyed Fanny,
1 “How all the tiny buds know
Winter is gone and spring is here
Waiting for them to grow!

“Don’t you believe that the fairies
Whisper the news in the night;

And, for love of them, the blossoms
Open their eyes to the light?” — Selected

ONE OF NATURE’S NOTEBOOKS

OT long ago, in the neighborhood of some large factories,
it was noticed that the trees and plants had become quite
weak and sickly and the fumes from the tall chimneys were
blamed as being the cause of it. The question was, as to how
this could be proved.

An ingenious botanist was consulted in the matter. He set to work
at once and cut down several of the injured trees, and starting with the
outer layer of wood, he began counting the rings. As everybody knows,
a tree makes one layer of wood or ring with each season’s growth.

After he had counted several rings, he found there was a sudden change,
and at a certain point the rings became thicker. This very plainly showed
that more growth had been made during the earlier years and there
fore the trees must have lived under healthier conditions. He then en
quired the date at which the factories had been built, and the year co
incided exactly with the place at the cut-off end of the trunk, where the
rings suddenly became thinner.

His discovery, taken together with other ascertained facts, proved
beyond any question that the trees had been half-poisoned by the manu-
facturies, and gives us one more proof of the accuracy with which Nature
keeps her records.

By looking at the rings at the end of the first wooden post you come
across, you can tell in a moment whether the rings were made in a dry
season or in a wet one. The dry, hot summers are less favorable to rapid
growth, and thus the narrow rings show that little rain fell during those
particular years, while seasons of pouring rain leave the record of their
date by making broad rings with the abundant sap sucked up out of
the wet soil by their roots.

By putting two and two together and keeping our eyes wide open, we
can read the notes which Nature is always jotting down. Nature is like
an open book to those who know how to read her records. P. L.
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THE TULIP AND THE BUMBLEBEE

I' 1\UT in the garden, the sunshine was coaxing a lovely

A pink tulip to open her blossom. Little by little

the leaves unfolded and when at last she shook out her

pollen-covered stamens and her fragrance floated free, she
had a visitor, a great black and yellow bumblebee.

Every day the bee visited the pretty tulip and gathered

the sweet honey from her cup and filled the little baskets

he carried on his black legs with the yellow pollen, which

aved for him. And he in his turn hummed to her his merriest

tunes as he gathered the store of sweets.
The little bee and the tulip were very happy through the
bright spring days.

One day the tulip noticed the bee was not so busy as usual. His
wings did not hum as merry a song. He seemed worn and tired as he
crept close to the heart of the tulip and lay still. “He is tired and sleepy;
I will rock him gently, and he will sleep and rest,” said the kind little
flower. So she rocked him very gently.

By and by the sun went down and it was night, and still the bumble
bee did not wake. Morning came with a sharp wind which swayed the
tulip, and the bee rolled out and dropped on the ground. Then the tulip
knew that the bee’s time had come to spread his invisible wings and fly
away to his rest, and that what had rolled out upon the ground was only
his worn-out body; so she was glad for the tired little bee.

Again came the wind and scattered the petals of the tulip, and one,
dropping on the body of the bee, curled about it like a little soft blanket
and covered it up.

Then it was that the tulip knew that she was going to her rest also.
Slowly she pulled all her soft green leaves down into her white chamber
under the ground. And then she pulled in all her little white roots, and
put a hard brown case about her bulb, and went to sleep.

The winter rains came, and the cold frosty air, and the snow, and
the tulip slept well in her little warm bulb in the ground. And the bumble
bee, too, rested safe from the winter storms on his invisible wings until
the spring came again.

Then the sun woke the tulip, so that she again sent up her pretty curl
ing leaf and bright flower, just as she had done the last spring. And
when the sun had again coaxed her lovely pink blossom to open, her
old friend the bumblebee, in a new shining black and yellow body,
came flying to her, humming his same merry tune, taking the sweets
she had in store for him just as he did before. And the tulip and the
bumblebee were again happy together all the bright spring days. Edytha

72

Digitized by GOOgle Original from

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



HEN-AND-CHICKENS

E beautiful plants of the Dudleya

pulverulenta adorn the hillsides of

Lomaland in early summer. They
belong to the Stonecrop family. The
neat rosette of thick, fleshy leaves from
which the flower-stem rises, is often a
foot and a half across and reaches
above a man’s knees.

Pulverulenta, as we need hardly re
mind the young Latin scholars reading
our pages, means ‘powdered’; for the
whole plant is dusted over with a fine
‘bloom’ like a grape or plum. Through
this delicate, powdery film the light
green of the leaves is clearly visible,
and the pale red of the flowers glows
through its veil of gray, like a pink
rose seen on a foggy morning.

The name ‘Hen-and-Chickens’is be
stowed because of its habit of throwing

out a circle of young plants around its base, so that it resembles a hen
surrounded by her brood of chicks.

The thick, juicy leaves grow apace
during the copious rains of spring, and
serve as a reservoir of water to tide
the plant over the warm, bright months
of picnic weather which go to make a
Lomaland summer. They look like
little century-plants with their pointed
leaves radiating from the central axis,
and they also resemble the century-
plant in their habit of storing up the
rain-water in their leaves.

Many of these water-storing plants
can live for an amazing length of time
when utterly uprooted and kept in a
dry place indoors. Except at the time
of putting forth their leaves, they part
with their moisture very slowly. The
bulbous stem of an Ibervillia has been
known to live unwatered and under cover

DUDLEYA PULVERULENTA
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for twenty years. Plants which have no arrangement for the storage of
water, could hardly live twenty days if hung up in a dry room.

One of the strangest of these water-storing plants, known as the
Wild Cucumber or Chilicothe, is quite common here. You would never
suppose from its graceful, ivylike foliage which drapes the stones and
many an ugly stump, that it grows from a huge, potato-like root as big
as a boy lying buried deep underground. In the museum of the Chamber
of Commerce at San Diego lies one such root surrounded by stuffed birds
and fossils, and every spring its fresh green foliage is punctually produced.

Dudleya sheldoni is a near relation of pulverulenta, but lacks the powdery
covering; the leaves are light green and the flowers are pink.

The Indians used the leaves for making soothing poultices. P.

SPEAK GENTLY

Speak gently! it is better far Speak gently! ‘tis a little thing.
To rule by love than fear: Dropped in the heart’s deep well.

Speak gently! let not harsh words mar The good, the joy, which it may bring
The good we might do here. Eternity shall tell.— Selected

BIRD NEWS FROM LOMALAND

T has been noticed that on chilly bright mornings the top twigs and
bare branches of the tall eucalyptus trees on the hill facing the
east are covered with little birds at sunrise. They keep flying up

from the canyons and western slopes (scores of them—Iinnets, warblers,
finches and sparrows) to get warmed by the first rays of the rising sun.

Mistress humming-bird was seen bargaining with a rose vine for
a bit of string which tied up the branch. After several futile attempts
to fly away with the loose end, she was seen going away with a bit of
a down feather cast off by the parrot.

We might do a bit of brotherhood work by tying a little bunch of
fluffy string where she may find it, close to the rose vine string.

When the birds are hurrying about taking their baths even late in
the day, hunting everywhere for food and coming down and alighting
in flocks and scurrying about restless and uneasy, then we may look for
a storm, as this is often an indication.

As early as the first of February the linnets and other small birds
seem to be hunting suitable places for nests. Already they are going
about in pairs, and seem to spend considerable time in proximity to
the particular spot that they have decided is to be their home. Edytha
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SELF-PROPELLED VEHICLES

tion; the railway, the bicycle or the automobile, was the most

modern, one would doubtless name the latter without much

hesitation. True, it was the last to popularize itself; but as

regards date of invention, it comes first on the list. It will
perhaps be not uninteresting to notice briefly why the automobile was
so long retarded in its development.

In 1769 Cugnot, a Frenchman, invented a vehicle which propelled
itself by means of a steam-engine. Either through lack of energy on
the part of the inventor, or lack of support on the part of the public, this
steam-truck of Cugnot’s served no other purpose than that of establish
ing the possibility of a self-propelled vehicle. There may be seen today,
in the Museum of Arts and Measures in Paris, a truck of similar design
constructed by Cugnot a year or two later. The idea of a self-propelled
vehicle was also taken up in England, and some notable results were
achieved during the first half of the nineteenth century.

Unfortunately, public opinion in England was very much against
this innovation: it was declared to be a menace to traffic, to pedestrians
and to the roads; and further progress in this direction was effectually
brought to a stand-still by a law providing that all locomotives moving
on a highway should be limited in speed to four miles an hour, and should
invariably be preceded by a man waving a red flag! This was as late
as 1865.

In 1860 the gas-engine was made practical. It was not, however,
until 1885 that a suitable driving mechanism, the automobile engine, was
evolved. Since then the progress of the automobile industry has ac
celerated steadily, especially in America, France and Germany, and
in England since 1896 — when the above-mentioned ridiculous statute
was repealed —until it has assumed its present gigantic proportions.

In contrast to the humble beginnings of the automobile, the intro
duction of the steam engine caused quite a sensation. This was un
doubtedly due in part to the character of its inventor, George Stephenson,
who persisted in pushing the matter through, in spite of all sorts of op
position. In fact, his Rocket has become historical, while no one ever
hears of Cugnot’s first automobile.

It is to the coal mines that we are indebted for the feature which
radically distinguishes the locomotive from the automobile: the fixed
track. As far back as 1630 wooden rails were in use in a colliery at New
castle, England, to run the cars of coal upon. Iron rails were first used
in 1767; instead of the flange being on the car-wheels, it was cast on

f F one were asked off-hand which of the three modes of locomo
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the rail itself. The wheels were of the ordinary pattern, with flat tires.
In 1789 flanged wheels were introduced.

One fact which held back the development of the locomotive for a
long time, was that learned mathematicians of the day had proved con
clusively that any locomotive strong enough to propel itself along a
smooth iron rail would have to be so heavy, in order to possess the neces
sary tractive force, that it would inevitably smash the rails. This led
inventors to endeavor to construct an engine with toothed wheels, which,
as can be imagined, soon jolted itself into scrap iron.

Perhaps the most extraordinary freak produced among early attempts
at locomotive construction appeared in 1813. It was built like an or
dinary car, and ran on rails; but the motive part consisted of a set of
mechanical legs which projected backwards and kicked the contrivance
along, just as a man moves a boat by poling against the bottom of the
stream. This extraordinary monster actually attained a speed somewhat
inferior to the ordinary rate of walking; but it finally blew up. M.

LEATHER TANNING

exist in our museums taken from the ancient temples and tombs
of the Pharaohs, showing that good leather was manufactured,
and even excellently dyed and finished, many thousand years B. c.

One of the earliest forms of tanning was by oil and smoke, the process
of which chiefly consisted of rubbing the skin with soft fat and after
wards exposing it to smoke produced by burning green wood, similar
to the process still used by various Indian tribes.

The art or craft of tanning has not undergone any radical changes,
and in general the method is very much the same as was practised cen
turies ago, the main difference being that materials have been introduced
which have a more rapid action than the old oak-bark method, such as,
chestnut wood, mimosa bark from Australia and South Africa, and
quebracho (‘break axe’ —indicating the extreme hardness of the wood)
from Argentina.

Each of the various materials possesses certain characteristics, and
the art of tanning leather satisfactorily depends on the blend of the
materials used, which are generally in the form of concentrated liquid
extracts of the woods and barks, and, instead of taking from one to three
years as in the ‘good old days’ when only oak bark was used, the process
can often be completed in as many weeks. T. B.

THE origin of tanning is lost in antiquity, but specimens of leather
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SOMETHING ABOUT STOVES

'T'"HE word ‘stove’ originally meant ‘a heated room.’
* The most important uses of the stove are to keep the
body warm and to cook food.
At first when a fire was made there was no hole in the roof
for the smoke to pass through, so the whole room was filled
with it; but the people endured it on account of the warmth, and the
better taste of the cooked meats. After a while a hole was made in the
roof to allow the smoke to go out. This was the first ‘stove.’
The first roasting was done by fastening the meat to a rod
arranged in a horizontal position above the fire. When one side
was roasted this rod or ‘spit,” as it was called, was turned so
as to get the other side roasted.
A hole was made in the ground for boiling food. Water
was poured into the hole, and heated stones were put into it, which
boiled the water in a short time.
After the use of clay was discovered earthenware began to be used.
These methods were very inconvenient, but it was still a long time
before any better ones were invented for cooking food.
As the early in habitants of the

lands around the Me-
need much heat, they
but used what are
or warming pans,
in Spain and other
where stoves are not
is filled with burning
around from room to
The brazier was
also; however the
of a colder climate,
caust.” They built a
clay pipes connecting
rooms in the house.
Rome in 476 a. b,
being used, and their
and cooking

diterranean did not
did not invent stoves
known as ‘braziers,’
These are still used
warmer countries,
needed. This brazier
charcoal and carried
room as it is needed,
used by the Greeks
Romans, on account
invented a ‘hypo-
fire in the cellar with
it with the different
With the fall of
the hypocaust ceased
methods of heating
were lost.

About the eleventh century the chimney began being used
in England, and by the fifteenth century it was very common.
As the fireplace did not heat all parts of the room, people
began thinking of something better; and this led to the invention
of the furnace and the modern stove. Atice W.
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SYMPATHY

By a Student

T MADE my doll a nice new shawl,
N Some shoes, a hat and dress;
And then I took her out to call

On Susie’s dolly, Bess.

Bess recently has had a fall,
And wears a constant frown;
Except what she had for the ball,
She owns not one nice gown.

We felt so bad we gave her all
The clothes my dolly wore:

The dress and hat, the shoes and shawl!
But I can make some more.

‘THE EYE OF HEAVEN’

oSUPR? HIS little fairy lady InsCrysdlora makes her springtim

JtkV bow to you! She is wonderfully fair to behold and oh, but

Egg her godmother was happy the day her canary-colored bloom

began first to unfold!

Can you see the three long, wavy silken petals standing out,
and the three broad perianth segments curving out and down, each one
bearing across its center an upward-turned banner? It is three separate
flowers in one.

Below, where the banners rise, closely concealed are the pistils and
stamens. The center of the flower, where all three upright waving petals
unite, is a glistening cup. One day Godmother poured a thimbleful
of water into this Iris Chrysoloras cup, and not a drop was spilled!

One of the poets calls the iris the ‘eye of heaven.” Do you know the
reason why? Because of this little water-cup reflecting the blue sky?

Does not the iris remind you of Joan of Arc and her lily-embroidered
banner? But Iris Chrysolora is a yellow blossom, not white like the
de-lis of the warrior maid. It is just a bit of vivid color in a Lomaland
corner whispering of spring and hope and new, new joy.  Ginevra
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LITTLE BIRDS AT NIGHT
By E. E. P.

/"N the edge of the canyon down by the sea,

Is a gray salt-bush, well known to me;
And there, when the sun sinks into the deep.
Dozens of dicky birds go to sleep.

As soon as the sun goes down in the west,
Each little bird finds his place of rest,
And you, if you happen to pass along,
May hear wee bits of a good-night song

Twitter and chirp and rustle of wings,
Lovely sounds that the dear night brings.
Then all is quiet, still and dark.

The bird’s night lamp is the glow worm’s spark.

A downy pillow for each little head,

Is under a little bird’s wing, ’tis said.

And they warm their feet when the weather is chill
In their feathery petticoats, ruffle and frill.

So all night long in the bush so gray,
The little birds sleep till the peep of day,
When they all awake and away they fly
Up to the tree tops, ever so high.

They watch the sun rise over the bay
Singing to welcome the beautiful day.

But the salt-bush home the birds love best
When the shining sun sinks into the west.

ON THE HILLSIDE

HE children had been playing on the hillside all the afternoon,
rolling down the smooth green slopes and gathering great
bunches of wild flowers. The hot sun and their scampers had
made them tired, and now they lay down under the furze
bushes and told fairy-stories.
One of the little girls, who was dreamy and thoughtful, seated herself
a little way off from the rest, beneath a tall eucalyptus tree, and gazed
across the green-gray hills to the azure bay beyond. The afternoon
was still and drowsy, and the little hamlet in the hollow seemed to lie
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under a spell of a thousand years’ slumber. She rested her head against
the gnarled trunk, dreamily weaving a flower-garland of the blossoms
in her lap. The bleating sheep grazed tranquilly near by. The shadows
lengthened, and the humming gnats buzzed round her head, encouraging
her eye-lids to droop and hands to fall idle in her lap. Soon she fell
asleep, and a dream floated through her mind. She dreamed that the
flowers of the field were like little children, and they wove themselves
into a wreath to crown some dear one’s brow.

“Come,” said one, “we will put daisies in the chain, for they will
bring her smiles and joy, but their petals must be tipped with the pink
of love, and their hearts must be of purest gold.”

“Yes,” said another, “and let the nodding hare-bells ring out their
fairy music in her ears; they will drown all sounds of discord around
her, and will bring her Peace.”

“Yes, yes, and the golden buttercup, and the paler cream-cup —
pray do not forget them, for they will give her faith and hope.”

“Ah,” cried one, “you have left out the little blue flower growing
by the brook. It always calls ‘Forget me not’—and it will bring her
memories, sweet and tender.”

“The white marguerite too, could you leave that out? It will tell
her that it loves her, and will bring cheer when she is lonely.”

“And the blue corn-flower, for it will give her strength and courage;
she will need them some day.”

“The gay poppy too, must join our gift, for she offers sleep, and that
will lull her sorrow, should she ever be sad.”

“There i1s some ‘Old-man’ yonder, by the hedge. Will you not put
that in, that it may bring her the fresh breath of her own hillsides wherever
she may wander?”

“Aye, and the golden broom, with its honey-laden blossoms; it
will give her sweet thoughts and happy laughter.”

“The Black-eyed-Susans too, with their ragged petticoats, will bring
her everlasting sunshine.”

They held the wreath aloft, laughing for joy at their handiwork.

“Only see, how beautiful it is!” they cried. “Surely these fairy
flowers will always crown her brow; oh, they will live forever in her
heart! Let us set it upon her head now, for she sleeps, that her awakening
may be joyous!”

They bore the wreath away, their merry laughter echoing over the hills.

She opened her eyes, as the golden sun dipped beneath the horizon;
and putting her hand to her head, felt a garland of all the wild flowers of
the field. She looked arcund to see if her companions had been near; but
she saw only the little flowers, nodding and dancing in the breeze. M. L.
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THE SUNSET LAND

E sat on the shore, his little feet in the warm sand. He was
watching the sun sinking lower and lower to the beautiful
sea; his eyes were bright with a smile. A basket of shells
lay beside him: he loved these pink and white and yellow
shells, which he called the mermaids’ flowers.

He saw a small boat coming towards the rock on which he stood:
its sail was like a rainbow, dazzling in the evening light. A mermaid
swam beside the boat, guiding it to the rock. Soon he was seated in it,
sailing swiftly over the water, which seemed to change its color with
every ripple. He sailed on and on, towards the sun...............

There were tall trees, with strange flowers in bloom, and birds that
sang songs like the sunset, beautiful and sad. He saw shells on the shore,
shells lovelier than any he had picked on any beach where rugged pine-
trees grow and wild doves coo in the twilight. There were flowers bloom
ing in the green fields: some were like great golden-hearted pansies, others
like wild roses that had caught a glow from the evening sky.

As he stood in the glory of the setting sun, wondering at the loveliness
of the flowers around him, he heard a sound near him, and a gleam of the
loveliest violet flashed under a rose-bush. Soon he saw that they were
tiny shining forms, dancing on the grass among the flowers. Some were
pink and blue, others white and gold, but all were of the palest colors.
These were the fairies of the Sunset-Land, that came and danced at
every sunset.

When the twilight came, and the colors in the sky grew pale, a soft
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breeze swept over the flowers, and as suddenly as they had come, the
shining forms disappeared. He watched them tripping to the water,
where the beautiful shells were lying on the sand. He saw the fairies
enter them, and as the last ray sank below the water, there was not
a shining form left on the shore..............

He had fallen asleep on the shore, and when he awoke the pale star
in the west was shining in the fading glow of the sunset. Tamiko S.

'T'THERE was a lovely blue flower growing beside

the lower path between Big Farm and Small

Farm, where Dan and Effie lived. I mean to say (did you

understand without explanation?) that Dan lived at Big

Farm and Effie at Small Farm, and that there were two connecting paths.

No one needed to walk around by the public road, unless he wished;

but if you were grown up or in haste you chose the upper path; if'you were

a child with time to spare, and if you liked the friendly little people of
woodland and stream-bank, you always took the other way.

Just where the lower path began to make up its mind to cross the
brook, there appeared one summer, when Dan and Effie were nine years
old, an unfamiliar low-growing plant, with a glorious crown of blue
flowers. No one knew its name, and no one but Dan seemed to care
whether it had a name or not. Dan cared. Dan always wanted to know
more and more about all the things that lived in his neighboring wonder
land of woods and field and brave waters running along between.

Effie, too, liked the trees and flowers and wild creatures; but Effie
at that time had begun to think too much about Effie. You know what
I am saying: she was growing vain and selfish. Although it is difficult
to speak of it, and, until you know the story, still more difficult to believe
it, Effie had become jealous of the little blue flower!

The first cause of her jealousy was this: Dan loved everything that
was blue. Bluebirds, the afternoon skies, the reflecting stream, Dan
thought the prettiest sights in the world.

When Dan first saw Effie, she was standing in a huge bed of bachelor
buttons, staring at him from within her big blue sunbonnet.

“You look like little Princess Flower-Eyes, Effie,” Dan had said.

“Who is Princess Flower-Eyes?” asked Effie.

“Why, don’t you know? Princess Flower-Eyes was the child of the
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THE FLOWER THAT FORGOT

summer clouds. She wore blue and silver, and her eyes were like pools
of sapphire,” said Dan.

Effie looked mystified, as she admitted, “I dont even know what
pools of sapphire are.”

“That means blue —beautiful blue,” explained Dan. “I am going
to be an artist some day, Effie, and then I will paint you a picture, and
you shall see.”

Effie had never before had a child playmate, and so it made her

very happy. So when Dan went down on his knees one day, beside the
newly-discovered flower, and told it that it was the most wonderful blue

b

thing he had ever seen, Effie began to have a queer feeling
quite new to her and which she did not understand,

Whereupon she did something of which she
will always be ashamed, It was not immediately
done, but she kept thinking about it all
through the autumn and winter. As soon
as it had come spring- time again and the
flower showed signs of getting ready to glorify
the summer for Dan, Effie nipped off every
bud as it appeared. Two or three times, it tried
again to put forth buds, but Effie destroyed them all.

Dan was watching patiently for the blossoms to come.

All winter he, too, had been thinking He had been mixing colors, in an
effort to find out how to imitate the wonderful blueness of the little flower,
the like of which he had never seen elsewhere; and he had been eagerly
awaiting the coming of spring and summer, in order that he might study
its hue and form; and perhaps begin, without waiting to grow up, to try
to reproduce what only his eyes saw and his heart felt, when he had
seen the blue flower for the first time.

The voice of Effie’s conscience was not mute, but as the days passed
and she saw how sad Dan was becoming, it was more and more im
possible for her to tell him what she had done. She was doubly troubled,
because Dan never again said to her that her eyes looked like blue blos
soms, in spite of the fact that she had removed the cause of her jealousy.

One day, as the children were returning from school, Dan said to
Effie, “Perhaps the blue flower forgot to make buds this year. It is so
dark there where it stands that maybe it doesn’t know that it is almost
summer.”

“Do flowers ever forget?” asked Effie, with burning cheeks.
“I don’t know,” replied Dan, “but it’s so strange. It looks so strong
and well, and yet not one bud has come out. Oh, if I could just see that

85

Digitized by GOOgle Original from

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



RAJA-YOGA MESSENGER

blue once more! It seems to me that I just can’t wait until another
summer.”

Effie did not speak.

“And no one knows its name,” added Dan, mournfully.

“Maybe we can find out the name. Maybe it tells in the big garden
book. I will ask Father to look tonight,” Effie promised, excitedly.
It seemed to her then that she would give worlds to undo the wrong
she had done.

But no —it did not ‘tell’ in the big garden book.

School closed, and after a while Dan began to take the upper path
because he was almost always in a hurry and the lower path was no
longer altogether attractive to him, because his disappointment about the
little blue flower was keener than anyone but an artist could understand.

Then Effie found herself often alone, suffering a real pain every time
she passed the bend where the little flower should have been blooming.
One day she sat down there, to think. She said to herself that Dan was
a dear good boy. She could see, at last, that what he had said to her
about Princess Flower-Eyes had not been so much for the sake of pleasing
her, as it had been the natural expression of Dan’s artistic nature; and
she began to see how ‘little’ she had been to prevent the flower’s bloom
ing, in order that she might win Dan’s praises for herself. Tears stood
in her eyes, but she dashed them quickly away, because as she looked
down she saw that the little plant at her feet had put out a fresh bud!

A fresh bud! Dan should have his wish fulfilled, after all! He should
see that heavenly blueness before the summer passed!

Effie examined the plant carefully. She wondered if it were in a
perfectly suitable place. Did it get sunlight enough? Was there moisture
at the roots? Wasn’t the soil too hard?

Every day, as soon as she was up, Effie ran down to see .how the
bud was developing, to sprinkle a few drops of water on the plant, and
to loosen the earth about it. On the fifth morning blue began to show
at the tip of the new bud, and then, as fast as she could go, Effie ran up
to Big Farm.

“Come out, Dan,” she called. “I’ve a great surprise for you!”

“All right, in just a minute,” answered Dan, cheerily; Effie could
see that he was surprised at her changed manner.

They walked silently along the lower path, but when they came to
the bend and Dan knelt down beside the little blue flower, Effie could
no longer keep back her tears.

“Well, it didn’t forget, after all,” said Dan, laughing.

“No, Dan, I was the one who forgot,” said Effie, running off
to Small Farm, to hide her embarrassment from her playmate.
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THE CHILD AND HER PUSSY

And then it was Dan’s turn to forget. He forgot everything else
in the world, but that he had found again the wonderful blue he had
been dreaming about. Then the little flower began to forget something,
also; the little flower forgot that it was blooming out of season, and
went on furnishing the young artist with flower models all through the
summer and early autumn, up to the very beginning of the frosts —
something that has never happened since. Gwendolyn Brac

THE CHILD AND HER PUSSY

By E. Taylor

I LIKE little pussy, her coat is so warm,

And if 1 don’t hurt her, she’ll do me no harm;

So I'll not pull her tail, nor drive her away,

But pussy and | very gently will play:

She shall sit by my side, and I’ll give her some food;
And she’ll love me, because I am gentle and good.
I'll pat little pussy, and then she will purr,

And thus show her thanks for my kindness to her.
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A STORY OF LONG AGO

T was night. The little Prince, bom when Hesper, the evening

star, shone bright over the flaming ocean, slept, guarded from

every harm by faithful watchers. The firelight shone on hangings

of silk and velvet, and gold and gems reflected the leaping flames.

Slowly the embers faded and sleep closed the eyes of all

the watchers in that royal chamber, except one old, old servant, the

nurse, trusted above all others by the king. When only she remained

a wakeful witness, a radiant form stepped into view, and another and

another, till seven wise Spirits stood grouped around the cradle, to confer
their gifts on the king’s sleeping child.

The first Spirit breathed love of right into his soul; the second, daunt-
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A STORY OF LONG AGO

less courage to uphold the truth; the third, the power to act; and the
others, the gifts of music, poetry, and art. But the seventh, the Spirit
of Light, holding the pretty babe against her heart, said: “My gift is
Wisdom. When this royal soul has sought and found its secret source,
he may take possession of the others, for then only will he be able to
use them.”

Morning dawned. The Spirits had departed, but the old nurse re
solved to train the Prince in such wise and careful ways that he would
have the power to find the Light Spirit’s priceless gift.

So through all the golden years of childhood, the Prince was taught
by precept and example all things befitting his high estate. None but
the old nurse, however, knew what latent power was waiting to be aroused
in the heart of her young charge. She watched and waited, striving
to awaken in the Prince the desire for the gifts conferred upon him —
grieving when she failed, but ever trusting, and holding fast to the pledge
she had imposed upon herself.

So, at last, as was the custom of that land, the Prince was sent into
the world to prove his worth and his right to his father’s dominions.

He had many adventures and successes, and some failures, till at
length he began to long for something better than he had ever done
before. So, when his own efforts had awakened the flame of aspiration
in his breast, the seventh Spirit appeared to him and said: “My son,
deep in the iron rocks of yonder mountain cave lies embedded a stone
of radiant light, the stone of Wisdom. If you are to be the Prince you
really are, seek it out; neither fail nor falter on your quest, though every
evil spirit of earth bar your way.”

She vanished, and all eager for the task the Prince set forth upon
the quest.

Fierce enemies assailed him. Weary and disheartened, he was about
to turn aside, but the thought of his mother revived his fading courage.
He toiled on, subduing his foes, and with bleeding hands penetrating
deeper and deeper into the pitiless rocks, till —O joy of joys! —a
flashing light shone before him. But before he could touch what he
thought to be a glowing stone, he perceived the light to radiate from his
own heart —he was its center and its life.

All nature lay like an open book before him; — neither earth nor
air held any secrets from his gaze, and the hearts of men were like poems
easy to read. The inmost recesses of his soul seemed to stir and throb,
and then he found that the gifts of the other Spirits were a very part of
himself. He had found in himself the power to use them, and he returned
to his father’s house, to rule wisely over the land entrusted to him to
protect and defend. K. H.
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LOST - THREE LITTLE ROBINS

, where is the boy, dressed in jacket of gray,
Who climbed up a tree in the orchard today,
And carried my three little birdies away?
They hardly were dressed,
When he took from the nest
My three little robins, and left me bereft.

0 wrens! have you seen, in your travels today,
A very small boy, dressed in jacket of gray,
Who carried my three little robins away?

He had light-colored hair,

And his feet were both bare.
Ah me! he was cruel and mean, I declare.

0 butterfly! stop just one moment, [ pray:
Have you seen a boy dressed in jacket of gray,
Who carried my three little birdies away?

He had pretty blue eyes,

And was small of his size.
Ah! he must be wicked, but not very wise.

0 bees! with your bags of sweet nectarine, stay;
Have you seen a boy dressed in jacket of gray,
And carrying three little birdies away?
Did he go through the town,
Or go sneaking aroun’
Through the hedges and byways, with head hanging down?

0 boy with blue eyes, dressed in jacket of gray!
If you will bring back my three robins today,
With sweetest of music the gift I'll repay*

I'll sing all day long

My merriest song,
And 1 will forgive you this terrible wrong.

Bobolinks! did you see my birdies and me —
How happy we were on the old apple-tree?
Until I was robbed of my young, as you see?
Oh, how can I sing,
Unless he will bring
My three robins back, to sleep under my wing?

— Selected from Songs for Our Darlings.
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IN HIAWATHA’S COUNTRY

LMOST everyone has heard of Minnehaha Falls and is
familiar with Longfellow’s poem The Song of Hiawatha, which

t tells of the Indians and their favorite camping ground in this
beautiful locality where the falls are.

But little has been said of Minnehaha Creek that feeds
the falls and that winds its way through woods and meadows for several
miles above, from where it receives the overflow from Lake Minne
tonka (meaning ‘Big Water’). Along its banks grow the wild flowers,
such as marshmarigolds, showy orchids, wild roses, blue flag lilies and
yellow and pink moccasin flowers.

Much of the shores of the creek is in as wild a state as when the Indians
roamed at will along its course, fishing and hunting. The Indians lived
in their wigwams, and the squaws made baskets with their papooses
strapped to a board near by; while other children played about, picking
flowers, looking into birds’ nests to see if they contained tiny eggs or young
birds, or perhaps watching the turtles on a dead log in the water or the
boys making bows and arrows.

There are many birds and wild fowl, such as the plover, loon, wild
goose, blue heron and grouse, besides the blue bird, scarlet tanager,
flicker, robin, red-winged blackbird, blue jay and song sparrow and others.

The Redman made his own canoe of the birch bark, and I expect
that is where the white man got his model for the ones now in use.

Here the Indians lived for many years. There were many tribes
of them, but they were not all friendly to each other, so the little boys
were brought up to be warriors to fight against the hostile tribes.
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The friendly tribes pledged their faith in a peace pipe. This pipe
was made of red pipe-stone and the long reed from the margin of the
creek made the pipe stem. A war council would be held; the calumet or
peace-pipe would be passed round the circle and the pledge to live as
brothers henceforth was sealed and each one went their way in silence.

In this land now called ‘Minnesota,” it was not always spring-time.
Winter brought snow and ice. The first snow made caps on all the rocks
that were above the surface of the water, making the water quite black
in contrast. Then it would grow colder, and glistening icicles would hang
on the falls and the ‘Laughing Water’ would be silenced for a while.

Below the falls the creek goes on its way to the Mississippi River,
through a beautiful valley with wooded bluffs on either side and ferns
and flowers along the paths on the banks in summer; while all is man
tled in white snow during the winter. Luclla

THE BROWNIES’ GARDEN

VERY day as we are going down to the garden, I have a
thought that if I break a twig off a shrub or tree, that it in
jures it just the same as if a person were hurt. I also have a
thought that if I do my work willingly and well it makes me
feel happy as well as the plants.

We have just been setting out young plants, and are looking forward
to happy little faces that will make other people happy.

Under the shade of some grevillea trees we have our pansies. There
must be over nine hundred. Before long we will be able to make little
bunches of them for the prisoners in the County Jail.

Our violets are just beginning to show their purple flowers. Last
year we got big bunches of violets to give to our great helper, Madame
Tingley, and we hope to have the same success this year.

We have been waiting anxiously for rain to make our roses grow,
but in the meantime we have to water the roses ourselves.

On a bright summer morning we all wish every one would come and
see our garden. All the flowers are covered with dew, for you must know
that the fairies water the flowers in the night.

In the evening if you should see our garden you would notice the
flowers drooping a little; this is because they are getting ready for their
night’s rest. Now and then you hear a bird in the cypresses, and looking
sharp you see a mocking-bird singing for all he is worth.

Many visitors who come to Lomaland marvel at the beauty of our
garden, because the plants are so well cared for. Rafael S; age 1212 years.

92

Original from

Digitized by b o o g ie
NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



HOME-SICK FROGS

the can-yon on the oth-er side of the house where they might be
just as hap-py and croak as much as they pleased and yet not
dis-turb the neigh-bor-hood. So it was done. But on-ly half
an hour passed be-fore the pond was a-gain in-ha-bit-ed by these
two lit-tle live-ly croak-ing frogs.

Hard-ly be-liev-ing such ti-ny crea-tures, no big-ger than your
thumb, could have hopped up the side of the can-yon and found their
way home a-gain, they were car-ried far-ther down the can-yon, but
with the same re-sult: they were back a-gain in-side of an hour!

Puz-zled as how they real-ly man-aged
to get back so soon, and al-most be-
liev-ing that these two must
have made friends with
the field-mice who, tak-ing pi-
ty on the lit-tle wan - der - ing
frog-gies, per-haps car-ried them
home on their backs; or thinking
that they must be other frogs, they were car-ried

still far-ther the next night to a pond in the wild-flow-er gar-den, ful
ly three blocks away, where every li-ly-pad was owned by a frog
and the wa-ter swim-ming with tad-poles. Now it seemed that they
were con-ten-ted and did not wish to re-tum. For three nights
there was peace and qui-et in the neigh-bor-hood of the 'lit-tle pond.

Late in the eve-ning of the fourth day, how-ev-er, what do you
think was seen hop-ping a-long the path which led to the lit-tle pond?
It was one of the lit-tle frogs, go-ing home just as fast as he could
hop! And not long af-ter there a-rose from the pond two fa-
mi-li-ar croaks. [ feel sure if we could have un-der-stood those
croaks, we would have found that they meant just the same in
frog lan-guage as it does in our lan-guage when we sing, “Be it
ev-er so hum-ble there is no place like home.”

They did-n’t come home on the back of field-mice ei-ther. They

knew their way, and just hopped, hopped, hopped all the way. E.
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THIS IS

AL FRED AND AL ECK

AM Al-fred, and Al-eck is the sleep-y lit-tle bur
ro. He is not real-ly sleep-y. He is just wonder
ing where we are go-ing now. We have been
out in the park, a-round the lit-tle lake, and we

arc¢ now on our way home.

As soon as
he stops with-
step far-ther.
his eyes and
next or-der.
are both five
am on-ly a Iit-
that 1s quite
bur-ro.
get home it
for Al-eck’s
takeoff his bri-
and give him a

I shall give

[ say “Whoa/’
out tak-ing a
Then he shuts
waits for the
Al-eck and 1
years old. I
tie boy, but
ag-ed for a
When we
will be time
dinner. I shall
die and sad-dle
nice rub.
him a drink of

wa-ter in his new red pail. His man-ger will be filled with
hay and he can take plen-ty of time for munch-ing. He

will not be so sleep-y then!

This af-ter-noon Al-eck is go-ing to spend inapas-ture.

Won't he be hap-py out on the soft green grass with

no-thing to do but run and eat and sing?

Sing? Of course he can sing! Have you nev-er heard
a mu-sic-al bur-ro prac-tis-ing? It it is not a ver-y beau-ti-
ful song but if he does his best, who can find fault? Z.
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HEROES

'"T'HE heroes are not all six feet tall,

#* Large souls may dwell in bodies small.
The heart that will melt with sympathy
For the poor and weak, who’er it be,

Is a thing of beauty, whether it dwell

In a man of forty, or a lad of nine.— Selected

HUMANITY’S IDEALS

N thinking over the subject of Humanity’s Ideals, the question
naturally arises in our minds: What are the Ideals of Humanity
and how are they to be attained?

Before answering this question, let us consider the meaning
of this term ‘ideal.’

An ideal is a mental conception of our highest aspirations of a pure
state of existence; but it is also used in other ways. The business man,
whose only object in life is to make a fortune, calls the object of his
struggles his‘ideal.” There are many other classes of ideals, but they
usually have the common incentive of power and love of fame. We
will not deal with any such conceptions of our subject, but for a moment
take a glimpse of the calling and true object of man’s life.

Every man has, oftentimes unknown to himself, a guide —call it
‘the Law’ or Deity, if you will. It is a hand, as it were, on our shoulder
pointing out and guiding our steps to the ideal of human perfection.
It is our only protection, and just so long as we cherish its promptings
do we live rightly.

But we are only too apt to become careless and unconscious of its
presence, and in a great many cases cease to regard its promptings. What
is the result? Imagine, if you can, man entirely destitute of this guiding
hand. He has no object in life, and his end is a total break-down, physical,
mental and spiritual. Such examples are only too prevalent.
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Why man should sink to such a state of degradation is hard to under
stand. Not content with pointing out to us the true object of life and
guiding us along the path of duty, the Law here and there strews land
marks along our path which we have come to call the ‘Opportunities of
life.” But here again, many have become so blind that they pass them
by unheeded, allowing the golden moments to pass.

The Law is just, and always satisfies the hunger of the heart. The
question often arises: How does man get along in the world, ignoring
the higher voices of life? As the world goes today, with all its unrest
and ignorance, it is becoming more and more difficult to understand the
promptings of the Law. Hence the need for some one of great soul, who
is in touch with the Law and the real meaning of life, to point out to
man his possibilities, and the way to realize his ideals.

The failures in life are due in most cases to the kind of seed that is
sown in early life, and in others to lack of knowledge as to the true mean
ing of life.

The Universal Brotherhood and Theosophical Society is an organiza
tion whose object it is to point out to man his possibilities and give him
an ideal. It had a founder whose ideas in establishing such a movement
were entirely for the benefit of humanity. Such a leader was H. P.
Blavatsky. The second Leader, William Q. Judge, stood alone, as Madame
Blavatsky had done, amid innumerable hardships, and when he left us
he had made it possible for our present Leader, Katherine Tingley, to
establish the Society on a firm foundation and to spread the work to
other quarters of the globe with an unparelleled success.

Why has the work of these three Leaders been attended with such
marked success? It all lies in the nobility of their ideals. They knew
that the only hope for humanity was to train up children to a real under
standing of life. And so Katherine Tingley established Raja-Yoga Schools
in which after a few months of training the children are very remarkably
improved. What is the cause of this change? Raja-Yoga points out to
them the true ideals in life, and brings out of each child the higher qualities
of the heart, such as will, honor, unselfishness, truthfulness and self-
control, which in this education become absolutely necessary for purposes
of self-discipline.

But you may ask: Is it ever possible to attain to one’s ideals? We
may truly answer “Yes” and “No,” for this reason: Raja-Yoga teaches
us that as soon as we reach our ideal there is always another ideal ahead
of that.

What are we to do then to fit ourselves to help Humanity? We
answer: Obtain a Raja-Yoga training. Hubert Dunn
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FOR THE SAKE OF THE INNOCENT ANIMALS

URING his march to conquer the world, Alexander, the Mace
donian, came to a people in Africa, who dwelt in a remote and
secluded corner, in peaceful huts, and knew neither war nor
conqueror. They led him to the hut of their chief, and placed
before him golden dates, golden figs, and bread of gold.

“Do you eat gold in this country?” said Alexander.

“I take it for granted,” replied the chief, “that thou wert able to
find eatables in thine own country. For what reason, then, art thou
come among us?”

“Your gold has not tempted me hither,” said Alexander; “but I
would become acquainted with your manner and customs.”

“So be it,” rejoined the other; “sojourn among us as long as it
pleaseth thee.”

At the close of this conversation two citizens entered, as into their
court of justice.

The plaintiff said: “I bought of this man a piece of land, and as I
was making a deep drain through it, I found a treasure. This is not mine,
for I only bargained for the land, and not for any treasure that might
be concealed beneath it; and yet the former owner of the land will not
receive it.”

The defendant answered: “I hope I have a conscience as well as my
fellow-citizen. 1 sold him the land with all its contingent, as well as
existing advantages, and consequently the treasure inclusively.”

The chief, who was also their supreme judge, recapitulated their
words, in order that the parties might see whether or not he understood
them aright. Then, after some reflexion, he said, “Thou hast a son,
friend, 1 believe?”

“Yes.”

“And thou (addressing the other) a daughter?”

“Yes.”

“Well, then, let thy son marry thy daughter, and bestow the treasure
on the young couple for a marriage portion.”

Alexander seemed surprised and perplexed.

“Think you my sentence unjust?” the chief asked him.

“Oh no!” replied Alexander; “but it astonishes me.”

“And how, then,” rejoined the chief, “would the case have been
decided in your country?”

“To confess the truth,” said Alexander, “we should have taken
both into custody, and have seized the treasure for the king’s use.”
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MORAL TRAINING

“For the king’s use!” exclaimed the chief. “Does the sun shine on
that country?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Does it rain there?”

“Assuredly.”

“Wonderful! But are there tame animals in the country that live
on the grass and green herbs?”

“Very many, and of many kinds.”

“Ay, that must then be the cause,” said the chief; “for the sake of
those innocent animals the all-gracious Being continues to let the sun
shine and the rain drop down on your own country, since its inhabitants
are unworthy of such blessings.” — Selected

MORAL TRAINING

NSTRUCTION in morals is offered in all good schools. Imagine
it’s not being offered! When you are looking for a proper school
for your boy you study carefully the moral tone of the places
advertised. The thought that underlies all others while you
are making plans for him, packing his trunk, bidding him good
bye, is: May he come back uncontaminated! May his sense of honor,
his inherited uprightness, carry him through temptations while he is
away from home. You give him once more the old true precepts of life
and then you let him go; and he being gone, you fervently pray that your
efforts at the moral instruction of that boy may be repeated and supple
mented by all the older folk who surround him, wherever he may be.

Mothers who have their children in the Raja-Yoga School at Point
Loma have not these fears, for they have seen the actual carrying out into
daily life of the highest standards of morality. They have seen children
trained, and well trained; built up, strengthened and set firmly and
self-reliantly upon their own feet. In this school there is daily exempli
fication of high ideals attained. Here moral instruction and moral train
ing are twin blossoms of the ideal educational system.

Unfortunately, however, moral instruction is not always the twin
blossom to moral training. It can become a cankered and diseased
encloser of unbrotherliness that hates all that is good. Dickens and
Thackeray have left many portraits of those who preached, in schools
and elsewhere, of all that was good under the cover of a cloak that con
cealed much that was cruelly bad. The world will never forget old
Squeers and his teaching.

You know, yourself, if you start off with a class in an endeavor to
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teach all you know about righteousness, and open good books for them
and talk to them of morality, unless you stand there the master of your
self, one who can show them how they may come as far at least as you
have gone in an honest effort at strictly right living, your moral instruc
tion will be only a very small part of all those similar efforts — good
only a little way through. Like fruit rotten at the core, it may be pretty
to look at; but it will not travel far.

How many boys come home from college stronger morally than when
they kissed their mothers good-bye and rushed away?

Why should it be so wondrous a thing successfully to train a child
rightly? You may train a creeping plant to climb a trellis; and you have
simply to visit it now and again, tie here and snip there. You have not
to set the vine the example of climbing. You can train your dog to carry
a bone or jump a stick; but you have not to show him by anything but
commands and signs how these tricks are to be executed. You can
train your hair to curl and your voice to sing. By practice and perse
verance does such training proceed towards perfection. But how about
the moral training of a child? Can not that be undertaken with as fair
a degree of hope of success as you began with these others: the vine
and the rest?

A child is no vine to be set before a trellis and told to climb up, and
be left alone. He is not like a puppy that may be coaxed into the per
formance of angelic little tricks. When you train a child, you —you
yourself — do the climbing first, showing the little feet just where to step,
the little hands just where to cling. You cannot excuse yourself every
once in a while, telling him to go on advancing and clinging, while you
relapse to your former low level of creeping on the ground. If you go
down, down slips the little climber; and it will be hard to get him to
fancy the idea of the trellis, when you begin again to admonish him.
He will not have much faith in your method. How can he? You cannot
set him right by words: his soul is not concerned much with words. If
you are a teacher who knows the truth and seeks to live it, he feels who
you are and follows; he hears your call even when your voice is hushed,
and answers with a rush of sweet eagerness to reach the place where you
stand. You are then a trainer in morals, but verbal moral instruction is
an unnecessary tedium for you both.

Paraphrasing one of the telling points in ‘The Little Philosophers,’
teacher and parents might sum up the whole question in these words:

“How then shall we teach our children to be good?”

“Why, by being good!”

And therein is the success of Raja-Yoga and the secret of moral training.
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THE CRUST OF BREAD

T MUST not throw upon the floor
The crust I cannot eat;

For many little hungry ones
Would think it quite a treat.

My parents labor very hard
To get me wholesome food;
Then I must never waste a bit
That would do others good.

For wilful waste makes woeful want,
And I may live to say.

Oh! how I wish I had the bread
That once 1 threw away! — Selected

THE STAFF OF LIFE

READ has been used by man from time immemorial.
Baking was highly developed in ancient Egypt, and many
references to this fact are found in the old inscriptions. Recent
ly a loaf of bread 4,400 years old was found. It was three-
cornered, and bears some resemblance to a modern oatmeal
cake. After all these centuries, it still looks good enough to eat and
even smells like bread.

The ancient Greeks learned the art of breadmaking from the Egyptians,
and they had at least sixty-two varieties of bread. They used nearly
all the grains, one of these being orindion, an Egyptian grain. They
often added other substances such as dried lotus roots, either for flavor
ing or for purposes of economy.

Demeter, the goddess of vegetation and the harvest, was associated
in the minds of the ancient Greeks with the homely art of breadmaking,
as the following would indicate:

“Demeter visits the barns in autumn; takes part in the mowing and binding up the com
and is the goddess of the sheaves. She presides over all the pleasant, significant details of the

farm, the threshing floor and the full granary, and stands beside the woman baking bread at
the oven. They leave her a fragment of bread at the crosswalk to take on her journey.”

Bread was very popular in ancient Rome, and in the time of Augustus

there were about two hundred public bake-houses in the capital city.

These were generally superintended by Greeks, who were renowned for
their breadmaking.

In many countries, however, bread is not used; that is, the baked
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THE YELLOW VIOLET

loaves so familiar to us; but there are various kinds of porridge used
instead, which form the principal diet of the peasants. Flora

THE YELLOW VIOLET

By William Cullen Bryant

HEN beechen buds begin to swell,
And woods the blue-birds’ warble know,
The yellow violet’s modest bell
Peeps from the last year’s leaves below.

Ere russet fields their green resume,
Sweet flower, 1 love, in forest bare.

To meet thee, when thy faint perfume
Alone is in the virgin air.

Of all her train, the hands of Spring
First plant thee in the watery mould,
And 1 have seen thee blossoming
Beside the snow-bank’s edges cold.

Thy parent sun, who bade thee view
Pale skies, and chilling moisture sip.

Has bathed thee in his own bright hue,
And streaked with jet thy glowing lip.

Yet slight thy form, and low thy seat,
And earthward bent thy gentle eye,
Unapt the passing view to meet,
When loftier flowers are flaunting nigh.

Oft, in the sunless April day,
Thy early smile has stayed my walk,
But, ’'midst the gorgeous blooms of May,
I passed thee on thy humble stalk.

So they, who climb to wealth, forget
The friends in darker fortunes tried,

I copied them —but I regret
That 1 should ape the ways of pride.

And when again the genial hour

Awakes the painted tribes of light,
I'll not o’erlook the modest flower

That made the woods of April bright.

107

Digitized by Google Original from

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



VENETIAN BOATS

NLESS you have been in Venice and have sailed about in

a gondola, you have no idea how delightful it is. The picture

on this page was most probably taken because of the trees

in it. There are few growing trees in this city of flowing

streets, but one does not notice the lack of them because

of the novelty of going about between the buildings of a city in a boat.
Venice is built on a group of one hundred and seventeen small islands,
and around them wind something like one hundred and fifty canals.
Some are much wider than the one in the picture and some smaller.
Some are lined with handsome palaces carved and ornamented with

white marble. Other houses are of stone
with marble fronts, some of stone and
plaster, and all are yellow with age.
Many have dull green or brown
shutters or blinds to the windows, and
nearly all have the red tiled roofs,
The gondola is quite different from
any other boat, be- ing a very slender
open black boat which comes to a
point at either end. It is propelled by
a man who stands on the stem with
a long slender oar in an oar-lock at
the right side of the boat. How he can
make it go straight ahead, I could
never make out; but straight ahead it
goes, or turns a cor- ner and glides a-
long the canals to THE QUEEREST STREETS the right or Ileft,
just as if it were a- IN THE WORLD live and not guided
by the man at the stern. Indeed, sit

ting as one does in front of the gondolier (as the man who propells it
is called), one does not see him and the boat appears to be going of itself.
The oar moves so noiselessly through the water that all one hears is
a gentle lap, lap, lapping of the water as it washes the sides of the boat.
During the cold and rainy weather, one can have the shelter of a queer
little hood-shaped affair which is put on over the middle seats and af
fords cover for four people quite comfortably. The front can be left
open and there are little windows at the sides, and one can be as cosy
as can be in it. The gondolas do not travel very rapidly, but they glide
along quite fast enough for comfort, and so smooth and gentle is the
motion that one never tires of it.

There was a time when gondolas were so ornamented and decorated
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VENETIAN BOATS

at such an expense that it was necessary to regulate the style and cost of
them by law. This is the reason that they are always uniformly painted
black. The first year a new gondola is left unpainted so that one who
wishes to purchase it can be sure it is made of well-seasoned wood and
free from knots.

A gondolier becomes much attached to his boat. Strange as it may
seem, all boats, like people, have their own peculiarities, and gondolas
are especially sensitive in responding to the least motion of the single
slender oar.

At certain seasons of the year the gondoliers have boat races. There
fore they are divided into two factions, the Nicoletti who wear the black

sash and cap, and the Castel-
lani who wear the red. The
prizes are ban- ners and pen-
nons of certain combinations of
colors. The first race is in May,
and the prize is a banner of red
and gold. In the second race held
in August they race for two
pennons, one of green and one of
white and gold, In October there
is another race for a blue one.
The picture on this page is
another craft which is fre-
quently seen in Mediterranean
waters, in the lagoons about
Venice, and in the Swiss and
Italian lakes, These are fish-
ing boats with their lateen sails
which, when sail- VENETIAN FISHING BOAT ing before the
wind, are set in a peculiar way

which reminds one of birds’ wings. One striking feature about them
is that they are usually bright colored, generally reds and yellows, some
times in great patches of different colors. They are a beautiful sight
on the blue waters and against the dark hills surrounding the lakes.
There is surely something about all boats which gives us such a friendly
feeling towards them. Certainly they have been wonderful messengers,
flying from country to country across the deep waters, all down the
ages. They have made it possible for us to help and share with our
brothers in other lands the good things of all lands, which we could not
do without the interchange of commodities across the ocean. Eugenia
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“JUST as eating contrary to the inclination
is injurious to the health, so study without
desire spoils the memory, and it retains nothing
that it takes in.”—Leonardo da Vinci

Lomaland Photo & Engraving Dept.
LEONARDO DA VINCI

From a drawing by himself, now in the
Royal Library, Turin

“IN YOUTH acquire that which may re
quite you for the deprivations of old age; and
if you are mindful that old age has wisdom
for its food, you will so exert yourself in youth,
that your old age will not lack sustenance.”

—Leonardo da Vinci
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SOME RAJA-YOGA LESSONS FROM A LIFE

“Obstacles never bend me. . . . Every obstacle yields to effort. ... He who fixes
his course to a star, changes not.” — Leonardo da Vinci

HENEVER Madame Tingley meets the young Raja-Yoga

students at their studies or during the social hours which

are so delightful in Lomaland, she is always urged to speak;

and naturally, with the good of these boys and girls always

at heart, she often speaks of the future and of the oppor

tunities now before them to gain that versatility and rounded education

which alone can bring one to victory through the hard, rough places
of the world. ( Victoryto ‘Raja-Yogas’ means duty and service, purity

and love, high and generous purposes, and happiness brought to others.)

At arecent gathering she spoke of the Raja-Yoga principle of thorough

ness, the magic of careful attention to details, and also of the possibilities

of the Soul, which is never satisfied with doing one thing only, but seeks

expression in all. She dwelt on the mistaken idea that painting, sculpture,

architecture, poetry, music, and so on, are arts quite separate from each

other. “They are not separate,” she said, “but are aspects — children,

one might say —of Art itself. No one of them will ever give up its

richness to a student who has no thought nor knowledge of any other.”

To young folk educated under the Raja-Yoga system, with their
fresh, unspoiled views of life, all this seems very natural, for Madame
Tingley, who is the Foundress-President of their Academy and College,
has gone for her great principles of education to the Ancients. And
the Ancients knew and lived these great and beautiful truths, as the
art and architecture and the immortal writings they have left us tell us
constantly and in many ways. Moreover, they seem always to be reach
ing out a helping hand to us, these Ancients, and in order that the old
truths may not be wholly forgotten, they send into the world once in a
while (or surely it seems so) great workers for better things, who have
the true Spirit of Ancientry in their hearts. Sometimes these are philo
sophers, sometimes artists, again musicians, poets, scientists, or great
discoverers, but always they are Teachers. We think that Leonardo
da Vinci was one of these.

In a large historical work, written by Dr. Siren, who is Professor of
the History of Art in the University of Stockholm, Sweden (as all ‘Raja-
Yogas’ know, by the way, Dr. Siren has been a devoted student under
Madame Tingley for many years, and his little son and daughter are now
in the Raja-Yoga School in Lomaland) many things are told about
Leonardo that we cannot find in other books, and much that would
be helpful to the boys and girls in their home and school life.
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In the first place, the boy Leonardo was loyal to his teacher, and in
stead of flitting about from studio to studio, as is the fashion today, he
remained with Verrocchio (the sculptor of that wonderful bronze horse
at Venice) until all the lessons that the master had for him were learned,
and learned well. Then, too, he never had the silly idea that to master
one art, you must leave the other arts alone. He studied drawing and
painting and became noted for his knowledge of anatomy; he learned
perspective; he learned to model in clay and cast in bronze; he learned
the great principles of architecture; he became during these years well
versed in music, and his wonderful scientific gifts must have been well
cared for also, to blossom as they did in later years. Yet he never let
his natural versatility tempt him away from this path of loyalty to his
teacher, and to the most careful, painstaking attention to the details
of whatever branch of art he was learning at the time. The result was
that he gained so thorough a knowledge of the grammar and rhetoric of
art that later, when great ideas came to him, he was equipped to carry
them out. You cannot write great books, you know, if you neglect your
grammar during school days and will not learn to spelll And in art it
is just the same, although of course some do bring, as did the boy Leonardo,
great natural gifts into this life with them from some former life. But
these alone are not enough, for the brain is not brought over: that is new,
of course, and so must have its study-time and training or, like an un
formed neglected tool, it can never do good work.

Leonardo never finished studying either, his whole life long. He
was always studying —new facts or new problems in science, in military
engineering, in hydraulics, in mechanics; now it was the best way to
plan a city or construct a lofty dome; again it was some new principle
in anatomy or perspective or composition, or in the fleeting secrets of
light and shade ( chiaroscurohe called this, and we have taken the w
for our own). At other times he was deep in the mysteries of color or the
magic power hidden in the simple line.

At one time, Dr. Siren tells us, while making designs for a noble
equestrian statue that was to honor the house of Sforza in Milan, Leo
nardo went to Pavia to see there a wonderful ancient statue known as
Il Regisole, now no longer existing. With this we give a photographic
reproduction of some drawings he made from this statue. Look at them
carefully and note the evidences of close and loving study, of minute
attention to details; note the little tender trials of line after line in search
of just the right contour — almost like little threads of light flashing
and playing around the whole, aren’t they? Note the solidity, the firm
ness of the poise, the excellent construction, the spirit of intelligence in the
handsome head of the lower horse, and the splendid balance throughout.
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Note, too, how skilfully the man’s figure is suggested in the two sketches
—a shadowy, indistinct expression, and yet just as alive as the horse.
The lower figure, especially, is wonderful in its poetic thoughtfulness.
Many would pass this by
as only a smudged and in
jured sheet; but great ar
tists will tell you that they
could hang this on their
studio walls and find in it
something to study and
learn from, and live up to,
for years and years to come.
It is indeed an ideal example
of what a real ‘study ’ ought
to be. And is it not wonder
ful what a bit of paper and
a tiny, black point can do?
Why, the only word that
fits it at all iS— magic!
No artist of his day de
picted the horse with such
complete mastery as did
Leonardo. Many think
that this was because he
made such a close study of

the anatomy of the horse
LEONARDO DA VINCI'S SUTDY OF THE __as indeed he did. But

STATUE, IL REGISOLE, AT PAVIA ) )
we think there is another

reason and it is a better one: he loved horses. Vasari, the great art-
historian of that day, says that in horses

"Leonardo took much delight, and treated them, as he did all animals, with the greatest
love and patience. This he often showed, when he passed places in which captive birds were
offered for sale; he took them with his own hand out of their cages, having paid the price the
seller demanded, and restored to them the liberty they had lost. For which reason he was
abundantly favored by Nature; on whatever matter he bent his thoughts, mind and soul, he
displayed in the execution thereof such divine power that no one ever equaled him in swiftness,
dash, excellency, beauty and grace. ...”

Now, before we resign this little chance to dwell on the Raja-Yoga
virtues of thoroughness, industry and attention to detail, we will call
attention to the second illustration, reproduced from a tentative design
which Leonardo made for a large painting to be called ‘The Adoration
of the Magi,” a painting which, although never finished, yet forms, says
Dr. Siren, “a landmark in the world’s art.” It is a carefully drawn
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perspective, as you see, with two arches at right angles to each other, two
staircases, and low steps leading into the picture across the front. Any
student of art who has done his duty by the ‘perspective-course’ in school
knows that while the problems here are not difficult, yet painstaking care
is required.

See with what thoroughness and attention to detail Leonardo has
worked this out. The method may seem mechanical; the result may not
satisfy us wholly. But no matter whether Leonardo had the ultimate
secret of perspective or not; no matter about differing theories held by
other artists who were, for their own time, perhaps as great; these things
are all beside the mark. The point to be made here is that Leonardo da
Vinci had a theory, and in working it out he willing to take pains.
Laziness had no place in his make-up, for when the hand was idle the
busy brain was ever at work. Nor had pretense any place. What he
knew, he knew, and no man better; what he didn’t know, he was willing
to study and learn. We feel in everything that he did a quality of
thoroughness that is sublime. It is the cheap imitator who would have
people think that his productions are wafted off the end of brush or pen
airily and without effort, and that ‘inspiration’ has no need of acquain
tance with good hard work. Nonsense! The final thing may come quick
ly, easily, it is true; just as a blossom opens quickly and easily when
everything is ready and the time is ripe. But behind each lovely bloom
isn’t there always the plant or tree, and behind that still the soil? In
these studies of Leonardo we are looking at some of the leaf-buds of that
tree, while the soil in which it grew so sturdily was that long youth-
period of study.

A hard and loveless childhood was Leonardo’s, and his whole life
was saddened — though never embittered —by the jealousy and rancor
of inferior men. His most cherished designs were never carried out,
owing to the vicissitudes of politics and of war. Yet he never lost his
balance, never his strong tender patience, never his love for his fellow-
men. He had the antique point of view, the real spirit of the cultured
past.

A glance at such a life as this helps one to see Madame Tingley’s
wisdom in going back to the Ancients for the principles upon which to
build an ideal system of education. We can better understand her willing
ness to be persecuted, her willingness to be misunderstood. For she
is building the 1ife. She is forging a path, not only for little children
but for all who are students at heart, to better ways of doing, better
ways of thinking, and a nobler understanding of the supreme one art
from which all our separate arts spring—the art of living. G. K.
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STANZAS FROM
‘THE INDIANS’ WELCOME TO THE
PILGRIM FATHERS’

By Lydia Huntley Sigourney

A BOVE them spread a stranger sky;
Around, the sterile plain;

The rock-bound coast rose frowning nigh;
Beyond,—the wrathful main:

Chill remnants of the wintry snow
Still choked the encumbered soil,

Yet forth these Pilgrim Fathers go
To mark their future toil.

When sudden from the forest wide
A red-brown chieftain came,

With towering form, and haughty stride.
And eye like kindling flame;

No wrath he breathed, no conflict sought,
To no dark ambush drew,

But simply to the Old World brought
The welcome of the New.— Selected

AN INDIAN NEVER FORGETS A KINDNESS

T is not so often these days that one comes in contact with

those who can remember the Indians of our eastern states,

and who can tell stories about them that really happened in

their own family in their childhood, but here is a true one,

and I am going to tell it to you just as my friend told it to me
not so very long ago.

“Among the memories of my childhood is that of the Indians who
frequently came from an Indian Reservation in an adjoining county
to the village where 1 lived, to sell the willow baskets, bags and pin
cushions or bead-work that they had made.

“It was their custom to drive to the villages near by, bringing blankets,
food and cooking utensils, and, camping in the woods on the outskirts of
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the village, to go about offering for sale the articles they had made.
“One beautiful morning in November a family of six—father, mother,

a little papoose, a child of six or seven,
and a young man and maiden in their teens
— started very early to drive to the vil-
lage in which I lived, There was every
prospect of the con- ~ tinuance of clear
weather, so they in tended to camp that
night. Shortly after midday the sky dar-

kened and clouds gathered that betokened snow. Soon the snow began
to fall, and by dusk the ground was covered and all the bushes and trees
were appareled in their white garments.

“To the inmates of the homes where warm fires were burning, it
was a beautiful sight to see the snow-white covering enveloping the
earth, but to the Indian family it assumed a more serious aspect, as the
proceeds of their sales for the day were not sufficient to secure shelter
in one of the inns of the village, and to camp in the open with the baby
and child was too great a risk. So they decided to ask one of the villagers
for shelter. Fortune directed them to our home.

“The day’s work was done and the family had come together for the
evening, when there came a loud knock at the door. My father answered
the rap, and as he opened the door an Indian accosted him with an appeal
for shelter for his family for the night. After consultation with my
mother, their request to spread their blankets by our kitchen fire and
cook their food upon the stove was granted. Their horse was also pro
vided with shelter in the barn.

In the morning they were gone before any of the family, except my
father, had risen. We found some pretty work-baskets and bead pin
cushions, which they had left to requite us for our hospitality. An in
teresting sequel to this incident followed several years after.

“My father’s health became impaired, and he was advised by his
physician to seek employment that would bring him into the open air.
A kind friend offered to equip him as an agent, to take orders for agricul
tural implements from the Dutch farmers in a neighboring state. The
offer was gladly accepted, as the carriage drive from farm to farm would
be very beneficial to my father’s health, and his familiarity with the
Dutch language made his services valuable to his friend.

“One day about dusk, he found the road he was traveling led through
a stretch of forest. A drive of several hours was before him ere he should
reach his destination for the night.

“Wearied with his journey, and looking forward with eager anticipa
tion to the rest awaiting him, his attention was attracted by a light
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glimmering in the forest. Believing it must be from a human habitation
where accomodations for the night might be secured, he turned in that
direction. As he came nearer, a house and other buildings, in a clearing
in the forest, gave unmistakable proof that here was a home.

“He alighted, fastened his horse, and rapped upon the door. An
Indian woman opened the door and asked him to enter. When he came
into the light where she could see his face, a light beamed *from her eyes
and she seemed overjoyed to see him, extending her hand. She soon
made known to my father that she was the Indian woman who, with her
husband and family, had been sheltered in our home one night. Her
husband’s greeting when he came in was as warm as the wife’s. They did
all they could for my father’s comfort, proving how true it is that ‘An
Indian never forgets a kindness.’” Edytha

KEEP TRYING

F boys should get discouraged,
At lessons or at work.
And say, “There’s no use trying,”
And all hard tasks should shirk.
And keep on shirking, shirking,
Till the boy became a man,
I wonder what the world would do
To carry out its plan?

The coward in the conflict
Gives, up at first defeat;
If once repulsed, his courage
Lies shattered at his feet.
The brave heart wins the battle,
Because through thick and thin,
He’ll not give up as conquered —
He fights, and fights to win.

So, boys, don’t get disheartened
Because at first you fail;
If you but keep on trying,
At last you will prevail;
Be stubborn against failure,
Try, try, and try again;
The boys who keep on trying
Have made the world’s best men.—Selected
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among the poor, the wretched, and the sick. He never rested
from his labors, for men came to him at all times with then-
physical and mental troubles, knowing that they would find
in him unfailing strength and silent sympathy, though he looked
stem and reserved. Some men even called him “hard and unfeeling,”
but he went his way, smiling, with thoughtful eyes and puckered forehead.

Once his life had been different; but that was so long ago that he had
almost forgotten it himself.

As a lad he had lived in the mountains, amidst the endless grandeur
of the moors. Their greatness entered his soul; and as he lay beneath
the cloudless sky, listening to the birds, he let his thoughts wander un
chained over the vast fields of imagination.

As he grew older his thought-world became ever more real to him,
and he guarded it jealously from all intruders. Poetry and song filled
his whole being, and he poured out infinite love to all wild creatures
and flowers, for they blended with the fabric of his dreams.

Thus many years passed, and ever distant from the outside world,
he remained oblivious to its sorrows and sufferings. — Soaring on golden
pinions, his feet scarce touched the earth, save to rebound to ethereal
realms again.

One day he was called to the city to visit a sick friend; and there
he saw all the horrors to which he had so long remained blind. He awaited
with unspeakable longing the moment when he might return to his
native moors and the creatures he knew and understood.

In his aimless wanderings through the maze of filthy streets, incon
ceivable wretchedness greeted his gaze, and in his attempts to rise above
his surroundings he sank ever deeper into the quagmire of despair.

At last his release came, and he fled back to his heather and the open
skies. But somehow everything was not as it had been. His escape
did not make him as happy as he had expected, for a haunting thought
followed him constantly. Only he himself had escaped from the awful
squalor, leaving behind him myriads of others with their sufferings.
“Sadness always haunts me,” he told himself consolingly, “But it will
wear off soon, and the peace of the moors will enfold me again, and over
come this morbidness.”

But the days passed; the sunshine grew no brighter, and his restless
ness ever increased.

He began to go into the village, and among men, more frequently.
He noticed that even there the faces were not all happy. The children
fell as they ran, or knocked each other over at play; they cried heart-

f N the slums of a large city there lived a doctor, who worked
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brokenly, and ran to him for comfort. The older folk had their sorrows
too, but he could not understand these, for they were not of his world.
They sent a great appeal to his heart, but all the solace he could offer
was that the sky was blue, and the world full of poetry and music, which
they could not see. He told the children stories, and they listened eagerly,
and forgot their tears when he opened to them the door of his kingdom.

But still he was not satisfied; the great call within never ceased to stir
him. He had some great work to find, but he knew not where to look.

With the falling of the Autumn leaves, his aged mother fell ill. He
gave her all his time and his every thought. The winter blast that whistled
through the key-hole puffed pitilessly at the flickering life-flame. He
could not give her one atom of relief, in the blustering nights, when her
sufferings were great —and his ten times greater, as he watched hers.
They spent many such cruel hours together, when he buried his head
in his hands and was in despair at his own complete helplessness.

But at last Spring came, and with it a great loneliness, from which
even his dreams were no refuge. When the heart-hunger lost its first
sharpness, it left him with a dry-eyed heavy ache, but restless still.
“The loneliness no longer hurts me,” he thought, “but my peace of
mind seems to have deserted me. Perhaps it is because I was powerless
to help her that her sufferings haunt me still.” And then there came to
him an overwhelming sense of the weight of the world’s sorrow, and
his inability to lighten it. After that the restlessness left him, for he knew.

—Four years later a young doctor came to the slums of the city.
Day and night he went among the poor and miserable, his quiet manner
inspiring the confidence of even the most wretched. The dreamy look
returned to his eyes at leisure moments, but the fire of the man of action
alone was seen by the world. Marguerite L.

ON LOOKING ARIGHT

T'"\0 not look for wrong and evil —

*' You will find them if you do;

As you measure for your neighbor,
He will measure back to you.

Look for goodness, look for gladness,
You will meet them all the while;
If you bring a smiling visage
To the glass, you meet a smile.— Alice Cary
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A WONDERFUL EUCALYPTUS

HE genus to which
the Eucalyptus cornu-
la, variety lehmanni,

belongs, has many strange
peculiarities. Eu - calyptus
simply means ‘well-capped’
and the name is highly ap
propriate, for the flower-
buds are protected by a
neat little hat which falls
off at the flowering season,
unlike the buds of other

EUCALYPTUS CORNUTA VAR. LEHMANNI treeS whifh SPUt t0
AFTER THE LEATHERY CAPS HAVE BEEN ‘et fo*ded petals Spread
pushed off themselves and taste the

sweet summer air.

Out of the hundred and forty species of Eucalypti, all belong to
Australia except five, which have somehow wandered to the East Indies,
perhaps at a time when these two regions were connected by land.

The tallest tree in the world is said to be a Eucalyptus regnans in the
Cape Otway Range, which stands four hundred feet high.

The trees of the genus Eucalyptus exhale moisture from their leaves
very freely, and while gardeners complain that they rob their neighbors
of their proper share of rain, yet when planted in marshy regions they
are of the greatest service in drying up the surface water and making
the country suitable for cultivation and the habitations of men.

The Campagna near
Rome, once unhabitable
because of the mosquitoes
which bred in the shallow
pools, has become perfectly
healthy since the introduc
tion of the blue gum, or
Eucalyptus globulus. The
thirsty roots have sucked
up the pools and the mos
quitoes have mainly dis
appeared from the vicinity.

Eucalyptus cornuta var

ietylehmannimaywellbe eucalyptus cornuta var. lehmanni
looked upon as a tall shrub in the bud stage
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or as a rather small tree, for shrubs and trees differ only in size. In one
of the pictures you may see the neatly capped buds as yet unopened, with
their leathery coverings or ‘horns’ still on. These horns are green and
red and form a pretty contrast with the dark green leaves, whose slender
ruddy stalks remind one of red coral. One day you have a great surprise.
The pointed caps become detached at their bases, and are slowly pushed
off by the growth of the bundle of stamens within. At first they look
like separate little brooms; but very soon they spread themselves and
all together form a pom-pon of the palest yellow-green, which seems to
glow with fairy light within. The busy brown bees are soon at work and
may be seen struggling to reach the nectar, which lies at the base of the
jungle of stamens.

The Australian Government reports that the wood of this tree is the
strongest in the world, so that whenever a particularly tough, elastic
piece of wood is needed in the making of a cart or wagon, this wood is
always selected for the purpose. L.

ARCHITECTURAL STYLES AND THEIR MEANING

Chapter XXXII: Romanesque Architecture

E have now arrived at the time when a great change came

over the people of Europe. After the long, dreary centuries

of ignorance, the Dark Ages, since the destruction of the

high civilizations of Greece and Rome, the dawn of modern

civilization began to break. Of course, in large parts of
Asia the light of knowledge, wisdom and beauty had never faded but
was burning brightly when Christian Europe was suffering a general
eclipse. Mention has already been made of the brilliant Saracenic culture
in the East and in Spain —the link between ancient and Modern —
and it is easy to trace its effect in the enlightenment of the principal
European countries awakening from their uneasy sleep in the eleventh
and twelfth centuries.

A very curious superstition held back the Christian world for a good
while before the year 1000; it was widely believed that the end of the
world would come in that year, and people were naturally little disposed
to put up large and costly buildings, for to do so seemed unnecessary.
But when nothing happened (except the confusion and ruin of a great
many people who had made no preparation for living on earth after
A.D. 1000, and whose credulity had been taken advantage of by more
cunning individuals) a change began, and the arts, particularly that of
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architecture, which had been called from their sleep by the famous
Charlemagne a couple of centuries before, sprang into new life and
developed rapidly. Not only did the artistic side of architecture advance,
but also the scientific. Principles of engineering were discovered of
which the Romans, the most skilful engineers of antiquity in the West,
had only an elementary notion.

In studying the Romanesque style we shall find that the builders of
the eleventh century had already begun to employ the leading principles
of construction which later attained their triumph in such magnificent
edifices as Rheims and Amiens cathedrals.

Two kinds of buildings remain from the Romanesque period, Churches
and Castles, the latter mostly in England. We find no palaces, university
colleges, theaters, bridges, and of course no great public Thermae, or
Bath-houses, as in Roman times, for the ancient habits of cleanliness
had almost disappeared in Europe, except among the Moors in Spain,
who were scrupulously refined and who built innumerable small bathing-
houses in every town.

The Roman semicircular arch is the first thing that characterizes the
Romanesque style. It was not abandoned till the thirteenth century
when the pointed or broken arch became universal in Western and
Northern Europe. In Italy, from the time of the first Christian Emperor,
Constantine, the Latin architecture slowly but steadily declined, yet
even after the conquest of Rome by the Goths the vital spirit of Roman
architecture was not quenched in Italy. It has persisted there through
out the ages until the present day, though the Northern Gothic made
great onslaughts upon it in the Italian provinces near the Alps. Except
in a few districts in northern Italy, and then only for a short time, the
principles of the Pointed Gothic never supplanted the Roman idea, though
great advances and changes in details were made in the Renaissance.

So, while the Romanesque of most of Italy remained very like the
older style, that of the northern countries became something really new
because it made leading features of the principles of the balance of forces
and the grouping of supports. As we shall see, these became the great
and unmistakable marks of Gothic architecture; the Romans only ven
tured to approach them in a hesitating way, and the Greeks and Egyptians
avoided them altogether. The Pointed Gothic is Romanesque completely
developed, with a special tendency towards the display of painted glass
windows. We may safely say that the wonderful display of painted
glass windows in the great northern Gothic cathedrals could never have
been produced but for the principles of construction found in the Ro
manesque, though in the latter the windows were always small. R.
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THE CAMEL

HE dignified ‘Ship of the Desert’ is well adapted to his sur
roundings. His head is high above the flying clouds of sand
which swirl and dance along the ground at every breath of
wind; the eye is protected from the strong glare of the sun
by the overhanging eyelid; between his spreading pair of toes
lies a great pad of callous skin which takes sure foothold on the shifting
sand, and during the terrible wind storms his nostrils may be narrowed

THE CAMELS OF PISA AT PASTURE

Their ancestors were introduced into Italy by the Crusaders on their return from Palestine.

down to mere slits, thus preventing the drifting sand-particles from
getting into his lungs.

His appetite too is very accommodating and he browses contentedly
on the thorny scrub and wiry herbage which is all the provender the
wilderness affords. His Arab masters mainly live on dates, and such
is the power of his digestion and the hardness of his teeth that he is able
to extract nourishment from the seeds which would otherwise be wasted.
Travelers tell us that the sound of a herd of camels at their supper of
date seeds is awe-inspiring and terrible, resembling the noise made by
a powerful stone-crushing machine hard at work.

Although the camel has been used as a beast of burden for at least
five thousand years, he has never taken kindly to his work. He carries
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THE CAMEL

his heavy burdens because he is obliged to; but he does it without en
thusiasm and grunts in helpless protest while he is being loaded. The
camel presents a striking contrast to the newly-captured elephant who
cheerfully adapts himself to his new condition, performs his duties willing
ly, makes friends with his keeper, and is so gentle with children that
they are often entrusted to his care.

The camel is indispensable to the Arabs in their wandering life; but
they feel no affection for him, in the same way as we have no love for a
freight-car although it is of the greatest service in transportation. Even
the young camel never plays as lambs and kittens do, but takes life
seriously from the very first and never shows a trace of friendly feeling
or a gleam of humor. He realizes that rebellion is useless; but he will
not pretend to a light-heartedness that he does not feel.

The camels in the picture are Arabian or one-humped camels, and
as they are nowhere found in a wild state, their original home is unknown.
They are supposed to have spread from India to Arabia, and thence to
North Africa. In Spain these camels wander about unclaimed in the
Marismas, a strange, wild region between the Guadalquivir and the
Gaudiana. They are the offspring of domestic animals escaped from
their Moorish owners when these orientals occupied southern Spain.
The camels of Pisa have lived there ever since they were introduced by
the Crusaders on their return from Palestine. In the desert regions of
California, too, camels may sometimes be met with. They are said to
be the descendants of ancestors escaped from a traveling menagerie;
but as they love their freedom, they are rather shy of human company.

The hump on the back of the camel is pure fat, and in case of illness
or scarcity of food it gradually gets used up. It does not show at all on
the skeleton, so a sick or hungry camel has no hump at all.

The Bactrian camel has two humps instead of one, though why he
should choose to keep his spare fat in separate humps has never been
explained.

Camels were imported into the desert region of Australia some years
ago, and under the care of their Afghan drivers they have done splendid
work.

The dromedary is a swift camel suitable for riding and is often used
to carry mail

Poor, patient, plodding camel! Will another five thousand years pass
away before he gives up his feeling of dignified protest against work
and cheerfully performs his duty like a willing horse under a kind master?
He would make a splendid playfellow if only he would lay aside his
dignity and have a romp with the children, who I am sure would be
glad to meet him more than half way. P. L
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ATHENIAN MORTUARY MONUMENTS

HEN, in the Mithridatic War of 86 B. c., the Roman general
Sulla took the revolted city of Athens by throwing a large
mound of earth against its walls, he incidentally covered
up a large portion of what might be termed the public
cemetery of the ancient city.

Immediately outside the city walls, near the Dipylon Gate, was a
large tract of ground planted with trees and ornamental shrubbery,
among which were placed the sarcophagi and cenotaphs of prominent
citizens of Athens. After having been buried under Sulla’s mound for
nearly nineteen centuries these ancient works of art were found and
brought to light by the Greek Archaeological Society, and are now for
the most part reposing in the National Museum at Athens.

All of the monuments are of great beauty of design and execution,
and in all cases bear bas-reliefs representing the deceased employed in
characteristic occupations. Many of the women represented (Pamphile,
Hegeso, Demetria, and many others whose names are inscribed on stelae)
are seen with their children, or engaged in some graceful occupation.
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OIL FUEL

On one of the stelae we see the valiant Dexilaos striking down an opposing
foeman, while in yet another is seen the youthful Demokleides resting
under the weight of his heavy armor.

Many others have also been found which show different scenes in
public and domestic life, and as a whole they form a most valuable source
of information on different phases of ancient Greek life. The intrinsic
beauty of the reliefs is very great, and many of them are exquisitely
rendered. An air of calm and dignified repose surrounds these hallowed
stones, and the attitude and bearing of all the figures are noble and
refined: fit representatives of the beautiful ideals of the Greeks. H.

OIL FUEL

either petroleum, shales, or coal. The petroleum strata are
found distributed over the whole world.

Crude coal tar, creasote oil, as well as crude petroleum and petroleum
residue, are generally employed as liquid fuel for furnaces for steam,
smelting, and so forth.

During the distillation of crude mineral oils, the heat is raised pro
gressively, the first liquids to come off being light spirits. Later the
lamp oils, lubricating oils, and other denser liquids are distilled off until
at last is left a heavy residuum from which nothing further can be ob
tained. This residuum has of late years been turned to good account,
and its utilisation has given birth to a series of inventions of vast and
far-reaching importance.

The heavier liquid fuels are used mainly in steam boilers, marine
and stationary furnaces for smelting metal, and the production of heat
for various industrial processes where formerly coal, coke and wood
were used. The liquid fuels of lighter density are employed mainly in
internal-combustion engines. A popular illustration of this system is
the use of petrol (gasoline) in motors and cycles and numerous other
kinds of cars, the engines of which have to be started by external means,
such as manual power, compressed air, electricity, etc. The engine
sucks into its cylinder a charge of air and fuel, which on the next return
stroke of the piston is compressed and, at the right moment, ignited by
any one of several means, and the resultant explosion pressure works
the engine, the momentum of the flywheel drawing in the next charge.

MOST of the fuels suitable for industrial purposes are derived from
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Young folk’s Department

“Xf Xwm a toeto Sma ®KACH, X wOwM walks 5t a wiry
tmportamfc jpCint @F my bnrmes® t© Simp s® ewiry 1Sy amd gSirl
watlb tlbs dMty ©f Ms Cir to* Tbdmg Mmd tO aE amSnmaflR)’

—3Xdhm Englbtt

HAVE YOU?
(Selected)

HILDREN, have you seen the Have you watched the shades so

budding varied,

Of the trees in valleys low? From the graceful little birch,
Have you watched it creeping, creeping Faint and tender, to the balsam’s

Up the mountains, soft and slow? Evergreen so dark and rich?
Weaving here a plush-like mantle, Have you seen the quaint mosaics

Brownish, grayish, reddish, green, Gracing all the mountain-sides,
Changing, changing, daily, hourly, Where they mingling, intertwining,

Till it shines in emerald sheen? Sway like softest mid-air tides?

THE FAIRIES® ART PALACE

AVE you ever been in a fairies’ Art Palace? This one which
I am going to tell you about is away, way down inside a big
mountain. First 1 shall tell you how I found it.
Of course you know that my name is Willie, and I live in
a pretty little cottage near a clear, swift-running stream, and
this is the stream which flows right under the mountain I’'m telling you
about. (By the way, did you read what I wrote about ‘The Fairies’
Temple’ in the Raja-Yoga Messenger for January?)

Well, as I was going to say, very early one morning after I had fed
the chickens and the pigs, and done all my duties, I started out to gather
the pearly shells which are always clinging to the rough surface of the
rock on the side of this big mountain. They re so tiny that you have to
pick them off with the tips of your fingers, and they’re pale yellow like
the delicate color on the inside of a daffodil that has just opened.
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THE FAIRIES’ PALACE

I gathered so many that I put them in my hat and sat down to count
them. I counted up to eighty, and then ninety, and kept counting on
and on for a long time until I got to one hundred and five, one hundred
and six, one hundred--——-- when I heard a little voice say, “Come on
with me up to the Crystal Palace.”

I turned around to see who it was, and it was my little squirrel brother,
the one who showed me through the ‘Fairies’ Temple.” I couldn’t resist
him, so I left my hat full of shells and started to climb up the mountain.

The path was very narrow, and so steep and high that I could see
the tree-tops below, and the birds hopping around among the branches.
Every time I took a step the little round pebbles would start to roll down
behind me, and 1 was afraid, but my little squirrel brother wasn’t the
least bit.

We got up higher and higher until there were clouds all around us,
and the valley below grew so misty that I couldn’ see it any more.

Pretty soon we began to hear sweet faint music far away and a funny
hollow sound like a giant breathing. We followed it, and came to a
big black hole in the side of the mountain. That was the entrance to
the palace.

When 1 first looked down into that black hole I was afraid. It was
so pitchy black! But I remembered that my mother had told me if I
was afraid of hard, dirty work or anything disagreeable, that it would
make me unhappy; but if I just pitched in and went ahead and tried to
do it, why the first thing I knew, I would begin to like it, and 1’d grow
stronger and able to do still harder work, and grow happier all the time,
too. So even if I couldnt see a thing but black at first, I just kept on
looking hard until I could see the sides of the entrance and the floor and
path. And the farther we walked into the darkness, the lighter it grew,
until I wasn’t one bit afraid.

We went down a long corridor, which led to a big room all hung with
crystals of such queer shapes! I couldn’t tell just exactly how they
looked, because they were crystal statues in the Fairies’ Art Palace, and
mother said that art wasn’t only to make things pretty to look at, but
it’s to teach folks and help them to learn more about God and Nature
and whatever’s going to help them.

Maybe they weren’t finished yet, but any how they were all shiny
and transparent. You could see right through them. Some were pale
green like seaweed when you look at it through the water in the sun
shine, and some were like the color of the little pale yellow shells; but
the most beautiful color was like the very tip end of bluebells when
they’re all wet and shining with dew early in the morning.

We passed through that room and down a long stairway to the big
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RAJA-YOGA ‘MESSENGER

hall. Or maybe it was a ball-room, because the statues were all finished
and polished. Some hung from the ceiling just like garlands and hanging
ferns, and there were high pillars made in the shapes of waterfalls with
many dewdrops and soft white foam at the base, and mermaids with
water-lilies in their hair peeping out from the sides and under the waterfalls.

This was where the music was that we heard. High up on the top
of a coral-reef arbor was a bird, a big bird with flamey feathers on his
breast and long tail, and on his head long soft feathers the color of a sun
flower on a warm sunny day. He sang so sweetly, and trilled, and filled
the mountain cave with music. And other prettily colored birds, pale
blue and sea-green, were flying around singing; and the roaring of the
mountain was low like the tones under the sea after a thunder-storm.

I sat down on a little crystal toad-stool at the edge of a pool to hear
the music. I don’t think people could make such sweet music because
they’re not good enough. Mother said that real music can only come
from a pure unselfish life, so that’s why we don’t have much good music
like the mountain, the wind, and the fairies make.

While the birds were singing and the mountain breathing sort of low
and heavily, there was a loud echo in one room, then a fainter one in the
next, and it grew fainter and fainter until it died away underneath the
mountain where the swift running stream was gurgling and chuckling
to itself as it fell over the stones and pebbles. I wondered what it was
laughing about, but I never found out; and I think it’s still laughing there;
and you should have seen the wide stairway that led to it!

We went down and down, ever so far down, until we came to the
very last step and stood on the shore to watch the fairy boats come
sailing by. And such beautiful sailboats I had never seen before!
They were made in the shapes of leaves and flower petals. One was in the
shape of a chestnut leaf with a cabin just like a chestnut. I could hardly
hold my little squirrel brother back, he liked it so much.

Then there was a long canoe in the shape of a banana leaf with a
little sprite sitting on the bow.

But just wait until I tell you about the best and most beautiful of all!
A big sail boat in the shape of an Iris. You know what lovely colors the
Iris has — like the sky after the sun has set when it’s just getting dark?
All quiet purple and rose, and blue and gray, and maybe a little palish
pink and cream color. That’s how the sail-boat looked. And in it
there were three beautiful fairies with long dark hair like the color of
black cherries; and they had bright shining eyes, and happy rosy faces,
and such tiny dainty hands and feet!

I don’t know just why the fairies were going to see the mermaids;
maybe they liked to see the little gold-fishes and frogs, and all their little
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AESOP AND THE TRAVELER

pets and playmates. You know, they always keep tiny elf-cups filled
with sea-foam for the elves. They are little wax-like cups, a bright
flame color. They’re under the ferns and grasses, and that’s where the
elves go— | know.

I wanted to watch them, but what do you suppose happened next?
I tried to hide behind a crystal waterfall, but my naughty little brother
just wouldn’t hide with me, but kept jumping up and down and turning
somersaults until he attracted so much attention that the fairies saw me.

They came running and flying from all the rooms and took hold of
me on all sides. They carried me up the big stairs, through the Art Palace,
under the waterfalls, across the pools. Up and up and so fast they flew,
until they got to the entrance of the cave way up on top of the mountain
in the clouds; then they started down the narrow path, and, oh my,
so fast! Faster than a train! My! how the little round pebbles rolled
down the path. We went so close to the edge that I could see the valley
way down below the clouds like a little speck, and the fairies were laugh
ing and joking as though I didn’t weigh a bit.

At last they set me down right on top of my hat full of shells, and
tipped them all out on the ground.

Mother always asks me what I’ve learned from the mountain every
time 1 go. What do you suppose 1 told her this time? Wil 1 e

AESOP AND THE TRAVELER

ESOP, the celebrated fabulist, was very poor, and often had to walk
from one town to another.
On one of his excursions he met a traveler, who asked him:

“Can you tell me at what time I shall arrive at the village on the hill?”

“When you arrive you will know,” answered Aesop.

“I know that already,” replied the traveler; “but I would like to
know how long it will take me to get to the village.”

Aesop seemed offended and repeated the same answer.

The traveler continued his journey saying to himself, “This man
seems to be ignorant and will not tell me what I want to know.”

A few minutes later he heard his name called, and turning round he
saw Aesop following him.

“What do you want?” asked the traveler.

“Within an hour and a half you will arrive at the village,” said Aesop.

“And why did you not tell me this before?”

“1 wanted first to see how fast you walked.”

Translated from a Spanish version by Lov.11 L (age, 13)
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HEY sleep in the seed of a plant or a tree,

And wake when the soft air and sunshine of spring
Call song-bird and butterfly, blossom and bee.

To come and make beautiful each budding thing.

We look at the seed of a poppy or pink,
A speck of dull matter so little and light.
And we in our pride oft refuse quite to think.
That builders and painters should blush at its might.

Just think of the skill that a little seed shows.
When down in the ground it directs and selects

Each various part of the structure, that grows,
And paints the rare colors the gardener expects.

What artist can take from the dust of the earth,
The exquisite colors and tints of the rose?
Or fashion a form so expressive of mirth
As these little painters whom nobody knows? —M. G. M.

THE DANDELION

NE day Mary went out to pick flowers for her mother who was

very sick.
She had gone a long way but she had found no flowers. She

was just about to turn sadly home, when close at her feet she saw a golden
dandelion. She picked it and ran joyfully home.

Afterwards her mother told her that she would rather have the
dandelion than all the roses that ever tried to grow, because her own
dear little girl had given it to her. Ruth M. (age, 9)
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feeling, little one,” he continued, “brought into life, created within you,
a very ugly being, and you have allowed it to grow so strong that now
it can send, quite easily, all kinds of thoughts into this little head; that
is how it speaks to you. It wants to have your body all to itself, so it
may have a lazy time and do just what it pleases. Don’t you love music?
Don’t you want to be able to play when you are a young lady?”

“Yes,” replied Marjory, promptly.

“Well, now you see, the thought that made you think it was no use
trying any more, was not yourself. And I would just drive it away the
next time it comes. Tell it that you know it is just a naughty feeling
speaking, and it will soon go.

“Do you know,” he continued, “that it is a very ugly being that
tells us there is no use trying to do things when we find it hard? Yes,
it is one of the very ugliest, and the very naughtiest. It keeps people
from wanting to do just what should be done. And it makes people
cowardly, and keeps them from making efforts. Then they grow selfish,
and forget that some people are forced to go through life doing dis
agreeable things all the time, thinking only of themselves.

“Now I wonder what would happen if you were to go on listening to
the voice that tells you it is no use trying to practise?”

Marjory was silent for a moment, then said frankly, “I should never
be able to play well, and — I think I would grow cross and disagreeable.”

Grandpa nodded his head, and smiled approvingly.

“Well,” said he, “my little Marjory must listen for another voice
that comes from the most noble of all noble feelings, and its form is the
most beautiful of all forms. Everyone has this noble feeling, this beauti
ful form, within themselves — everyone: every man, every woman, every
little child. He is a glorious being, very, very great! He is always en
couraging, always urging people to make fresh efforts. He is called
‘The Master of Failure.” And he is so tender, so strong, so true; he
never, never forsakes anyone. And as little children listen, their natures
become like his. They rise above difficulties. They rise with fresh
courage every time they fail. They go on making new efforts all the
time, and they are able to do just what should be done.”

“I will remember and listen,” said Marjory, with bright eyes; “I
will try — I will begin now,” and she crossed the room with a determined
little face and resolutely began to practise.

Grandpa looked on, a happy smile beaming on his face. A.P. D.

“BY their own deeds men go downward, by them men mount upward all.
Like the diggers of a well, and like the builder of a wall.”— Sir Edwin Arnold

138

Origirral from
Digitized by GOO 9

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



JANE AND ELIZA

By Ann Taylor

RE were two little girls, neither handsome nor plain, *
ne’s name was Eliza, the other’s was Jane;

They were both of one height, as I’ve heard people say,
And both of one age, I believe, to a day. ; ]

"Twas fancied by some Who but slightly had seen them™
There was not a pin to be chosen between them; *
But no one for long in this notion persisted, , \
So great a distinction there really existed. i

Eliza knew well that she could not be pleasing,
While fretting and fuming, while sulking or teasing; .
And therefore in company artfully tried,

Not to break her bad habits, but only to hide.

So, when she was out, with much labor and pain, x 1
She contrived to look almosi as pleasant as Jane; .
But then you might see that, in forcing a smile, ?

Her mouth was uneasy, and ached all the while.

And in spite of her care it would sometimes befall

That some cross event happened to ruin it all;

And because it might chance that her share was the worst,
Her temper broke loose, and her dimples dispersed.

But Jane, who had nothing she wanted to hide,

And therefore these troublesome arts never tried, ]
Had none of the care and fatigue of concealing,

But her face always showed what her bosom was feeling.

I At home or abroad there was peace in her smile,
A cheerful good nature that needed no guile.

And Eliza worked hard, but could never obtain .
The affection that freely was given to Jane.— Selected

139

. Original from
Digtized by Google NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



IN THE APPLE TREE

rxJftilTTLE ADA spent her summer vacations at her grandfather’s
farm, and you don’t know how much she loved it. Every field
anc* brook was dear to her.
*>1 1 She was on the most friendly terms with all the animals —
n f the cows and horses, the chickens, and especially the cats.
/ It wasn’t such a very big farm, but it seemed very large to Ada.

She could stand in the ‘house yard’ and see beautiful views in every
direction. To the west were high rolling hills, covered in summer with
dense green foliage; to the south an apple orchard that was a wonder to
behold in spring; to the east a hilly field that had a little brown brook
in it; and to the north a neighboring farm-house beside the most enormous
maple-trees that Ada had ever seen (in fact, ever has seen, although she’s
quite old now).

Just outside the kitchen window of the farm-house grew a great big
apple tree, and Ada tried to climb its long rough trunk many times, and
always failed. At last, her uncle took a long ladder and, by nailing
on to a big limb an old chair, with the legs sawed off, made her a nest
right up in the heart of the tree.

Can you imagine how lovely it was up there?

There was a big box fastened to another limb close by for books or
sewing, and often it held all the kittens that Ada could manage to bring
up the ladder.

What happy hours the little girl spent, surrounded by the rustling
leaves, the saucy robins who grew not to mind her being there at all,
and many other birds, who grew very friendly and carried on their family
affairs quite unconcerned.

No matter how upset she might be about having to perform little
duties of sewing or washing dishes or dusting, an hour or two in her
tree made her as sweet and happy as anyone could wish.

When the family noticed this, and when they saw that the disagree
able Ada, who just couldn’t seem to do as she was asked, had made her
appearance, they gave her a lesson to do or something to sew, but said
it might be done in the tree.

When the little girl came down the ladder, sure enough, there was
the happy smiling Ada they all loved so much! Cousin Madge

“THE road to happiness lies not across the fields of pleasure,
but up the straight broad path of truth and right action.” Tradene
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AN-THO-NY TOW-HEE GETS IN-TO TROU-BLE

IG Pol-ly Daph-ne was out in her cage on the porch when
lit-tie brown Tow-hee came beg-ging a-round. Pix-y Pan
was not there to share his seed with the lit-tle vi-si-tor.
Af-ter a bit, when Daph-ne did not in-vite him to have
some of hers, he found a way to squeeze through the wires
of the cage. So he went in and helped him-self to what he could' find
dropped in the sand at the bot-tom.

Now it made the big pol-ly in-dig-nant for the lit-tle
wild bird to be so bold as to walk in-to her house un-
in-vited. She thought it ve-ry rude of him. The next
thing, he would want to sit with her on her perch. In
deed, no tell-ing what he would do next!

“He does not be-long in my cage, and 1 am go-ing
to teach him a les-son,” she said to her-self as she
fluffed out her feath-ers. So she climbed down from
her perch and be-gan chas-ing him out of the cage.

I do not know how long the chase was go-ing on,
but pret-ty soon I heard a bump-ing sound out on the
porch and ran out to find An-tho-ny Tow-hee flut-
ter-ing a-bout the bot-tom of the cage too fright-ened

to find his way out. Daph-ne was on the low-er perch bob-bing her head
at him and scar-ing him dread-ful-ly.

When he saw me, his wing twist-ed and his head went flop, his bill
o-pen, pant-ing for breath. He looked like a bad-ly hurt lit-tle bird.

I took him quick-ly out of the cage, brought him in the house,
set him up-on my knee, and looked him o-ver care-ful-ly but could
find noth-ing wrong with him. He sat still on my knee and pant-ed
for breath for some min-utes.

Af-ter put-ting sev-er-al drops of wat-er in his bill, and af-ter he
had swal-lowed a time or two, he shook out his wings and flew to the
win-dow sill. Hurt? Not a bit! Big Pol-ly Daph-ne
had done him no in-jury; just scared him bad-ly.

You see, the ap-par-ent-ly bro-ken wing and hurt
head was just make be-lieve, so that I would see
his dan-ger and take care to get him out of the
cage. Was he not clev-er?

Birds learn to pro-tect their nests and each
oth-er by pre-tend-ing they have a brok-en wing,
or that they are hurt, so that you will see them
and fol-low them un-til they get you a-way from
the nests or their mates. And when you fol-low
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THE HONEST OLD TOAD

them for a while, then they fly a-way be-fore you get near them. So
An-tho-ny used this lit-tle pre-tend-ing trick to get me to get him a-way
from the big pol-ly who was fright-en-ing him so.

Be-fore I let him go to fly a-way home, I put some great splash-es
of gold paint on his tail. Ifyou see a lit-tle bird with a gold spot-ted tail,
it is the lit-tle bold bird who vis-it-ed Pol-ly Daph-ne un-in-vi-ted. E.P.

THE HONEST OLD TOAD

HAT a queer little chap is the honest old toad,
A funny old fellow is he;
Living under the stone by the side of the road,
Neath the shade of the old willow tree.
He is dressed all in brown from his toes to his crown,
Save his vest that is silvery white.
He takes a long nap in the heat of the day,
And walks in the cool, dewy night.
From his home in the bog,
“Raup, youp!” says the frog,
But the toad he says never a word,
He tries to be good like the children who should
Be seen, but never be heard.

When winter draws near, this toad goes to bed,
And he sleeps as sound as a top,
But when May blossoms follow soft April showers
He comes out with a skip, jump, and hop;
He changes his dress only once, I confess —
Every Spring, and his old, worn-out coat,
With trousers and waistcoat, he rolls in a ball
And stuffs -the whole thing down his throat.
“K-ruck, k-ruck!” says the frog,
Fromh is home in the bog,
But the toad he says never a word;
He tries to be good, like the children who should
Be seen, but never be heard.— Selected
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GOOD NEIGHBORS

KVER in the cypress hedge lives a large family of
sickle-billed thrushes. They have lived there in
the hedge for several years, indeed so long that the

ruling member of the family has earned the name of Old

Abraham because of his aged appearance. The

air of general shabbiness about him certainly be

tokens old age, while the bald place on the back
of his head points to many a contest with enemies
of one kind or another.

Evidently he and his good wife Sarah had reared
several broods of young ones before they discovered
the shallow cement bird-bath near by, or made the

acquaintance of Lady-Bountiful, who regularly supplies the neigh
borhood birds with a substantial meal every morning.

When Mr. and Mrs. Abraham made this grand discovery, there was
great joy in that family. Now the business of going about listening for
the worms and grubs working in the ground, and having to use their
long crooked bills like little pickaxes to dig into their holes and extract
the worms, would be lessened by half. They could rely on one square
meal a day, and then there was always the drinking water and the bath
handy. They were fortunate birds indeed!

So it was that all through the nest-building time Old Abe could take
time occasionally to trill a song or two; but when the little light-green
and brown speckled eggs were laid, and Sarah was busy sitting upon
them, keeping them nice and warm, then Abe would sing to her. How
he did sing! Such a jolly rollicking roundelay of merriment, hardly to
be outdone by the mocking-bird himself.

Singing had to stop a little when the eggs were hatched and four *
little mouths were constantly opening for food, so that it kept both *
parents busy all day finding food to satisfy the hungry baby
birds that grew and grew so fast.

One day Sarah presented herself to Lady-Bountiful
with three of her full-grown young, apparently telling
them in bird language that here was food and water,
and that it was time for them to feed and care for
themselves. It was plain that these youngsters
understood, for they stayed by Lady-Bountiful and
the little bird-bath and returned to it every day.

But where was the fourth member of the
family? What do you think? OIld Sarah was
taking care of that one, because it was the last
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THE LAZY BLACK CROW

egg hatched and was not as big and strong as the others. She had brought
the other three to Lady-Bountiful to be fed and looked after, so that she
could go back to the nest and take care of the little sickly one. Wasnt
it just like a kind mother, to take extra good care of her littlest sickly
baby? Very likely this little one had not had a fair chance with the
other three big strong birds in the little nest, so mother-like Sarah gave
it the extra care.

For a week or more she cared for it, and then one bright sunny morning
she brought it to Lady-Bountiful well and strong and able now to care
for itself. Then she and Abe began the rearing of their second brood
of little ones.

Old Abe and Sarah seem to be relieved of the business of nest building
and rearing young this season, and are now taking life easy in their old age.
But the cypress hedge seems to be well inhabited by their progeny, and
these younger generations are also regular visitors to Lady-Bountiful
and the cement bird-bath. One often hears one of their number trilling
from the top of the telegraph post or high up in the cypress hedge; or
when one is passing through the adjoining garden, they often stride by
with their funny bobbing strut, their little white ties neatly edged with
black under their throats, their brown coats smooth and trim. They are
neighbors worth having, 1 can assure you. Aunt Edytha

THE LAZY BLACK CROW

'"T'"HERE once was a lazy black crow
That did nothing but fly to and fro,
When the swallows one day
Chased him far, far away,
And that was the last of the crow.
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A LETTER TO WINN

INN is a nephew of mine who lives somewhere in Holland.
He is only a very small boy as yet, but like most little boys
he is unusually bright for his age.
Every now and then I write to him about Lomaland,
and as I know him to be very fond of flowers and birds,
I usually tell him something of our Lomaland creatures. Some days ago
I sent him the following letter.

« , May — 1918.

“Dear Winn: Although I wrote only about flowers in my last letter,
you must not think that I do not still love the birds any more! In this
letter I shall try hard to keep the flowers out and tell all I know about

my little animal family. I call it my family because they live
near my house, and I see them every day from my window.
“The biggest of them is a rabbit whom I call just plain
‘Tom’ on working-days but ‘Thomas’ on Sundays. Although
he is bigger than the others, he is not wiser; far from it.

I shall tell you presently why I think that Tom is very stupid.
“All the rest of my family are birds —sparrows and thrashers.
The Lomaland sparrows behave almost like the Dutch ones; just as in
Holland, they are either eating or fighting; and for a change they some
times eat and fight at the same time. When you throw some crumbs,
a sparrow always wants the crumb which another one has already got.
Why, I do not know; it is rather queer isn’t it? Perhaps it is just the

sparrow-way of looking at things.

“But then the thrashers! You do not know them, Winn; at least
I have never seen one in Holland; I donot even know their name in
Dutch. They are the finest and funniest birds I
ever saw. Brown they are, with long curved beaks,
and with a funny tail which they raise as soon as they stand
to run.

“These thrashers are not stupid at all like Tom; I do think that'
they know a good deal; they are the philosophers of my family
(a philosopher is a man who is always thinking). You will see a thrasher
standing somewhere, looking around; and suddenly a bright idea will
strike him; he raises his tail and off he goes, to a place some feet away.
What he wants to do there, I do not know; I have tried sometimes to
tell beforehand where a thrasher would go next, but he always runs off
somewhere else. Anyhow, when he darts off, you can see by the way he
runs how eager he is to reach his goal. And why is he so eager, and why
does he run so fast? I know. Because he is afraid that his bright idea
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THE LIZ-ARD’S STO RY

LEASE do not make the mis-take of call-ing
me a toad for I am not. [ am a lit-tle liz-ard.
I may look like a fe-ro-cious lit-tle crea-ture be
cause of my horns and spikes, but I will tell you

a se-cret. I ne-ver harm any-body. My horns are
made to scare a-way crea-tures which might be troub
ling me. They are my only pro-tec-tion.

Well, I was go-ing to tell you how I hap-pened to

have my pic-ture made. One day I was sun
ning my-self in the sand by the side
of the path when I saw a big
black shad- _ OW com-ing a-
long. 1 lay —'~ ~~~ quite still, be
cause you are never quite sure what

a big mov-ing shad-ow is go-ing to do.

But this shad-ow did not pass but got black-er and
black-er, un-til it came right on top of me, and then
a hand came and picked me up.

I was so fright-ened I shut my eyes tight and pre-
ten-ded to be dead, and wait-ed for some-thing dread
ful to hap-pen to me, but no-thing dread-ful did hap-pen.

Next I knew, some-body was car-rying me about in
his poc-ket. By and by he placed me on a table,
while he made my picture on a piece of paper with
a pen-cil. I kept on being £till and pret-ty soon the
pic-ture was made.

The next thing that hap-pened was, that the warm
hand again picked me up and car-ried me out, and put
me safe-ly back in the warm sand.

No in-deed, I was not harmed in the least, be
cause, you see, the big black shad-ow was just a
friend-ly shad-ow of some-bod-y who be-lieves in be
ing kind and gen-tle to all lit-tle creat-ures. P.
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MOTHER NATURE’S CHILDREN

“ And Nature, the old nurse, took
The child upon her knee,
Saying: ‘Here is a story-book
Thy Father has written for thee.’

“ ¢‘Come, wander with me,’ she said,
‘Into regions yet untrod;

And read what is still unread
In the manuscripts of God.’

“And he wandered away and away
With Nature, the dear old nurse,

Who sang to him night and day
The rhymes of the universe.

“ And whenever the way seemed long,
Or his heart began to fail,
She would sing a more wonderful song,
Or tell a more marvelous tale.” — Longfellow

ATURE, ‘the kind old nurse,’ can teach the best of us more

than we could tell each other if we were to give away all our

secrets. In fact she spreads out an open book everywhere,

so that he who runs may read. Instead of reading her wonder

ful story, however, we usually run along at a pace that only
gives a glimpse of the guide-posts pointing the way to Moneytown or
Pleasureville, to Ambitionburg or Lazy Valley, and like stopping-places
scattered all over the map of Everyday.

We are likely to prefer talking to reading, anyway. So we talk and
talk—talk about all sorts of things, but especially about what have
done and seen and heard and said, and what we are going to do and say.
Words are a choice morsel in the mouth that show up the speaker as a
leading figure in the story. Something in us seems to know that it is
natural to really amount to something as a human being; so the counter
feit side of us keeps hard at work trying to make out a case to justify itself.

Of course, the human race, taken in the aggregate, has done some very
clever things. But in thousands of years of talking and trying no one has
yet been able to make a single blade of grass, or to unsay a careless word;
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and few have failed to say things that were not better left unsaid. All
this time Nature has kept the earth green, and kept quiet too.

Compared with what an all-round human being might be, man is only
in the raw school-boy stage yet, and cannot quite tell his conceit from his
courage. Boy-like, he hates to be tied to even Mother Nature’s apron-
strings. He tugs so hard, trying to feel free and independent, and to get
away from simple, natural life, that, as he breaks loose, he often falls all
over himself.

He gets hurt pretty badly at times and, what’s more, he hurts his
brothers when he tumbles. He feels abused: and they all blame each
other and call their Mother unfair, and pass the blows around with much
angry talk, and waste and destroy enough good things to keep the whole
human family going. They plot and scheme and plan against each other
until this round world of big school-boys is all mixed up in a rough-and-
tumble recess row. Nature has to call a halt, and bring them into line to
learn the lesson of their foolishness. She tries to teach them that they
have made themselves sick and sore and unhappy: but they impatiently
neglect the lesson and study how to ‘get even’ by upsetting the other
fellows. Nature shows in many different pictures that like produces like,
and a crop of happiness never comes from sowing seeds of jealousy and
hatred. But they go on trying to reap “grapes of thorns and figs of
thistles.”

Patient Mother Nature works away, always silent, careful, kind, just,
and devoted to the needs of her great family. She picks the exact things
out of the earth and air, the rain and the sunshine, to make good food and
clothing and shelter for her quarrelsome, boastful brood of youngsters.
They know nothing of the chemistry that makes grain for their food out
of one. kind of seed, and cotton for their clothes out of another; not an
artist among them could put the delicate living color she uses on her fruits,
much less on her flowers. After all her care to build up their wonderful
bodies, they selfishly sow wild oats and weakness and disease in them.

It is a sorrowful thing for Nature always to see such a harvest of un
happiness—even the little children suffer, reaping what their parents have
sown. The conflict that men carry on in their own bodies between their
real needs and their wants breaks out from time to time in national ca-
tastrophies.

Nature works night and day to keep a big, clean, wholesome, beautiful
world ready for her selfish, foolish children. The misery everywhere is
no mystery, but the unnatural crop from unnatural living. Troubles will
vanish when we see that brotherhood is a fact in nature, and when we
live the natural, kindly life, forgetting our selfishness in serving others.
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TWO JULY DAYS

ANY eager children make ready for two beautiful and happy
days when July comes to Lomaland; for close upon the cel
ebration of Independence Day follow the festivities with
which we honor the birthday of our true friend and helper,
Katherine Tingley. She, you know, founded our Raja-Yoga
School, where right living is the basis of all our work and study and play,
and where we have pointed out to us true filial devotion and patriotism.

Patriotism in our school means something more than a grand word
on the lips. We have such an understanding love for our country that we
are very sure we should suffer no embarrassment were it possible for the
most ardent patriot who signed the Declaration, or who helped frame the
Constitution, to be present among us when we observe the Fourth of
July. We know the meaning and the story of our flag; we know the stories
of the lives of our country’s noble heroes. The very words ‘The Fourth’
make our hearts leap with joyous pride, and we think that firecrackers
and toy cannon would be a disgraceful means for thinking patriots to ex
press therewith their enthusiasm.

Katherine Tingley taught us these finer ideas of patriotism. She
opens her school to all children of all nations, teaching us to understand
the traditions and principles that uplift all countries. Here we are, chil
dren of English and of American parents, with many other nations repre
sented in our classes, and all of us learning this big patriotism that is
going to free the whole big world some day!

Because we have seen, right here among ourselves, that every one can
declare himself free from the tyrannies of his lower nature (which, like a
stupid ruler, will never give one his rights until he fights and wins them),
we know that all the nations can find true happiness through Raja-
Yoga ideals. Do you think we children are mistaken when we say that
when many people in each land have conquered themselves, we shall see
real patriotism and honor and understanding springing up among the
nations?

It was to bring about this union of all people that Katherine Tingley
started the Raja-Yoga School. It is her love for the principles of the
Constitution of the United States that inspires us with the hope that
through our fidelity to our country’s fine old ideals we shall help towards
that glorious end.

So Katherine Tingley’s birthday and our country’s birthday blend,
for us, into one long, gloriously happy celebration that stirs up so many
new resolutions and fine aspirations that our school seems like a great
magazine of brotherly helpfulness, from which thousands might draw in

spiration, courage and ammunition for all life’s battles. W. D.
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CHAPTERS

FROM THE HISTORY OF SWEDEN

Written for the Children and Young People at Point Loma by 0. S.

Introduction

WEDEN is a very old country. The greater part of it was
freed from the ice-sheet between ten and eleven thousand

years ago.

It is not known at present exactly when men

first settled in Sweden; but historians seem to agree that the

people who nowadays inhabit the Kingdom of Sweden have

had their dwelling-place there for an unbroken period of from six to
seven thousand years — a longer time than any other European nation can
look back upon its records within its present boundaries.
The oldest period in the history of Sweden is called
the Stone Age, because tools and weapons were at that

Dagger made of
flint; length 11
inches; Bohuslan

them amber in exchange for precious metals.

time made of stone.

A large number of such tools have

been found in the soil of Sweden, and many of them are
wonderfully executed, with an artistic form and a surface
treatment which shows that the people who made them
had reached a relatively high degree of civilization.

Some of the recently excavated
Lake-dwellings date back at
least three thousand years, and
these also prove that the people
who lived there were hardly
savages in the usual sense of
the word. Several strata of cul
tural remains around these old
Lake-dwellings furnish evidence
to prove that the people who
built them did not simply live
on fishing and hunting, but had
settled in more permanent
homes, raising cattle and cul
tivating the soil. They carried
on some trade with the people
of southern Europe, giving

Stone axe; length 8 inches;
SmSland

Amber, which was almost

as highly valued as gold in the south, is a petrified resin from an extinct
variety of pine, buried in the earth.

The cultural development of this ancient people seems to have been
going on during the fourth and third millennium B. c., and it received

a most important new impetus about 2000 B. c.
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and used for implements and weapons. Bronze, which is a mixture of
copper and tin, was handled by a casting process carried out according
to the same method as in modem times, that is to say, the cue perdue

method, which al-
perfection. The
ted into Scandina-
Europe, coming es-
is now Austria-
usual trade routes
sent were formed
particularly the
Elbe. Cultural ex-
different peoples

Suspended bronze vase, 1000 B. c.;

Bohuslan

lows great artistic
metal was impor-
via from southern
pecially from what
Hungary, and the
along which it was
by the great rivers,
Danube and the
change between
always followed

the waterways in ancient times, because they were much more adapted
to transportation in an age when there were practically no roads.
Most of the bronze tools and weapons have been found in the large

mounds in which they were buried together with the remains of the dead.
At first, during the Early Bronze Age, the dead were not burned, but the
whole body was interred, while in the Late Bronze Age cremation was
customary. This proves that the people had gradually reached the belief

that the soul was inde-
and that the sooner the
the sooner the spiritual
and find its way to the

The Bronze Age of
broadly speaking, las-
500 b. c., marks un-
markable cultural de-
tory of these northern
when the old Pagan ci-
highest perfection. It
founded on ignorance,
Scandinavians were on-
ters, wearing bear-skins
at about the time when
the contrary they were
national culture of their
which, from what we
looked upon as founded

Bronze battle-axe, 1500 B. c.;

length 9 inches; Blekinge

pendent of the body
body was disintegrated
being could be released
abodes of the blessed.
Scandinavia, which,
ted from about 2000 to
doubtedly a very re-
velopment in the his-
people. It is the time
vilization reached its
is a complete mistake,
to suppose that the
ly wild, barbaric hun-
and living in the woods
Rome was founded. On
people with an original
own — a civilization
know about it, must be
upon a deep under

standing of the inner possibilities of man, some real spiritual knowledge

preserved by their ancestors through the ages.

The tools that have come

down to us in great abundance from the culmination period of the Bronze
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HISTORYJ1OF SWEDEN

Age bear witness to a skill in various crafts and an artistic refinement which
is fully equal to what the southern nations of Europe produced about
the same time. In some of the mounds there have also been found com
plete wearing apparel made of fine woolen stuff, as well as beautiful golden
ornaments, which all tends to prove that the people who made and wore
these things had reached far above the so-called ‘primitive’ state and
had a keen sense for beauty and the refinements of life, which indeed
is possible only after a development of man’s inner qualities.

A reflexion of this spiritual impetus, which may be discerned in these

highly artis- tie works, is
also plainly to be per-
ceived in the north-
ern sagas and myth-
ology which in no way is
Inferior to the more fa-
mous myth- ology of the
Greeks and the> Rom-
ans. How- ever, this is
not the pro- per place to
go into a detailed ac-
count of the Scandinavi-
an Mythol- ogy with its
most beau- Altar ornament of bronze, 1800 B. c.; tiful pOCtiC-
al interpre- diameter 19 inches; SkSne tation of all
the different powers; in

man and nature We refer the reader to the Eddas, which are the source
of our knowledge of the religious beliefs of our forefathers.* The central
place of worship in Sweden at this time was the large temple or ‘God-
House,” as they called it, situated at Upsala, which was consecrated to
the chief deity, Odin, called ‘All-Father,” the God of Wisdom. Next
to him was Thor, the God of Power and Courage, the Protector of the
Warriors. Others of the great gods were Balder, the God of Peace,
Beauty, and Light; Frey, the God of Good Harvests, Sunshine, and
Rain; Heimdal, the Guard of the Gods; and besides, a great number of
minor gods. In fact, every tree, every mountain, every spring, as well
as the animals and the birds, had their protecting deity or spirit, according
to the ancient Scandinavians. They knew indeed that the divine life
inhabits in various forms every atom in Nature.

*A popular interpretation of northern mythology, well adapted for young folk,' is to be
found in Bulfinch's Age of Fable or Beauties of Mythology: Philadelphia, 1898.
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The great cultural period of the Bronze Age seems to have gradually
tended towards a decline a few hundred years before Christ; and although
we are not in a position to draw definite dividing lines at this early period
of northern history, it is evident that from the time when iron came
into general use the spiritual side of the northern civilization gradually
became obscured by a more definite intellectual and material develop
ment. Iron of course was found in abundance in Sweden, first in the
lakes and later on in the mountains. It proved very useful for the manu
facturing of all kinds of weapons and tools, and gave the people a greater
opportunity to conquer by force the powers of nature. The culture
which now more speedily spread over Sweden was of course not very

unlike that which is
man historians among
who were gradually
mies of Rome. We
this time was corn-
communities and the
was patriarchial, the
ly developed from the

Sweden was divi-
parts called Gotaland
land (Land of the
sistingofthe southern
of the northern part,

described by the Ro-
the Germanic people,
conquered by the ar-
know that Sweden at
posed of a number of
form of government
ruler having gradual-
head of the family,
ded into two main
(Gothland) and Svea-
Swedes), the first con-
provinces, the second
the division line be-

of Lake Vettem.
Iron Age, the runic
inscriptions became quite common. They
were a kind of alpha- betic writing freely
developed from Greek and Roman alphabets and mostly used in connexion
with a rich ornamentation based on the curving lines of dragons. There
are nearly two thousand stones with Runic inscriptions in Sweden, mostly
on graves and mounds erected over fallen warriors. The first written
document relating to the history of Sweden is a record of a man from
southern France, who, about three hundred years before Christ visited
England and there heard about the large country, Ultima Thule, which
was said to border on the ice-region, where the inhabitants were engaged
in raising grain, threshing it in large barns, a custom which was strange
to this writer, because in his home-country the climate did not make
bams necessary.

The Swedes are first spoken of by Tacitus, who about 100 A.p. de
scribed the life of the Teutonic peoples and said that the ‘Sviones’ had
large and powerful communities by reason of their ships and weapons.

ing about the latitude
During the Early warble Lion with Runic Inscrip
tion from Piraeus, now in

Venice; height 10 feet
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As Upsala was the spiritual center of Sweden, the king who ruled
there gradually became the most influential man in the whole country,
and finally one of these Upsala kings gained possession both of Svealand

and of Gotaland, thereby laying
the foundation for the present king-
dom of Sweden, His name was In-
jald and he lived about 700 a. b.
The Kingdom of Sweden as an un-
divided whole is thus at the pres-
ent writing about twelve hundred
years old and con- sequently older
than any other state now exist-
ing in Europe. The extent of the
Swedish Kingdom at that time did
not quite coincide however with
that of present- day Sweden. The
most southern of its provinces be-
longed to Den- mark in natural
consequence of the fact that wa-
ter at that time was not a divid-
ing but rather a connecting  ele-
ment. [t was also much easier to
travel by water than by land,

5 ,y¥*£s *£Sateen s- .
A second peri- od of greatness in

the ancient his- ~ SWEDISH WARRIOR, 400 A.D. {51y of Sweden is
the one which is marked by the
exploits of the Vikings. This was indeed a time when Scandinavian
influence spread over a great part of Europe and when several nations
were made to pay tribute to the Scandinavian kings. The inhabitants
of the north had from time immemorial made voyages from their long
sea-coasts to the neighboring countries. Gradually as their ships were
improved, these voyages were extended to great distances. From about
800 a. p. the fleets of the Vikings swarmed around all the coasts of Europe
as far as the Straits of Gibraltar, where the power of the Moors set a
limit to their advance. Other Vikings made their way east along the
Baltic and the Finnish Gulf down the rivers of Russia, and here they
founded a dominion which gradually extended over a great part of eastern
Europe and became known under the name of Russia, which is derived
from Rurik, the name of the Swedish Viking who was called into Russia
about the middle of the ninth century to take hold of the government
and introduce order. Rurik founded the city of Novgorod, which for
a long time was the center of Russia. Other Vikings went still farther
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south down to the Caspian Sea and to Constantinople, where they took
service under the Byzantine Emperors, forming the famous Varangian
body-guard. One can still see evidence of the Vikings’ journey down
to Constantinople in the runic inscription on a marble lion which has
been transported to Venice from its original home in Greece. During
these extensive journeys down to southeastern Europe and to Asia
Minor, the Vikings also came in contact with the Arabians and opened
up a lively commerce with them, importing into Sweden many of the
precious stuffs, metals and fine weapons of these eastern people. Such
things, as well as a great amount of Arabian money, have been excavated
in the soil of Sweden.

The expeditions of the Vikings no doubt accelerated the introduction
of Christianity into the north. In the year 829 a man from northern
France, called Ansgar, came to Sweden as the first Apostle of Christi
anity. He founded the Christian mission in the town of Birka on an
island in Lake Malaren; but this mission could not survive, surrounded
as it was on all sides by Pagan territory. Nearly two hundred years
elapsed before any serious attempt was made to introduce Christianity
into Sweden, which proves that the ancient belief in the Asa gods had
a very strong hold on the northern people at the time when most of Europe
had been baptized. Finally in 1008 the Swedish King Olof Skotkonung
(the Lapsing) accepted the Christian faith and was baptized at Husaby.
His example was followed by many influential men in Sweden, yet the
larger part of the common people remained Pagans. By accepting the
Christian faith the King of Sweden gave up an important part of his
ancient power and influence, because he had previously been the one to
direct the great sacrifices at Upsala Temple. As this Pagan custom was
now abolished, all spiritual power was transferred from the king to the
Christian bishops and priests. No doubt this must be taken as a proof
of the decline of the old Pagan civilization of Sweden, which probably
about this time had lost most of its spiritual import and become merely
a pretext for a rather wild and unrestrained mode of living, expressing
simply the lower side of the spirit of the ancient Scandinavians. If the
Pagan civilization had still existed in the pure and strong form of a thou
sand years B. c., there would hardly have been need for a new faith or
the introduction of gentler methods.

Yet a new cycle in the history of Sweden began with the introduction
of Christianity; and this fairly well coincides with the extinction of the
old royal line of Sweden, the Ynglinga line, which is said to have orig
inated from Odin and which became extinct with the sons of King Olof
Skotkonung about 1060. The kingdom became an elective monarchy in
which the people of Llpland (Svearnej had the acknowledged right to
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choose the king, who should afterwards be approved by the ‘Thing’ or
parliament of the other provinces. It was however difficult for this new
arrangement to take firm root, and the conflicting interests of Pagans and
Christians often brought the country into war. The ancient belief in the
Asa gods, which was so deeply ingrained into the very blood of the people
could not be abolished by means of a royal decree or by the preaching of
missionaries. The inhabitants of the remoter parts of the country —
particularly the Upland Swedes (Sveame) clung tenaciously to the old
Pagan customs and beliefs, while the people in the more southern pro
vinces—the Goths — (Gotame), who had been in closer contact with
foreign countries, more readily accepted the Christian faith. This contest
between the two different elements of the population led to a series of
internal troubles and wars, the crown of Sweden often being transferred
from one family to another.

It 1s difficult indeed to give a short summary of this period and we
are able to mention only some of the most striking features. The first
family which took possession of the throne of the old kings was the Stenkil
line from West Gothland (Vastergotland), a province which had been
completely Christianized. The second king of this family, Inge, endeav
ored in obedience to an order from the great Pope, Gregory VII, to hasten
the conversion of the Pagans, but only succeeded in irritating them to
opposition and to renewed demands that he should carry out the sacri
fices to the gods, which had of old been the duty of the kings. To begin
with, Inge was defeated by the Pagans, but he finally succeeded in killing
Blotsven, who was the leader of the Pagan party. This was of course a
hard blow to them, but Blotsven’s family maintained its power, at least
in its native province, and great internal dissensions prevailed for a time.
When the Stenkil line became extinct some time before 1130, a descendant
of Blotsven, called Sverker, became king.

The Sverker line, with headquarters in East Gothland (Ostergotland)
competed for the crown for a century with the Erik line, with headquar
ters in Upland. This line originated with St. Erik, a rich and good peasant,
who was elected king by the Upland Swedes in 1150. Erik was not only
a pious Christian but also a fearless knight, who made a crusade to Fin
land, introducing there for the first time Swedish culture and the Christian
religion. He endeavored to build up the Christian church in Sweden and
Finland on a national foundation; and after his death in 1160, he was
proclaimed a saint by the people, but never by the Pope.

The kings of the Sverker line who competed with the descendants of
St. Erik and temporarily reigned over the whole country, tried on the
other hand to bind Sweden more closely to the Roman Church; but it was
not until 1248, at the Synod of Skennings, that the Papal law became
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formally established in Sweden. “Thus Sweden was the last great country
in Europe that bowed beneath the dominion of the Roman Church, and
this at a time when the Papal power had already seen its most glorious
days. The Catholic hierarchy never reached its full power in Sweden,
but it has instead the merit of having abolished many old Pagan abuses,
and the monasteries which arose in different parts of the country success
fully endeavored to introduce gentler manners and a better cultivation
of the soil.” But it should be distinctly understood that the cultural
level reached during this period was hardly of the same original character
and importance as that which had prevailed during the blossoming time
of the old northern faith.

During this period of rivalry between the kings of the Erik and the
Sverker lines, Visingso was one of the most important centers in the
country. Situated in the home-province of the Sverker family and well
isolated by waters all around, it offered a safe dwelling-place for some of the
kings of this line. They built a castle on the northern end of the island,
which however was long ago washed away by the restless waves of Lake
Vettern. The castle on the southern end of the island, of which ruins
still remain, was built in the thirteenth century by King Magnus Ladulas.

The historical records from the transition period in the history of
Sweden, when Paganism and Christianity contended for dominion and the
small provincial states gradually became merged into a united kingdom,
are very scanty, but there is a great number of highly poetic popular
songs and ballads preserved from this time, which testify that a rich inner
life was well developed in the nation. It was a time of preparation,
politically as well as spiritually, which led to a rich and wonderful fruition
under the rulers of the Folkunga family. Their star arises about 1250.

{Tobe continued)

“Th’ banquet-hall, a house by itself, was timbered of hard fir.
Not five hundred men (at ten times twelve to the hundred)
Filled up the roomy hall, when assembled for drinking, at Yule-tide.
Through the hall, as long as it was, went a table of holm-oak,
Polished and white, as of steel; the columns twain of the High-seat
Stood at the end thereof, two gods carved out of an elm-tree:
Odin with lordly look, and Frey with the sun on his frontlet.
Lately between the two, on a bear-skin
Thorsten sat with his friends, Hospitality sitting with Gladness.
Oft, when the moon through the cloud-rack flew, related the old man
Wonders from distant lands he had seen, and cruises of Vikings
Far away on the Baltic, and Sea of the West, and the White Sea.”

— Passage from Frithiof'sSaga; translated by
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“If thou would view fair Melrose aright,
Go visit it by the pale moonlight;

For the gay beams of lightsome day

Gild but to flout the ruins gray.

When the broken arches are black in night.
When the cold light’s uncertain shower
Streams on the ruined central tower;
When buttress and buttress, alternately.
Seem framed of ebon and ivory.

Then go — but go alone the while —

Then view Saint David’s ruined pile

And, home returning, soothly swear

Was never scene so sad and fair!”— Lay of the Last Minstrel

HESE verses were written by Sir Walter Scott before he
saw the ruin by moonlight. The fact is, the ruined abbey
was not built of gray stone but a sort of red sandstone,
and does look quite dark by moonlight.

Much of the ruin is roofless now, and the floor is the
earth itself, with grass growing here and there above the bones of kings,
nobles and priests of the olden times. The sun, the moon and the stars
shine through the beautifully carved window traceries, still perfect in
their delicate design, and one wonders how those fragile-looking stones
have held together so long. Sir Walter describes these windows so
beautifully a little farther along in the poem.

“The moon on the east oriel shone
Through slender shafts of shapely stone,

By foliaged tracery combined;
Thou wouldst have thought some fairy’s hand
Twixt poplars straight the osier wand

In many a freakish knot had twined,
Then framed a spell when the work was done,
And changed the willow wreaths to stone.”
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Here and there the rich carvings on the capital of a pillar have given
foothold for creeping vines, or a niche, which in the olden days held a
statue, now frames a bunch of waving grass. But the tiny fingers of
the vines and grasses would in no very long time crumble and tear down
more of the stone in trying to send in their little roots between the cracks
to find nourishment or to climb, so the caretakers do not allow the vines
to grow much on the ruins for that reason.

The graveyard with the old-fashioned headstones and quaint verses
in the antique spelling is a perfect setting for the ruin. One wanders
about among the grassy mounds or perhaps picks a daisy within the
roofless walls where stood the high altar, at the foot of which, it is said,
the heart of Robert Bruce was buried. In doing so, one tries to realize
how many centuries the old ruin has stood there, while generation after
generation lived and died about it, while wars raged and wrecked their
vengeance upon it, razing it to the ground only to be rebuilt, and in a
few years to be again laid low. Today it stands in its ruined beauty,
reminding us of bygone days with its sad loveliness, its loneliness and
desolation, guarding its great treasure  the history of its past greatness.

Yet there is comparatively little that history has been able to record
concerning these old abbeys, of which Melrose is but one of many which
were established some time after the school of learning was founded
on the tiny islet of Iona off the west coast of Scotland. The island on
which this first Abbey was situated, is scarcely three miles in extent.
The abbey was begun some time in the sixth century, and for nearly a
thousand years was one of the chief centers of learning, and from this
school men were prepared and sent out to found other schools.

Melrose Abbey was founded by one Eata, sent out from Iona in about
the middle of the seventh century. He chose rather a dreary land; at
least it must have been such to have caused the abbey to be called *Mel
rose,” meaning ‘bare moor.’

It was situated first on a piece of ground where the river Tweed
nearly made a loop around it, but later was rebuilt two and a half miles
up the river. It was refounded by David I of Scotland in 1124. There
is nothing of the present abbey belonging to that time now, for when
completed in 1146 it was destroyed in 1322. It was rebuilt four years
later, and again in 1545 it was plundered and soon afterwards again
badly damaged by the Earl of Hertford, and last in 1618 it was altered
in a way which much disfigured it, and since that time it seems to have
gradually fallen into ruin.

This is the barest outline of the history of the abbey as we know it;
but could we only enter into that treasure-house of history, the atmosphere
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of which seems to linger all about the ruin, the deeper kind of history
which never gets into the history books, but which we vaguely feel when
we visit it by moonlight as the poem suggests and let the sad charm of it
all pervade our minds, then that would be a history indeed! Eugenia

Lomaland Photo & Ertgrarirp Dcf>.

ISLAND OF LOFOTEN, NORWAY

A GLIMPSE INTO NORWAY

N the long winter evenings, when snow and storm are raging
outside and families are gathered around their hearths, what
do you suppose the children of the North like better than to
listen to the adventures and stories of the fearless, undaunted
men far up in the North, living close to nature, studying its
wonders and beauties in their daily combats with the elements? They
learn to love the snowy North, and as they grow older the desire grows
stronger to become better acquainted with ‘the Land of the Midnight
Sun’ and the Aurora Borealis.
Many are the stories connected with the little group of mountain-
islands called Lofoden, off the Norwegian coast.

The island of Lofoden, or Lofoten, when seen from a distance, reminds
one of the foot of a lynx or ‘lo,” hence its name Lo-foten. But more
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wonderful than its peculiar shape is the wildness and beauty of the scenery,
which by many is considered equal to, if not grander than, that of Switzer
land. Here and there, from out the purple color, the wild, jagged moun
tains stand out from the glaciers with a subdued shining whiteness.

Lomaland Photo & Engraving Dept.

SOARTISEN, NORWAY

While in other places the abruptness of the sides has left them bare
of all snow, making a deeper color in the purple.

Although these islands are situated beyond the Arctic Circle, it is
not very cold on account of the Gulf Stream, which here follows the
coast; but when the tide is high, there is danger in approaching Lofoden
from the south because of the maelstrom. Hundreds of brave fishermen,
when trying to reach the shore, have lost their lives in the Gulf Stream,
which, according to official statistics, runs at times with a speed of twenty-
six miles an hour. It looks then like an enormous funnel, and the eddies
are so strong that everything which comes within their reach is taken and
with enormous velocity is carried round and round with the surge, every
time farther down the funnel, until at last it is completely absorbed in
its bottom. E. A. Poe in his A Descent Into the Maelstrom, has described
this in a very vivid and realistic way.

Besides its beauty, the island is famous on account of the enormous
amount of fish which is caught yearly and transported from here all
over Europe. The codfish especially is very numerous. From here
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comes most of the cod with which every home in the North is supplied
at Christmas time, and there are certainly not many families, if any at
all, who would think of celebrating Christmas without codfish and white
mush (it is even more essential than the Thanksgiving-turkey is to the
Americans). But few realize the dangers which the fishermen have daily
to encounter; and fewer still know how many lives are lost in these
waters when the snowstorms come with sudden, raging fury from the
north.

Lofoden, on account of its wildness and beauty, has been studied
closely by many artists. Mrs. Anna Boberg, daughter of the late Mme
Carin Scholander, has studied the island under all weather conditions,
calm and storm, sunshine and rain, warmth and iciness, clear weather
and heavy fog, and from here were taken the motives of several remarkable
paintings of international fame.

So it is also with the mountains of Norway; beautiful indeed in their
grandeur and desolate wildness, when the glaciers and snowy mountain-
tops reflect the pale beams of the Midnight Sun. Agda O.

ASBESTOS

SBESTOS is one of the most marvelous products of inorganic

A nature, and is a paradoxical link between the mineral and the

vegetable kingdoms, with characteristics of both, yet altogether
different from either.

It is found in a hard, heavy rock and, when treated, yields fiber
as soft as silk and as light as a feather.

The Greeks called this remarkable material asbestos, ‘indestructible,’
and amianthos, ‘undefiled,” from its resistance to decay under any con
dition of time, heat or moisture.

Asbestos is found all over the world, chiefly in Canada, Newfoundland,
Australia, South Africa and Siberia. It is composed mainly of the silicates
of lime and magnesia with a little alumina, and contains varying quanti
ties of iron oxide. The best fibers are long, flexible and white.

One of the first recorded uses of asbestos was for wicks for the lamps
which provided the sacred fires in the temples of the gods in ancient Greece.

The natives of Siberia were using a cloth made from asbestos about
eight hundred years ago, and the principle underlying the process of
working up asbestos from the native rock is much the same today as
was described by Marco Polo in the thirteenth century. They broke up
the asbestos rock found in the native serpentine formations and beat it
in a mortar to release the fibers from the earthy base. After repeated
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beating, blowing and sifting, the fibers were spun and then woven in a
rough loom into cloth.

H. P. Blavatsky, in Isis Unveiled, mentions some very extraordinary
uses for the oil of asbestos, which is still one of the undiscovered secrets
of ancient times; but the mineral itself is well known in almost all depart
ments of industry, and is indispensable to the engineer and electrician
because of its insulating and heat-resisting and non-conducting properties.

ARCHITECTURAL STYLES AND THEIR MEANING

Chapter XXXII (continued) — Romanesque Architecture

OR a clear understanding of the Romanesque and Gothic
styles it is necessary to study the general plan and design of
a cathedral or abbey; we cannot comprehend the skilful way
the builders solved their new and difficult problems unless we
know the needs which had to be supplied by their art and science.

In the Dark Ages the general state of ignor-
ance in Europe was great and there were few im-
portant buildings other I'illkt S than churches; and the
monks were the only ar- chitects of importance,
Bodies of freemasons, who were not connected
with the church, had their place, but they be-
came more important a few centuries later, un-
til at last they became the master-builders,

As each Order of monks had its own rules
and needs and ceremo- nies their buildings re-
flected these differences, Each country and pro-
vince had its own pecu- liarities also; therefore
we find a considerable variety in the general
design of the Roman- esque churches. Space
will not permit more than a slight reference
to these in this brief out- line; we must concen-
trate our attention upon| the general principles

that finally developed in- . = d-plan of Peterbo O the unsurpassed art
of the French thirteenth- rough Cathedral, Englana century Gothic,

While it is clear that the Romanesque build
ers got many of their ideas from the Roman basilicas, the differences be
tween them and the fully-developed Romanesque are marked. A com
parison between the plans of the original Basilica Church of St. Peter’s,
Rome (a. d. 330) [see Raja-Yoga Messenger, January 1917] and. of
Peterborough Cathedral, England (12th Century), shows many changes.
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The English Romanesque (or Norman, as it is called in England) church
is laid out in the form of a cross, consisting of a Nave, the longest part;
a Choir; and a crosspiece, the Transepts. The nave (from navis, a ship)
was for the congregation, and the choir for the clergy and singers. In
England the nave was unusually long in proportion, and Fergusson says:

“The ancients
square; in other
pies were general-
they were broad,
on the Continent,
generally doubled,
ternal width was
for the length.. ..
ger churches gen-
proportion of six
for their length,
them, these early
everything erected
unless with great-
sions of height or
therefore, it were
dent or by design,
mediately appre-

affected a double
words, their tem-
ly twice as long as
In the Middle Ages,
this proportion was
Practically the in-
multiplied by four
In England the lar-
erally reached the
times their width

As we judge
naves . . . surpass
on the Continent,
ly increased dimen-
width. Whether,
hit upon by acci-
its beauty was im-
ciated, and formed

the governing principle in the de-
sign of all the Eng- lish cathedrals. It
was a discovery, which has added
more to the subli- mity of effect which
characterizes most of our cathedrals
than any other prin- ciple introduced
during the Middle Ages.”

At the sides — ™ vy .- of the nave and
choir, and often st. Etienne, Caen, France ofthe transepts,
are the aisles, long corridors,

separated from the main halls by pillars, and lower in height. Small
chapels are usually grouped around the farther end of the choir. At
the intersection of the transepts stands the central tower supported on
very substantial piers. In England and parts of France this was the
highest and most impressive feature of a cathedral, but in many of the
finest continental buildings it was subordinate to the two towers, which
stand at the beginning of the side-aisles, and give dignity to the main
front, or, at times, to high towers at both ends.

Now we must consider the characteristic which distinguishes medieval
architecture from everything that went before it — the great development
of the principle of the balance of forces. The builders had to face the
problem of constructing a hall of great length, width and height with many
windows and with a substantial roof, preferably of stone, for permanency
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and unity of effect. Imagine the difficulty of flinging a roof made of
small stones across a hall four hundred feet long or more, and forty
to eighty feet wide, at a height above the pavement sometimes of one
hundred and fifty feet!

The Egyptians used massive blocks of stone for roofing, supported
by numerous columns spaced so closely as to interfere with the view

across their large halls. The medie-
val builders could neither cut nor
transport stones so enormous, nor did
they wish to fill the open spaces with
a multitude of pil- lars to hide the
speakers in the pul pit. To cover the
wide halls wooden roofs were used in
the early basilicas and even through-
out the entire peri- od of the Middle
Ages, but stone was the ideal ma-
terial.  Gradually the system of vaul-
ted roofing was de- veloped — per-
haps rediscovered, but more probably
copied from Rom- an remains — and
so the exquisitely beautiful vaulted
roof of the four- teenth century in
England became a possibility. Even
though the princi- pie of the simple
vault was origi- nated by the Rom-

ans, they never Interior of the Cathedral of Speyer, carried it far; it

was the medieval designers who first
faced and then conquered the great engineering and artistic difficulties.

It will be seen, by reference to the plate of Roman vaulting in Chapter
XXI (RAja-Yoga Messenger, April, 1916), that the plain intersecting
vaulted roof as shown here in the interior of the Romanesque Cathedral
of Speyer, Germany (11th century) was originally invented by the Romans,
but for a long time wooden roofs were almost the only coverings for
churches. Compare the picture of the interior of Speyer Cathedral with
that of the Basilica Church of St. Paul, Rome (the Raja-Yoga Mes
senger, April, 1915), built in A. p. 386, and observe the great change
that had taken place even at the beginning of the Romanesque period. R.

Germany, showing vaulted roof

“AS you grow ready for it, somewhere or other you will find what is need
ful for you, in a book, or a friend, or, best of all, in your own thoughts, the
eternal thought speaking in your thought.”—George Macdonald
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HE life and activity of Edmund Burke, the celebrated Irish
orator and the champion of American liberties, had for its
setting a period in the history of our civilization which might
well be considered as approaching the culmination of one of
the greater cycles of growth and development.

Born in 1729
his brilliant ea
rn the Classic Age
in that of history,
lution. A time
vealed on every
ces of a restless
interests and ful-
restlessness which
litically in wars
intellectually in
new truths, artis-
birth of a new

Frederick the
arena of Euro-
brought into new
Prussian Empire;
tirely away from
worthless aristoc-
ried swiftly down
volution; also the
nies claimed their

EDMUND BURKE

and dying in 1797
reer culminated
of literature, and
the Age of Revo-
indeed which re
hand the eviden-
striving for larger
ler growth; a
revealed itself po-
and revolutions,
the search for
tically in the
literature.

Great entered the
pean politics and
prominence the
France broke en-
the chains of a
racy and was car-
the stream of re-
American Colo-
independence

and supported that claim with the sword. England was represented in
discovery by Cook, who explored New Zealand and Australia, whilst
in the field of conflict were such men as Wolfe in Canada and Clive in
India, the first giving his life on the heights of Quebec for the attainment
of a new empire, the latter avenging the horrors of the Black Hole and
ensuring the empire of India by his victories of Arcot and Plassey.
The approach of the cycle’s culmination in literature was likewise
revealed; in France by the wide departures of such writers as Rousseau
and Voltaire, in England by an earnestness and enthusiasm for religion
and philosophy which marked the recovery from the terrible reaction
incident to the Restoration. Along religious lines this earnestness was
fed and fostered by such celebrated preachers as Wesley, Whitfield and
Tillotson, men who felt the call for substantial doctrines and responded
to it in so far as they were capable. In literature there was a reawakening
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of genius typified by the works of such men as Sheridan, Moore, Garrick,
Goldsmith, Johnson, whilst the eloquence and genius of Pitt, Fox, Sheridan
and Burke, and the daring denunciations of a certain Junius, thrilled
the whole nation.

Certainly this was an age of activity and achievement when the
wheels of progress seemed to move in plain sight of all. And among
the great minds that shaped the destinies of England, that of Burke
stands foremost. With a vivid and active imagination, a broad mind
strengthened and balanced by most careful study, a high ideal of morality,
and an ardent love of justice, this man made his power felt throughout
England.

Whilst many of his contemporaries possessed much of the political
insight of Burke, scarcely one united to political sagacity his exalted
moral sense. Because he had studied human nature and was cognizant
of its weaknesses, he possessed the power to take a broad view of every
question and to avoid criticising and tearing down those things which,
while possessing defects, were not entirely evil. It was this power which
gained for him the sympathy and respect of the nation.

Whilst such men as Adams, Patrick Henry and James Otis proclaimed
the rights of the American Colonies in America, the halls of Parliament
re-echoed to the impassioned eloquence of Burke as he threw his whole
soul into the cause of Colonial liberties.

As a boy Burke attended a Quaker school in Kildare County, Ireland,
where in the course of his studies he became closely attached to the son
of his instructor. This friendship was lifelong, and when Burke had
become one of the first men in Europe, no visitor to his house was more
welcome than this son of his first school-teacher.

After taking his degree at Dublin, Burke went to England, from
which time little is known of his life until 1756, when he made his first
mark with a satire on Bolingbroke. Following this came several literary
productions, among which may be mentioned his Account of the European
Settlements in America, which work gave the first evidences of his interest
in the new nation growing up over the seas. Next he began the publica
tion of an Annual Register in which he aimed to present a broad outline
of the chief movements of the year —a large undertaking in that time
of unusual activity, and one for which the character of the times supplied
a wealth of material.

At this time Burke felt a very deep and poignant solicitude for the
welfare of his own country; the widespread iniquity and disorder in
that land went to his heart and he made more than one great sacrifice
on behalf of the principles involved in her welfare.

The accession of George III in 1760 brought a change in the political
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situation in England, the new monarch being bent upon concentrating
all power in the royal hands, which course involved the dismissal of Pitt
and Newcastle, and the rise of Bute. When in 1765 the Marquis of
Rockingham became Prime Minister, he made Burke his private secretary.
But the Rockingham administration disapproved of the royal policy
towards America, and having insufficient support soon went out of
power. But as a member of the House of Commons, Burke now took
up the defense of the Colonies with his splendid and unanswerable elo
quence, and his first speech “was felt to be the rising of a new light.”
From now (1766) until 1790 Burke was one of the chief guides and in
spires of the Whig party.

Before leaving office the Rockingham administration abolished general
warrants and the seizure of papers, and repealed the Stamp Act. These
acts incensed George Grenville whom this administration had displaced,
and who now issued a pamphlet defending his views, in reply to which
Burke issued his Observations, which gave full evidence of his talent and
profound knowledge of commerce and finance.

As the king sought out new means of taxing and tyrannizing over
the Colonies, Burke came more and more into prominence as their cham
pion, and his speeches are veritable monuments of wisdom, eloquence
and sincerity. Yet he disclaimed all ideas of sentiment in the question
and based his entire argument upon reason, common sense and expediency.
He said:

“Show the thing you contend for to be reason; show it to be common sense, show it to be
the means of attaining some useful end.”

Of all his speeches of this period, that on Conciliation has been more
universally admired than any of his other productions. When dwelling
on this theme Burke exerted his powers to the utmost to avert the loss
of the Colonies, but to no avail.

After the close of the Revolution he undertook the second great
enterprise of his life, the arraignment of Warren Hastings and an exposi
tion of governmental corruption in India. By fourteen years of laborious
effort in this undertaking Burke laid the foundations once and for all
of just, moral and philosophical public opinion in England in regard to
the administration of her great Indian Empire. In closing this memorable
arraignment the great orator said:

“My Lords, at this awful close, in the names of the Commons, and surrounded by them,
I attest the retiring. I attest the advancing generations, between which, as a link in the great
chain of eternal order, we stand. We call this nation, and call this world, to witness, that the
Commons have shrunk from no labor; that we have been guilty of no prevarication, that we
have made no compromise with crime, that we have not feared any odium whatsoever in the
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long warfare which we have carried on with the exorbitant wealth, with the enormous and
overpowering influence of Eastern corruption.

“My Lords, it has pleased Providence to place us in such a state that we appear to be
every moment upon the verge of some great mutations. There is one thing, and one thing
only, which defies all mutation; that which existed before the world itself, — I mean justice;
that justice which emanating from the Divinity, has a place in the breast of every one of us
for our guide with regard to ourselves and with regard to others; and which will stand, after
this globe is burned to ashes, our advocate or our accuser, before the great Judge, when He
comes to call upon us for the tenor of a well-spent life.”

In the attitude adopted by Burke towards the French Revolution
is to be seen a true reflexion of the general attitude of the severe, order-
loving England of that day. It was an age when Englishmen cherished
above all things their appreciation of firm constitutional government,
and the sight of the excessive and lawless tendencies of the Revolution
became distasteful to many. Some there were who entertained the
confidence that the French nation would ultimately achieve a great end
after the passing of the first period of turmoil, but Burke was not among
these. In his protest at the treatment of Marie Antoinette, the great
statesman was moved to tears, and the picture painted by him of her
pitiable circumstances touched all hearts. His Reflections on the French
Revolution is filled with the most earnest expressions of misgiving and
solicitude for the course of affairs in France.

It would be impossible to do justice in brief quotations to the writings
and speeches of Edmund Burke, but they are creations which should be
familiar to every Englishman and American; the following is one striking
excerpt from his work on the Revolution:

“The effect of liberty to individuals is, that they may do what they please: We ought to
see what it will please them to do, before we risk congratulations which may soon be turned
into complaints. . . . Men are qualified for civil liberty in exact proportion to their disposi
tion to put moral chains upon their appetites. . . . Society cannot exist unless a controlling
power upon will and appetite be placed somewhere; and the less of it there is within, the
more there must be without. It is ordained in the eternal constitution of things that men of
intemperate minds cannot be free. Their own passions forge their fetters.”

“He left one of the great names in English history,” says E. L. Godkin
in a biographical article on Edmund Burke. “There is no trace of him
in the statute book, but he has, it is safe to say, exercised a profound
influence in all succeeding legislation, both in England and America.
He has inspired or suggested nearly all the juridicial changes which dis
tinguish the England of today from the England of the last century, and
is probably the only British politician whose speeches and pamphlets,
made for immediate results, have given him immortality.” Student
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THE BRIDGE AT MONMOUTH, WALES

ALES is the land of castles and bridges; you cannot go far

in any direction without coming to some old ruin of a strong

hold high on its rock or cliff, or by the quiet waters of the

valley; and you cannot go far, either, without coming on

some old or new bridge, famous for its beauty or its quaint
ness. This bridge at Monmouth, as you see, still keeps its medieval
fortification.

Monmouth is the capital of the county of the same name, which
was the old Welsh kingdom of Gwent, famous in history and tradition.
Here Teymion Twrf Fliant was king (in the Mabinogi); at his court
Pryderi received fosterage after his stealing from between his mother
and the wall at Arberth in Dyfed. Here in Gwent, too, is Caerleon-on-Usk:
Arthur’s chief court, and as you may say the very core or birthplace
of the Arthurian legend; in its old streets, through its old gates and
beneath its city walls you might still expect to see the knights come
riding two by two, or

“A troop of damsels glad.
An abbot on an ambling pad,”

or
“Sometimes a curly shepherd lad
Or long-haired page in crimson clad —”

just as —not in the days of Arthur, certainly, but in the days when
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Chivalry was drawing its inspiration from his memory. To Caerleon
Tennyson came to write some of his Idylls; learning the Welsh language,
I believe, to get better ‘local color’ for his work. — In the Middle Ages,
this was the main point of departure for the Norman earls and barons,
the ‘Lords Marchers’ licensed by the kings of England to make what
kingdoms they could for themselves at the expense of the Welsh.

In Gwent one finds the extremes of Welsh life: there are coal valleys,
where all is sordid and hideous to the eye; and there are regions of pure
faerie, where the fairies are perhaps remembered better than anywhere
else, and where Dr. Evans Wentz even found the old people still knowing
about Reincarnation. No wonder Wordsworth wrote two of his most
wonderful lines in Gwent, after visiting beautiful Tintern: the line about
the

“still, sad music of humanity;"

and that about the Spirit, the Oversoul, the Great Mystery

“Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns."

There is so much of the spirit and atmosphere of Wales in those two lines.
Gwent has its own living poet however: Mr. W. H. Davies, whose
verses 1 have seen quoted in the Raja-Yoga M essenger more than
once lately; he writes so beautifully because he has a child’s heart, and
because he worships the Beauty of the world, and is filled with pity wher
ever he comes on suffering. And since we are talking of Monmouth and
poets, it would not be fair to leave out Shakespeare: here is a quotation
from him aptly illustrated by the picture:
“T tell you, captain, if you look in the maps of the orld, I warrant you shall find in the
comparisons between Macedon and Monmouth, that the situations, look you, is both alike.
There is a river in Macedon, and there is also moreover a river at Monmouth: it is called

Wye at Monmouth; but it is out of my prains what is the name of the other river; but tis
all one, ’tis as alike as my fingers is to my fingers, and there is salmons in both." K.V.M.

»

“ACCUSTOM the children to close accuracy of statement, both as a
principle of honor, and as an accomplishment of language, making truth
the test of perfect language, and giving the intensity of a moral purpose
to the study and art of words; then, carrying the accuracy into all habits
of thought and observation, so as always to Ihin\ of things as they truly are,
as far as in us rests, — and it does rest much in our power, for all false thoughts
and seeings come mainly of our thinking of what we have no business with,
and looking for things we want to see, instead of things which ought to be
seen.” — Rus\in
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THAT WONDERFUL READING-GLASS
THE SPECTROSCOPE

LL have admired the rainbow, and we have doubtless often

amused ourselves with a vase or other object of cut glass,

watching the beautiful play of the colors which it threw on

the table as we turned it around in the sunlight. But who

would have imagined that this simple phenomenon could re
veal to us some of the secrets hidden in stars so far away that even in
our imagination we cannot conceive of their distance? Yet such is the
case. We have only to catch a ray from one of those stars, pass it through
a specially shaped piece of glass, and just as happened with the ray of
sunlight when it struck our vase, this beam will be split up into a band
of light from which the scientist can tell almost at a glance the elements
of which that star is composed, the state of heat or incandescence in which
these elements exist, and whether the star is coming towards us or going
away, as also the rate of its motion.

This would seem to be quite a lot for an innocent-looking piece of glass
to do; but it is indeed so. Such a band of light is called a spectrum;
if it contains all of the colors of the rainbow, it is called a continuous
spectrum.

There are two conditions which produce a spectrum: first, the ray
of light is bent out of its straight course by the glass through which it
passes. To get the best results, the glass should have the form of a tri
angular prism, and the ray should strike one of its sides obliquely. Just
as a pencil stuck part way into a glass of water appears to be bent, so
the ray of light istent in passing through the prism, and leaves it in a
different direction from that at which it entered. This always happens
when a ray passes from any medium (meaning a substance through which
it is transmitted) to another of different density; as for instance, when it
enters our comparatively dense atmosphere after traveling through space.

There are in nature three series of rays which are very closely allied —
heat, light, and chemical rays. Take a piece of iron heating in a fire:
the first rays it emits are invisible, but we feel them as heat. As it gets
hotter and hotter, as the vibrations increase in frequency, it begins to
glow with a red color; gradually it adds the other colors of the spectrum,
until it is what we call white-hot. If it were possible to heat it still further,
in other words to increase the frequency of vibration still more, it would
commence to give out chemical or actinic rays. It is with the light rays
that the spectroscope has to do.

Now something else happens to the ray besides being merely bent
as it passes through the prism. Each of the seven colored rays of which
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it is composed (supposing it to be a ray of white light) is bent at a slightly
greater angle than the one before it, the red being bent least and the vio
let most, and it is this that gives us the band of light we call the spectrum.

This band of light, when proceeding from the sun, was observed by
Dr. Wollaston in 1802 to be crossed by a number of dark lines, which were
afterwards very fully investigated by the famous practical optician, J.
von Fraunhofer, who made a chart showing 576 of these lines in the solar
spectrum. For the observation of these an instrument called the spec
troscope is needed, the general principles of which are as follows.

In Fig. 1 the ray of light is seen passing through a narrow slit in a
shutter, then entering a glass prism of triangular section, whence it e-
merges in a pencil of rays of which the upper is red and the lower violet.

C

These rays reach a screen on which the seven colors are seen. In prac
tice, however, it becomes necessary to magnify this spectrum considerably.
In Fig. 2 the ray of light enters a narrow slit (capable of regulation by
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THE SPECTROSCOPE

a screw) at the left-hand end of what is called the collimator-tube, which
is furnished at the other end with a lens that sends the rays exactly parallel
with one another to the prism. The rays emerging from the prism are
received by the objective lens of a telescope, furnished at the other end
with an eye-piece which constitutes a microscope. Thus the image of
the spectrum received by the eye becomes greatly enlarged.

A third tube as shown is sometimes used to send the image of a divided
scale by reflexion to the eye-piece of the telescope so that it is superim
posed on the spectrum-image, as seen in Fig. 3. This scale is adjustable
by a screw so as to bring the same subdivision always opposite the image

¥ i -i ii '7° > M¥° i

FIG. 3

of some well-known line, such as the D-line of sodium. In Fig. 3 only a
few of the hundreds of lines in the solar spectrum are shown. The whole
arrangement in Fig. 2 (modified considerably for various purposes) is
called a spectroscope.

Several interesting experiments can be tried with a spectroscope.
For instance, if we take a piece of the metal sodium and vaporize it in
front of our instrument, we do not get a band of different colors: we mere
ly get two yellow lines just about where yellow belongs in the continuous
spectrum. Each metal has its distinctive spectrum, some having several
lines of different colors, etc. Now, if we pass a white beam through an
atmosphere of sodium vapor, we of course get a continuous spectrum; but
in exactly the same place where before we had two yellow lines, we now
have two dark lines crossing the yellow portion of the continuous spec
trum. The rays corresponding in the white light to sodium rays have been
absorbed by the sodium vapor, and so we have two dark lines close to
gether in the spectrum.

By utilizing this discovery we can detect elements in the atmosphere
and gases surrounding other stars. If we arrange our spectroscope (by
means of divisions in the slit of the collimator) so that at the top we get
a spectrum of the sun, and at the bottom a spectrum of whatever sub
stance we desire to test, we shall find that the bright rays in the hydrogen
or sodium spectrum (whichever it happens to be) correspond exactly
with certain dark lines on the solar spectrum. Hence we conclude that
these substances are present as vapors in the gases surrounding the sun,
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and have absorbed some of the rays coming from the heated interior.
In Fig. 3 the lines CFG belong to the hydrogen-spectrum, and D to that
of sodium.

As regards the state of incandescence of a star, it may be said, without
going into particulars, that when a solid body is incandescent it gives a
continuous spectrum, as for instance a limelight; when a gas is at a high
temperature it gives a bright line spectrum, as we saw in the case of sodium
vapor. The hottest stars have spectra like the sun; nebulae give bright
line spectra, and are therefore supposed to consist chiefly of heated gases.

Turning now to the motion of the stars: everyone has doubtless no
ticed that as a train approaches the sound of its whistle is apparently high
er than if it were stationary, or receding. This is caused by the waves of
sound being crowded in upon us, so that they seem to have a higher fre
quency and therefore a higher pitch. In the same way the vibrations
coming from a star in the form of light seem to be increased in frequency
when the star is approaching: hence any given line, such as the sodium
line, will be shifted slightly towards the violet end of the spectrum, the
amount of displacement varying with the rate of approach. If the star
is receding, the bands are correspondingly shifted towards the red end.

One of the most remarkable triumphs of the spectroscope is the follow
ing: Prof. Lockyer discovered certain lines in the spectrum of the sun
which were impossible to identify as belonging to any known element
on earth. He therefore ascribed them to a new element, which he named
helium. Several years later Prof. Ramsay, while experimenting with
radium emanations, discovered these very same lines present in the spec
trum, and on further investigation this new gas, helium, was proved to
be present. So here we have the remarkable case of an element being
discovered and identified inthe Sun before it was recognize

There is another thought which occurs to one in considering the secrets
of hidden light. As we know, light from the earth takes several thousand
years to reach some of the stars. If it were possible to make these light
waves reproduce pictures, as in photography, or as we make electric waves
reproduce tones in a wireless telephone, one of those stars would see the
earth as it was a thousand years ago, another, three thousand, and so
on. Therefore not one single event in history, not one act of any of
the millions which occurred on this earth or any other, is lost, but every
thing is recorded on this ‘Screen of Time’, so that light is really a great
book, the most wonderful of all books for him who has eyes to read it. ~ S.
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Young folk's Department

AUGUST BOY

\ a 7THEN the tiger-lilies #ome,
August Boy, with dusty feet,
Tramples through the corn and wheat,
Climbs the hollyhocks’ high towers,
Lays his hot hands on the hours.
Makes the locust-fiddles hum.
— Lomaland Calendar

THE FOURTH OF JULY AT WALNUT GROVE

ALNUT Grove is a small town not far from one of the large
inland lakes. Don and Bonnie Lane live there. They are
the-children of the Mayor and they know what it means to
be servants of the public.
The day after school closed Mr. Lane said: “Well, the
Town Board has voted against the sale of fireworks!”

Fourth of July without firecrackers, giant ‘cannon,” pinwheels or sky
rockets! It was too amazing to be real. When they realized what it
meant, Don said he hoped it would rain pitchforks and pickaninnies.
Then Bonnie suggested: “Let’s get Father to have a general celebration,
a parade, and speeches, and games!”

“All right,” assented Don, “but remember it isn’t Father —it’s the
whole ancient Town Board, who have got to be asked to consider that
sweet question, little sister!”

“Well, we’ll ask Father to ask the Board!”

You see, there was no limit to Bonnie’s daring. The moment her fa
ther entered the gate that June afternoon he was bombarded with propo
sitions and plans. His only relief came when he promised to take both
Don and Bonnie to the next Council meeting.

Such excitement! They sat at the big table, taking turns holding
Mayor Lane’s gavel. Bonnie’s eyes flashed. After finishing the business
of the evening, Mr. Lane arose.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “my little girl wishes me to ask you what you
think of having a general celebration on the Fourth of July, with a parade,
and speeches, and games!”

“It can’t be did, your Honor!” protested old Colonel Hopkins in his
deep lion-roaring voice. The Councilmen shook their heads in approval.
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“It would cost as much as fireworks!” barked Mr. Josiah Brown, the
crossest man in Walnut Grove.

No one else spoke. Mr. Lane looked a question-mark at Don and
another one at Bonnie. Don was frowning, but Bonnie’s eyes were bright
er than ever.

“Gentlemen,” the Mayor*continued, “Irealize that it is quite out of
order, but will you let Bonnie say something?”

“Speech from Bonnie!” shouted Mr. Higgins, an old friend of the Lane
family.

As neither Colonel Hopkins nor Mr. Brown actually opposed this in
novation, her father lifted Bonnie up to the table. Then, in her funny
little lisping way, she told those gray-bearded men just what her idea was.

“Everybody who can will march down to the lake,” she said. “The
big school flag should be carried at the head of the procession, and the
band must play. All the old people and the mothers with little babies
will ride, of course.”

Here Mr. Higgins led a faint applause.

“Behind them,” Bonnie went on, a little rapidly, “will be the boys and
girls; and behind them the grown people. When we get to the lake we
can have our dinner under the trees, and then there could be some good
games and races.”

She was again interrupted by applause. Some one said: “A regular
ripping, old-fashioned Fourth!”

“Yes,” nodded Bonnie. “And we need some speeches about how the
Declaration of Independence was made, and what America stands for now.
The people can march back home for supper; and then they can come to
the Town Hall and dance, or go to one of the churches and have a social.”

Her speech was getting long, but she did not stop until she came to the
end of it.

“And Colonel Hopkins must be the first speaker, because he is the
Town Hero, having fought for our country!”

Loud hand-clapping came now, and a bow from the tamed old lion.

“ And Mr. Brown must read the Declaration, because his great-greater-
greatest grandfather was a signer!”

Louder hand-clapping, and another bow from docile Mr. Brown.

“ And the whole thing won’t cost any more than staying at home and
being miserable without fireworks!”

Bonnie had won.

The question ‘Shall it be done?’ was not debated; but ‘How shall
it be done?’ received long consideration. When the children and Mayor
Lane reached home very, very late that night, the whole matter had been
settled, down to Anne Tessy Brown’s baking the molasses cakes, and Mrs.
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FOURTH OF JULY AT WALNUT GROVE

Higgins and Granny Potter’s being asked to preside over the sandwiches.

The Fourth began, as it always ought, brightly warm. The procession
started from the First National Bank Building at half-past nine. Mr.
Brown, in blue-and-buff, with gold lace all over him, carried the flag.
The band was in place, and Colonel Hopkins was Grand Marshal of the
Day. To have seen him on his high-stepping horse, you would have thought
of General Washington at the head of his troops.

Except the bed-ridden and their purses, old Mother Hanks, and the
Town Constable, all the citizens were in line, and all Walnut Grove was
happy.

A success? Yes. Chicken pie and sandwiches, ice cream and cakes,
were all what Granny Potter called “deleeshus.” The speeches stopped
short of tiresomeness, and Mr. Brown read the Declaration as if he had
put on the glory of John Hancock himself. No one fell into the lake and
no one Saidfirecrackers. The fat man’s race was won by Mr. Lane, who
wore his prize, a garland of maple leaves, during the rest of the day,
and wherever he went there followed a scream of laughter.

Marching home —oh, the good time everybody had going home!
The band played America and all the people sang. Then there were John
Brown’s Body, Columbia the Gem, Darling Nelly Gray, and many of the
other dear old songs we Americans love to sing when we are coming home
from picnics.

When Colonel Hopkins at the head of the returning line came up to
the Town Constable, standing on the highest of the Bank steps waving a
greeting, there was a sudden, startling command, “Halt!”

Walnut Grove stood still.

“Three cheers for Bonnie Lane!” roared the grand old Marshal of
the Day.

“Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!” rang out.

A man beside Mr. Brown lifted Bonnie to his shoulder; and she, hold
ing a corner of the big flag, called in response: “Hurrah for the Fourth
of July!”

Cheering and cheering again; then the procession broke up.

When Don and Bonnie were sitting with their parents around the
supper-table talking over the events of the day, Don said: “I’ll bet you
a cookie that next year Grigsby and South Town will be copying our
Fourth of July example.”

“What do you think, Miss Public-Adviser-to-Small-Towns?” asked
Mayor Lane, turning to his rosy daughter.

“I think Colonel Hopkins and Mr. Brown are two sweet old darlings,
don’t you Father?” said Bonnie — which was not exactly a direct reply
to her father’s question, was it? Patriotic American
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A FOURTH OF JULY GARDEN

'"T'HE poppies, in the lower bed,
Are tossing gorgeous caps
of red.

The winding borders, to the right,
Are splashed and dashed with
daisies white.

The cornflowers, where the path
goes by;
Are blue and blue as July’s sky.

I did not plan my garden so —
The flowers came up —1I let
them grow!

But next year, I shall raise for

you
: ALL READY FOR THE
A flag of blooms, red, white and FOURTH. OF JULY

blue. — Selected

THE MONKEY’S MOTTO GAME

ERT is a sunny little fellow who used to be very cross. He
has no brothers nor sisters. Before he went to school he had
no playmates, except his dog Rover and Billy, his rocking-
horse. Rover often wanted to sleep, and Billy made so much
noise that Bert could not always be riding.

One day he was crosser than usual and his mother did not know
how to make him happy. Three times he had gone through the A-B-C
pictures. From front cat-cover to back dog-cover he had repeated the
whole long story:

Aisfor Antelope, agile and spry,
Bis for Buzzard, flying so high,
all the way to
Y iS for Yak, a queer creature you see,
Zis for Zebra, all striped is he.

Bert’s mother showed him a new game with blocks, but that he soon

tired of. He went to the window and sat on a stool, and frowned.
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THE MONKEY’S MOTTO GAME

An organ-grinder was playing far down the street. With him was
a small monkey dressed like a soldier. The man caught sight of Bert’s
face, came to the window and began to play ° Columbia.’

The monkey climbed the porch railing and jumped through the open
window into the room. He threw back his shoulders, put his little arms
stiffly close to his sides and marched up and down. Every time he passed
Bert he saluted.

Bert had three pennies which he put into the monkey’s tiny wrinkled
hand. The funny little visitor took a slip of paper out of his breast pocket
and solemnly handed it to Bert. Then, with a farewell salute, he sprang
out of the window straight into his master’s arms.

The organ-grinder waved his hat, played one more air, took the
monkey under his arm and disappeared around the corner.

When they were gone Bert asked his mother to read the words on the
slip of paper. They were:

EVERY DAY, WHATEVER YOU DO,
BE A FINE SOLDIER, BRAVE AND TRUE.

“Is it a game, Mother?” Bert asked.

“Not exactly,” she replied. “It is a kind of motto.”

“What is a motto?” Bert wanted to know.

“ A motto is something to learn and remember,” his mother explained.

Bert sat still for some moments before saying, “Mother, I know the
monkey’s motto by heart!”

He repeated it and his mother said, laughing, “Well, dear, what you
need to do now is to remember it.”

The next time Bert was cross his mother left her work, went to the
window and looked up and down the street. Bert came and stood be
side her.

“I wish the monkey would come again,” he said.

“So do I,” said she. “I thought you remembered his motto, Bert.”

“Oh, I do remember it!”

“Not really, though.”

“Oh, yes, Mother, really. Listen!” Bert recited it correctly.

“But it isn’t remembering, just saying off words,” said his mother.

Bert looked surprised. Then he squared his shoulders, picked up
a stick and began marching back and forth, as the monkey had done.
By this time he was laughing as if he had never been cross before and
never would be cross again.

“Why, yes, I believe you do remember, after all,” said his mother.

Bert goes to school now. Next year he will be in the first grade.
He has never seen the little monkey again, but he will not soon forget
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his very wise motto. In fact, at Bert’s school they play a game called
‘The Monkey’s Motto Game.’

It started this way: One day a little boy, Willie Kane, had a fit of
temper, and Bert jumped up, put his hands stiffly to his sides, and marched
around the table, saluting Willie every time he passed. All the children
—even Willie himself —began to laugh. Then Bert put his hand into
his pocket and gave Willie a piece of paper.

“What is that for?” asked the teacher.

“That is the motto,” replied Bert.

“What are supposed to be the words of the motto?” she asked.

Bert told her, and she was so pleased that she had a tall boy from one
of the upper grades write in big letters in the center of the blackboard
at the top, where every one could see,

EVERY DAY, WHATEVER YOU DO,
BE A FINE SOLDIER, BRAVE ANp TRUE.
And there the monkey’s motto stayed till the end of the term.—V. K.

POLL’S TRICK

LD Polly is a foolish bird,
Who loves to be both seen and heard.

She talks, talks, talks, the Ilivelong day.
With never anything to say.

When Polly sees a hawk sail by,

On steady wing across the sky,

“Look out! look out!” she wildly shrieks,
Till every chicken homeward streaks.

A boy came out to fly his kite

Above the fields, in Polly’s sight.

“Look out! look out!” came her hoarse call,
Till home flew roosters, hens and all!

And there all afternoon they stayed,
And never guessed the trick Poll played.
She is a dear old silly bird,

Who loves to be both seen and heard.
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ESSIE’S GRANDFATHER-DOLL

SSIE’S favorite playthings were her paper dolls.
They were a large family: father, mother,
big brother, little brother, big sister, little
sister, twins, and a ‘teeny weeny’ baby. Uncles
and aunties there were, cousins of many sizes, and
two dear, sweet grandmothers. The one missing
relative was a grandfather.
Essie’s search for the old gentleman had been a
long one. Pictures of gray-haired boys she found
in plenty, but what Essie wanted was a dignified grandfatherly grand
father. He must have bushy white hair and whiskers, and a rosy smiling
face; his blue serge coat must button snugly across his broad chest;
he must carry a cane and wear gaiters; and the twinkle in his eye must
be all the merrier because of his big-rimmed spectacles.

One day Essie was playing that the paper-doll family were automobil-
ing. The boulevard was the low green bench that ran all around the
summer-house. The younger children kept saying, “Now, wouldn’t it
be nice if Grandfather were only here!” and “Oh, dear — poor Grand
father is missing the scenery!” and Essie herself thought how very lonely
the two fashionable grandmothers looked in their elegant blue limousine.

“Well, darlings,” said Essie, trying to comfort them, “it does seem
as though there must be a grandfather somewhere in the world. Be
patient a little longer, and 1’1l surely find him for you.”

She heard her brother Dan calling, “Essie, come here, will you?”

Gathering up the dolls, automobiles and all, she put them to bed
in a little red box on a shelf beneath the rustic table. Then she ran
out to find her brother. He was on the veranda tying up papers.

“I’'m in an awful hurry,” he said. “These papers and magazines are
to be sent to the soldiers. You can help by counting while I tie. Count
ten and put them in a pile, and then count ten more, and so on.”

“All right, Dan,” said Essie, and she fell to counting as fast as she
could pick up papers. My, how she wished to look at the pages! She
could almost hear the grandfather-doll calling, “Here I am, Essie!”
But Dan was working so swiftly that she was soon too busy to think of
anything but trying to keep pace with him.

When the papers were stacked in neat bundles at the roadside, Essie
discovered in the hammock a big magazine that had not been counted in.

“Oh, Dan,” she cried, “here’s one more!”

“It will have to wait for another time,” said Dan, running to get
his cap. Then, as he was leaving the house, he called, “You may have
that one, Essie. Perhaps you will find a paper doll or two in it.”
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“Thanks, Dan,” said Essie, and skipped down to the summer-house
for her scissors.

“Oh, goodie, goodie, Grandpa!” the little flat people under the rustic
table heard her say. In a few minutes they were having a rustling,
bustling celebration. The paper-doll family had become complete!

Inside the very first page of the extra magazine, Essie had found the
dearest old grandfather ever dreamed of. He was big and dignified, and
smiling. He had just the right kind of thick white hair and whiskers.
His round pink cheeks rolled up to his spectacles and his eyes twinkled
ever so merrily. Yes, and he carried a cane and wore nice white buckled-
down gaiters. And how in the world he ever got his blue coat buttoned
was a wonder — so broad was the dear old gentleman across the chest —
just exactly as Essie had wanted him to be! Henrictta O

LOMALAND BIRD NEWS

Birdville, so the little birds have organized a police force. The

first bird who sees him utters a call of warning, “rrrrr” and then a
loud call passes along until the king-bird is notified. He seems to be the
chief of police.

Off he goes, tearing across the sky towards this dreaded enemy, ac
companied by his tiny adjutant, master humming-bird! This tiny crea
ture always goes forth with the king-bird, to make war on the common
enemy, the hawk, and I have no doubt that should the chase end with
an attack the humming-bird would be in the thick of the battle.

THE Red-tail Hawk seems to be making considerable commotion in

The Backward Child

RS. Linnet was having a serious time with her backward little
M one who thought he could not learn to fly. In fact, it seemed to

take the moral suasion ofall the linnet neighborhood to get that
baby bird to bed. They formed a ring about the mother and the little
bird and did their best with chirps and flutterings of encouragement.
Grandpa and grandma and all the uncles and aunties were doing their
best to help the mother bird, who in the center of the ring was flapping
her wings and showing the crying baby bird how easy it was to fly up to
the nest if he would only just try.

Soon the little one began to try, and found that was all that was needed,
just to try, and next he found his little new wings had lifted him safely
up through the air and back to the nest in the tree. He only had to flap
them real hard. His mother knew he could do it, you see. Edytha
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THE HARVEST MOON

By W. D.

H moon, I saw you rising.
O As soon as day had fled,
Your size was quite surprising,
And my! but you were red.
Your light poured o’er the meadows,
And bathed the dusty hills;
It filtered through the shadows
And roused the whip-poor-wills.

Oh moon, while I lay sleeping
You climbed the path of stars;
I woke to find you peeping
Between my window bars.
1 watched you drifting —drifting —
A boat of silver-blue;
With cloud-sails dipping, lifting.
You floated out of view.

Oh moon, so faintly glowing
When I ran out at dawn—
There came the first breeze blowing.
And you and night were gone!
Then as day rose, adorning
The skies with flowers of light,
While I cried my “Good morning!”
I thought you sighed, “Good night!”

FAIRY-BOATS

HE Brownies have a garden in Lomaland. It is an en

chanted place, inhabited by myriads of flower-sprites.

Every week the little gardeners gather huge baskets

of blossoms to send to poor suffering mortals out in

the big world. I think they must whisper something

of their destination to the sprites shut up in the seeds

when they tuck them up in the warm brown earth, that when they wake
up in Spring they may take great pains to dress gaily and neatly.

There are some fairy boats growing on a creeper that clings to the

fence. They are white, or pink, or blue, or mauve, and sometimes, when

the sprites are capricious they stripe or fleck them with all these colors.
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The boats have immense sails, which overshadow the whole vessel,
but which are fixed on to the body of the boats at the stern. Then there
are two side-sails, which also come from the stem. The keel is crescent
shaped, curving up to a tapering point at the bow.

The vessel is anchored to the quay by a green cup-like buoy, into
which the stern fits closely. There are generally three or four boats at
each wharf, but sometimes you see as many as six or seven, or only one

in the dock.

The crew consists of nine or ten men,
each wearing a golden helmet and a pale
green uniform. The captain is taller and
bigger than the rest, and wears a uniform
of silvery fur, and a huge golden helmet.

Over his fur coat he wears a

pale green shield, and at his feet

stands a jar of his precious mer

chandise, honey. The captain

and crew stand at the bow, peer

ing out anxiously to watch the
buzzing aeroplanes which come daily to deli
ver pollen and carry away honey.

These fairy boats are waiting for their
turn to sail into the vast unknown. Per
haps one morning they will wake up to the
pattering call of the raindrops, or the whis
pered invitation of the breezes, and they
will know that their turn has come. Gently
slipping anchor they will sail away, leaving
the captain behind them, to look after seeds
he has in his charge, teaching them to grow

into round, green balls, snugly
wrapped around by his furry cloak
and shield. When they grow big
and strong enough, they burst his
cloak open and jump out, falling
on to the soft earth, far below, where they nestle snugly,
waiting for next year’s sunshine and rain, which will help them
to grow into tall creepers too, proudly bearing on their stalks
many more fairy boats such as they came from.
Have you ever seen these fairy boats in your garden?
Perhaps if you go out and look around, you will notice how fond the
aeroplanes (which are called ‘B’s’ because they buzz so) are of them,

194

. Original from
Digitized b}(}‘ )O c
gl NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



ONE SUMMER EVENING

and how sweet they smell. In fact they smell so delicious that some people,
who know nothing of elves and sprites, call them ‘Sweet P,” which P some
say stands for ‘Perfume,” and others declare means ‘Purity.’ M.

ONE SUMMER EVENING

lane with honeysuckle and wild roses clambering over its hedges,
and long green grass and meadowsweet in the ditch below, and
a large elm growing in the meadow, shaded the lane.

t LITTLE girl was standing in the middle of a beautiful green

It was the kind of summer evening when little girls and boys
like to go out to play and have good times with one another; but Maude
was very cross that evening; yes, there she was with pouting lips and
scowl, and a look of self-pity on her face.

Why would no one play with her, why did her playmates always
quarrel with her? She heard her sisters laughing and talking — “ Quick!
hit her out.” “Now then —Run.” “Hurrah! Well done.” “Now
Rose, you are out.” Then she heard a laugh from Rose who said, “So
I am, come Vera, your turn now.”

A little while ago Maude had been hit out; but instead of falling in
with the game like her sisters, she had become angry and declared that
she was not out and that it was not fair. Then, because she could not
have her turn over again, she stamped her feet, and turned away, and
angry tears had started to her eyes.

So there she stood listening to the shouts of her comrades, longing
to play, yet too stubborn to go back. Bed-time was coming and all play
for the day would soon be over.

She heard the cow-bell from over the hills, the faint call of the pee-wit,
the creak of a corn-crake, and saw the last flaming cloud of the sunset
disappear below the horizon; nearer home she heard Mr. Tomkins shut
ting up his bams for the night, and Mrs. Tomkins taking in her bowls
and pails, and the last scramble and clatter of the hens as they settled
to roost.

“Maude, Rose, Vera, come, it is time for bed!” — That was Mother
calling. She looked at her children when they came in and noticed the
happy faces of Rose and Vera, then Maude’s very unhappy one.

It was not quite dark inside; on the table stood three glasses of milk,
and some bread and butter nicely cut, ready for them. Maude ate hers
in silence and in silence went to bed, except when asked a question, to
which she answered crossly.

Now she was all tucked up; Mother had gone, the sound of her last
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footstep had died away on the stairs; faintly she heard the shouts of other
children at play, and the last good-nights of the farmers.

She began to think of the day and what it had meant, and she felt
irritable and cross inside, but presently she heard a piano playing; she
listened and listened until she fell asleep.

She was wandering among large lawns shaded by cedars and copper-
beeches, through which came glints of sunset light; in rose-gardens
filled with their evening perfume; down paths lined with lupines, lark
spurs and elderberry heavy with dews: and out of the mistiness there
appeared before her a shining white angel who spoke these words:

“You did not play fairly and nicely with your sisters today, so how
could you expect them to want you to stay. You are so often selfish
and think of what Maude wants and likes. There are other people in
this world to be considered besides yourself, remember. When you see
you are in the wrong, give in and make yourself agreeable and fall in
with the others.”

Maude’s big round eyes were full of tears, because the words she had
just heard, she knew to be true; presently she looked up and said:

“Dear, beautiful angel, I know I have been in the wrong, but I do
so wish to do right.”

Yes, she saw that she must “fall in with the others”; those were the
words that she was going to remember each day as it came.

Then the angel standing there among the blue of the larkspurs, the
purple of the lupines, and the creamy darkness of the elderberry, bent
over her, whispering:

“Now tomorrow go downstairs with the determination to be un
selfish all the day, not to quarrel, not to be stubborn; and remember
the motto, ‘Do unto others as you would that they should do unto you.’”

After a long silence, Maude answered, “Yes, dear angel, if you will
be with me always.”

“I will, my child, if you ever strive to do your best.” M. B.

DANDELION

'T'THERE was a little dandelion,

* With lovely, fluffy hair,

That glistened in the sunshine,
And in the summer air.

But oh, this pretty dandelion
Soon grew quite old and gray,
And, sad to tell, her charming hair
Blew many miles away. — Selected
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SEVEN O’CLOCK IN THE MORNING

T is seven o’clock, and it is summer. [ walk among flowers
and ripening fruits — little lemon trees and big pear trees, great
palm trees and fig trees and middle-sized orange trees, Easter
lilies that came too late for Easter, and roses that have for
gotten their time is June.

Up there on the topmost peak of the high dove-cote a wise old black

pigeon is on du- ty, watching for
me. Now he sees - me. Here he
comes! And see, i the whole big
flock follow, fly- A \% ing round and
round, up and down, so low, at
times, that they almost brush my
hat and shoul- A AV ders.

How beauti- A A ful they are! 1
look up as they fly overhead and
see their red feet tucked up a-
gainst the base of their tails, the
lovely snowiness of their inside
wing feathers, and the close-
packed fluff of their breasts,

They know what is coming!
Faster and fast- JH T er they fly, and
then past the big eucalyptus tree
up to the roof of N the cote, and as
I step through the doorway I
hear the sound of many feet
scratching on the shingles above,

Hungry pi- H geons! They are
saying, “Hurry, hurry, young

man! We can hardly wait for our good breakfast!” And yet, they
politely wait until I have come out and closed the door.

Then, most beautiful sight! First, lifting a little into the air, down
they drop, their wings spread motionless until within a few feet from
the ground, when with a few swift, vigorous flaps, and standing almost
straight up, they suddenly alight.

Silence! The pigeons take their breakfast in silence, moving about
with soft little rustlings of feathers; grateful, happy, beautiful birds.
And this is my daily seven o’clock in the morning. H.
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a long tail. When he wants to rest his neck he turns his head a-round
and sticks his beak down be-tween the oth-er wing and his back on
the oth-er side.

The big pol-ly goes to sleep the same way, with her head o-ver
her back and her beak hooked o-ver her wing. And Dick, the
ca-na-ry, and the lit-tle birds out-of-doors in the trees, do the same.

It does-n’t take Pix-y Pan long to get up in the morn-ing. But
he spends some time get-ting dressed; for he preens, or combs,
his feath-ers through his beak ver-y care-ful-ly, and stretch-es first
one wing and leg, and then the oth-er.

You see, e-ven lit-tle birds have their du-ties in go-ing to sleep
pro-per-ly and in wak-ing and car-ing for their lit-tle bo-dies in
or-der to be clean, health-y, and hap-py lit-tle birds.

Pix-y Pan takes his bath in a lit-tle tub, and he splash-es the
wat-er and gets ver-y wet; but when he is nice-ly dry and has
preen-ed his feath-ers, he looks very hand-some.

He has a beau-ti-ful coat of dark green, a lit-tle crest of or-ange,
blue on the top of his head, and his long wing feath-ers are black
and blue, while un-der-neath he is a ver-y light green.

He has let-tuce and car-rot for break-fast, sun-flow-er seed for
din-ner and more seed for sup-per. He likes to play with lit-tle toy
dish-es and emp-ty spools and but-tons. Some-times he tries to sing
and makes some real pret-ty sounds, and then a-gain he squawks and
is ver-y nois-y. He is bus-y at some-thing all day, and when night
comes he is al-ways read-y to be cov-ered up and go to sleep as
you see him in the pic-ture a-bove on the right. E. P.
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THE SCHOOL BELL

“'‘JINKLE, tinkle, ting, ting, ting”:

Listen to the bell, it seems to say,
“Hasten to your lessons, come away.
Leave the playground, games give o’er,
Play is past, work lies before.”

“Tinkle, tinkle, ting, ting, ting”:
Quicker still it calls, why linger still?
“Enter now the school, your tasks fulfil.
Form your classes, cease your play.

To your lessons come away.”— Selected

BECOMING A RAJA-YOGA CHILD

and your reader to ‘see where you left off’ last June; you have
sharpened your pencil, and you are now on your way back to
school.

f T is early September, and you have taken out your arithmetic

I wonder what you are thinking about, this warm September
morning, little school boy, little smiling school girl!

Perhaps you are thinking about Raja-Yoga and the happy children
in the Raja-Yoga School at Point Loma. Perhaps you are wishing that
your parents lived near such a school, and that you were sharing in the
studies and play-hour merriment of the Raja-Yoga children. Are you
thinking thoughts like these? And do you really wish this wish more
than any other? Well, whoever you are, and wherever your school-
house stands, listen to this:

You can be a Raja-Yoga Child!
Indeed you can. You have only to remember, always, what Raja-Yoga
is, and then think, say and do it every moment. How? You know very
well how, if you think. You know that it is easier to be good than to be
naughty, and that to be truthful and sincere are the two beautiful heart-
flowers that little children should grow in their natures.

Don’t you know that if a child is clean; if he is careful to keep his
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ON READING

of our nose, but the difference is that we wished them there ourself.

People grumble because they do not get their desires, but the main
trouble is that they do get them. Only, by the time they get a desire,
they have no use for it and are wanting something else. It is perhaps
better to get rid of the desire, if possible.

ON READING

OU, O serious student of many volumes, believe that you
have a sincere passion for reading. You are animated by a
real desire to get out of literature all that literature will give.
And in that aim you keep on reading, year after year, and
the gray hairs come.

Amid all this steady tapping of the reservoir, do you ever take stock
of what you have acquired? Do you ever pause to make a valuation,
in terms of your own life, of that which you are daily absorbing, or imagine
you are absorbing? Do you ever satisfy yourself by proof that you are
absorbing anything at all; that the living waters, instead of vitalizing
you, are not running off you as though you were a duck in a storm?
It may well be that even your alleged sacred passion is, after all, simply
a habit.

The test is not so vague, nor so difficult, as might appear.

If a man is not thrilled by intimate contact with nature: with the sun,
with the earth, which is his origin and the arouser of his acutest emotions —

If he is not troubled by the sight of beauty in many forms —

If he is devoid of curiosity concerning his fellow-men and his fellow-
animals —

If he does not have glimpses of the unity of all things in an orderly
progress —

If he is chronically ‘querulous, dejected, and envious’—

If he is pessimistic —

Then that man, though he reads undisputed classics for twenty
hours a day, is not receiving from literature what literature has to give.
He fails because he has not assimilated into his existence the vital essences
which genius put into the books that have merely passed before his
eyes; because genius has offered him faith, courage, vision, noble passion,
curiosity, love, a thirst for beauty, and he has not taken the gift; because
genius has offered him the chance of living fully, and he is only half
alive, for it is only in the stress of fine ideas and emotions that a man
may truly be said to live— From Arnold Bennett’s Literary Taste,
How to Form it; (slightly condensed)
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JN the ancient town of Bruges,

Rang the beautiful wild chimes
From the Belfry in the market
Of the*ancient town of Bruges.

Then, with deep sonorous clangor

Calmly answering their sweet anger.
When the wrangling bells had ended.

Slowly struck the clock eleven,
And, from out the silent heaven,
Silence on the town descended.
Silence, silence everywhere.

On the earth and in the air.

Save that footsteps here and there
Of some burgher home returning.
By the street lamps faintly burning.
For a moment woke the echoes

Of the ancient town of Bruges.

Digitized by Google

But amid my broken slumbers

Still T heard those magic numbers.
As they loud proclaimed the flight
And stolen marches of the night;
Till their chimes in sweet collision
Mingled with each wandering vision.
Mingled with the fortune-telling
Gypsy-bands of dreams and fancies,
Which amid the waste expanses

Of the silent land of trances

Have their solitary dwelling:

All else seemed asleep in Bruges,

In the quaint old Flemish city.
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THE STORY OF THE LOCUSTS

EAR BOYS AND GIRLS: Did you ever hear the story of
The Locusts, telling how a certain not-very-wise ancient king
was bested at his own game? Well, the story lives in many
tongues, and here it is in yours:—

There was once a king who was so fond of hearing stories told that he
issued a proclamation that whoever could tell a story that never came
to an end should have his daughter in marriage and the half of his king
dom; but if the story did come to an end, he should be executed. Several
celebrated story-tellers tried, and their stories lasted for weeks, months,
and even years; but they all came to an end, and the tellers were bow-
strung. At last a stranger appeared and offered himself for the prize.
The king duly warned him of the danger he incurred and of the inviolability
of the royal oath; but he could not be deterred and so was allowed to
begin his story. He said:

“0 mightiest of kings, you must know that once there was a king who
feared famine and determined to build a granary to store up corn so
that his people might be provided for in times of scarcity. And the
masons and the bricklayers came and built the granary, vast and perfect;
but they accidentally left in the roof one tiny hole no bigger than the
thickness of your majesty’s little finger. And one day there came a
locust and crawled through the hole and took a grain of corn. And then
there came another locust and took another grain of corn, and then there
came another locust and took another grain of corn, and then there came
another locust and took another grain of corn, and then there came
another locust and took another grain of corn.”

And so the story went on, and the king listened patiently for a week,
and then he said:

“Obother your locusts, I am tired of them, tell me the rest of the story.”

But the man said: ““Your majesty, I cannot go on with the story until
the locusts have eaten all the corn, and so far they have only made a
hole as large as a bushel measure, and the granary is vast.”

So the king listened patiently for seven weeks more, and then he said:

“Obother your locusts, I am tired of them, tell me the rest of the story.”

But the man answered: “Your majesty, I cannot go on with the story
till the locusts have eaten all the corn. So far they have only made a
hole as large as a camel, and the granary is very vast.”

So the story went on: “And then there came another locust and took
another grain of corn.” And at last the king said:

“There, take my daughter and the half of my kingdom and go wherever
you like, so long as it is far enough away from me.”
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CHAPTERS FROM THE HISTORY OF SWEDEN
Written for the Children and Young People at Point Loma by O. S.

Chapter I:. The Period of the Folkunga Dynasty
AND THE CALMAR UNION

ITH the accession of the Folkunga Dynasty the history

of Sweden assumes quite a different character to what it

had been previously. Historical records become more com

plete and enable us to follow the general pattern of the

leading ideas that underlie the development of the nation
and the actions of the great characters.

To say just a word about the general periods which may now be
distinguished in the historical development of the country: It is a re
markable fact that the length of these different periods is fairly uniform
and seems to correspond to that periodic alternation which has been
pointed out in the history of other European countries.*

The period of about one hundred and thirty years is plainly distinguish
able as a determinating figure in the general pattern of Swedish history
from this time onward. Of course this period of one hundred and thirty
years must not be made too rigid; we must always allow a certain lati
tude for the outer manifestation of the inner periodic law, which of
course must depend on the inbreathing and outbreathing, so to speak,
of the spiritual power in the life of the nation.

Thus, to state it briefly, the Folkunga family is in power from about
1250 to 1380, when King Hakon of Norway died, or to 1389, when the
Calmar Union virtually began, the interval of these nine years being a
period of intermission and uncertainty.

The second period is that of the Calmar Union, which was really
instituted by Queen Margaret in 1389 and lasted practically up to the time
of the election of Gustavus Vasa as Protector of the Realm in 1521.

The next period extends from the beginning of Gustavus Vasa’s
reign up to 1648, when, through the Peace of Westphalia, the Thirty
Years’ War was ended and the final seal was put on Sweden’s new position
as one of the great Powers of Europe.

From about this time, when Sweden really enters upon its great era,
a new period of about one hundred and thirty years brings us down to
1770 or rather 1772, the year in which Gustavus III, through his coup
d’etat, reinstated the full monarchic authority, after a most dangerous

*See The Theosophical Path, Vol. XIII, No. 1, July, 1917, 'Cyclic Law In History,” by
Kenneth Morris.

208

Digitized Google Original from

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



HISTORY OF SWEDEN

period of internal dissensions, during which the authority of the Crown
had almost vanished and the country had become subject to dangerous
foreign influences.

The last period in the history of Sweden should be counted from
1772 up to 1905, when the separation from Norway occurred.

The new opening in the life of the Swedish nation, which may be
counted from about 1250, is marked by a gradual development of

the national self- consciousness,
The struggle for freedom and ab-
solute indepen- dence, spiritual-
ly as well as poli- tically, which
seems to run like an undercurrent
through the life of the Swedish
nation, is no longer confined
to the separate provinces or to
opposing clans, but is carried on
by the country as a whole a-
gainst aggressive neighbors and
foreign intruders as well. Again
and again the real builders of
the nation, the free Odalmen or
‘estate-holders’ from the inland
parts of the shel- tered country,
were called upon to save the rest
of the country from oppression
by rulers who were not in sym-
pathy with the Birger jari people, and who
had come into power through

the intrigues of the higher classes. Inspired by the love of freedom and
the love of country, which had been theirs since time immemorial, these
Odalmen stood as an unshakable bulwark against foreign invaders. But
as a rule they were slow to move, and it required the power of a truly
great leader to arouse their confidence and set them in action. The Swedes
indeed have often proved themselves hesitating and slow when con
fronted with dangers or with new ideas; but when once convinced of the
righteousness of the cause, they have always followed the recognised
leader through hardships and sufferings as well as through triumphs and
success. This is most plainly illustrated by the history of several of the
great kings, especially that of Charles XII.

The love of freedom, of self-government, so characteristic of the
Swedish nation, has always been coupled with a deep respect for the
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law. From the earliest times the rights of the people as well as of the
Government have been protected by laws which were repeated orally
in the beginning, but since the twelfth century have been gradually
formulated in writing. It is a remarkable fact that most of the great
rulers of the country have been also eminent law-makers. We only need

to recall such names as Birger
Jarl, Magnus La- ; dulas, Magnus
Eriksson, Gusta- vus Vasa, Gus-
tavus Adolphus, Axel Oxenstjer-
na, Charles XI, Arvid Horn, and
many other fa- mous rulers,
When the last king of the Erik
line died in 1250, Birger Jarl, who
was the king’s counselor as well
as the most in- Ruins of Magnus LadulSs’ Castle on the fluential man in
the country, was Island of Visingso on a crusade in
Finland. During his absence, his

young son Waldemar was elected king When Birger received notice of
this, he at once returned to Sweden and assumed control of the Govern
ment as the protector of his son, who was a minor. Birger Jarl is often
mentioned as the first ruler in Swedish history really deserving the name
of statesman. During his administration Sweden entered into closer
relationship with the rest of Europe, in particular with the rich and
influential towns of the Hanseatic League, which henceforth were of
great importance for the economical and industrial development of Sweden.
Yet Birger Jarl is remembered by the Swedish nation preeminently as
a law-maker. He abolished thraldom and emancipated those who had
given themselves into slavery by contract or otherwise. He improved
the position of women and gave them the right pf inheritance after their
fathers’ death; and by other laws he endeavored to check and control
the spirit of violence, confusion, and contention, which still pervaded
the people.

Birger’s younger son, Magnus, who was a much more powerful charac
ter than the elder son, Waldemar, continued his father’s work as a law
maker and tried especially to promote the peace and welfare of the lower
classes. Therefore he was called ‘Ladulas,” which means ‘Lock for the
Peasant’s Barn.” During the reign of Magnus a new class of nobility
was formed: those who did mounted military service were granted
exemption from taxation and received landed estates in payment for
the service to the State, thus forming a separate class. An organized
hereditary feudal system in the general European sense was, however,
never established in Sweden, and Feudalism consequently never gained
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a footing there. This is a circumstance of great significance in the general
democratic development of the country.

After the death of King Magnus, which took place at Visingso in
1290, the realm was for some time disturbed by the quarrels of his three
sons, the dukes Waldemar, Birger, and Erik, caused by the conferring of
dukedoms upon the younger brothers of the king. These conflicts
weakened the royal power at the expense of which that of the nobility
increased.

In 1319 the six-year-old son of Duke Erik was made king, under the
name of Magnus Eriksson. When Magnus grew up he became very
popular; and in 1335, when he

made his ‘Erik’s
progress through
passed a further
tion, which defi-
serfdom in Swe-
tion which had ex
districts even up
administration of
proved, and a uni
whole country —
Eriksson’s land-
duced to replace
laws which had
in different parts
Magnus Eriksson
ted, good and in-
influenced by his

Gait,” or royal
the country, he
law of emancipa-
nitely terminated
den — a condi-
isted in certain
to that time. The
justice was im-
form law for the
called ‘Magnus
law — was intro-
the old provincial
hitherto existed
of the kingdom,
was a well-educa-
telligent prince,
queen, the beau-

tiful Blanche of Queen Margareta Namur, he en-
couraged the cul- tivation of refine
ment and higher civilization; but he lacked the strong will and stem
character of his grandfather. Unsuccessful war and the dissatisfaction
of a faction of the nobility finally led to the dethronement of Magnus
Eriksson in 1365. He retired to Norway, where his son Hakon was then
ruling, and the crown of Sweden was bestowed upon a cousin of Hakon,
Duke Albrecht of Mecklenburg, who became entirely subject to the will
and wishes of the intriguing noblemen of the country.

The reign of Albrecht was the period of the greatest impotence of the
Crown and of the highest — though not the most honorable — power
of the nobility. Finally some of the noblemen became discontented with
King Albrecht and offered the Swedish crown to Queen Margaret, widow
of King Hakon, who, after the death of her husband and his young son
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Olof in 1389, ruled not only
Norway, but also, by right
of inheritance, Denmark.
With the assistance of the
Swedish army she defeated
King Albrecht in 1389 at
Falkoping, and brought a-
bout in the same year the
union between the three
northern countries, Sweden,
Denmark, and Norway,
called the Union of Calmar,
because it was concluded in
the little town of Calmar.

The most celebrated per
sonage in Sweden during the
period of Magnus Eriksson
was a woman, St. Bridget
or Santa Birgitta. Indeed,
she was the first Swede,
either man or woman, since
the time of the Vikings, to
become a figure of inter
national importance. She is
well known as the foundress
of the Order of St. Bridget,
which spread over most of
Europe, but had its princi
pal seat at the Convent of
Vadstena, on the shores of Lake Vettern. The general aim of St. Bridget
was to purify the church, which at her time had become very corrupt,
and to revivify the spiritual life of the people. In order to promote these
plans she also went to Rome, but met with little sympathy from the Pope
and the Roman clergy, who cared more about their own comfort than
about the spiritual needs of the people. St. Bridget died there in the
greatest misery in 1373; but a few years afterwards she was proclaimed
a saint by the Pope, because of her great influence on the truly religious
minds of her time.

Undoubtedly the Calmar Union was founded on a great political
idea; but it involved immense practical difficulties because of the different
interests of the three Scandinavian countries — Sweden having its main
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interests in the East, Nor
way in the West, and Den
mark in the South —and
also because of the large
distances and poor means of
communication at that time.
As long as Queen Margaret
herself was the ruling will
in this Union, differences
could be suppressed and the
three nations worked in har
mony. But as later on the
kings were simply elected
by the Danes, they became
not only strangers but op
pressors to the other nations
of this Union. Thus the
successor of Queen Marga
ret, King Erik of Pomerania,
was a man who cared little
about the needs of the Swe
dish nation, which he tried
to rule by means of the
Danish bailiffs, who abused
their power in extorting
money most unlawfully and otherwise oppressing the people.

This finally led to the popular insurrection of the Swedish peasants
under the leadership of the noble Engelbrecht in 1434-36 —one of the
most important events in the history of Sweden. The different provinces
laid aside their separate interests and jealousies and all joined in defending
the liberty and independence of the country. But the main supporters
of the brave Engelbrecht were the peasants from the province of Dale-
carlia, who succeeded in driving away the Danish bailiffs. Engelbrecht
was murdered by an enemy in 1436; but a Swedish nobleman, Charles
Knutsson Bonde, was elected Protector of the Realm, and the government
became entirely national.

Nominally, however, the Calmar Union was still in existence, and
therefore some of the Danish kings during the latter part of the fifteenth
century made continuous claims to the crown of Sweden; but they
lacked the power to make good these claims. The Swedes chose their
own rulers from among the nobles of the country, calling them ‘Riks-
forstandare’ or ‘Protectors of the Realm.” The most important of these
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belonged to the Sture family. The Stures were uncrowned kings supported
principally by the free peasant class of the country, which gradually
gained a decisive influence in the political life of the nation. By this time
chivalry was already on the decline in the rest of Europe, but in Sweden

it still flourished —not in opposition to, but
in accord with the lower ranks of the people,
who were the support- * ers of the cause which
the knights successfully championed; that is,
the cause of the father- land. Indeed, Sten
Sture the Younger is one of the most beauti-
ful and valiant knights of European history;
and his fight against the Danish intruders is full
of romantic and heroic pathos. He was finally
wounded in battle in 1520 and died; but his
widow, Christina Gyl- lenstierna, rallied the
national forces and held the city of Stockholm
against the Danish be- siegers. Finally, in or-
der to save the city and the people from further
suffering, and depend- ing on the promise of
King Christian of Den- Vadstena Castle mark that no. harm
should be done and that the laws of the country

would be respected, she had the gates opened and King Christian was
permitted to occupy Stockholm with his army.

But hardly had he entered the city before he brushed aside his promises
and began in the most cruel way to show his real intentions, which were to
humiliate the Swedes and to treat them as a conquered nation. The Mas
sacre of Stockholm or ‘Stockholms Blodbad,” when ninety of the most
prominent political leaders and noblemen of the country were beheaded,
was enough to awaken even the slow and hesitating to a full under
standing of the ominous situation in which the country had been thrown.

This latter part of the period of the Calmar Union is with good reason
often referred to as the peasant’s period of greatness, because it was
through the peasants, who formed the backbone of the nation, that the
political intrigues of a certain part of the nobility were checked, as was
also the invasion of the Danes. It must also be looked upon as a time of
preparation, a gradual collecting and concentration of the national forces,
which led to the remarkable fruition and national expansion under Gus-
tavus Vasa. This characteristic of a preparatory period can also be plain
ly observed in the field of culture and intellectual development. We
need only recall the fact that the first popular poet, Bishop Thomas, was
active during the time of Engelbrecht, and that the University of Upsala
was founded in 1477 during the reign of Sten Sture the Elder.
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SAN MARINO

NE of the smallest, oldest and most interesting of the republics
of Europe is little San Marino, comprising twenty-three square
miles, on the Adriatic coast in the Apennines between Forli,
Pesaro and Urbino. This little commonwealth has preserved
her independence through continuous change and revolution
in the country about her since her foundation in the fifth century.

The first reference in Italian history to this tiny republic is to the
effect that the Treaty of Cateau-Cambresis (1559), which brought to
Italy a respite from the struggles of Philip II and the Duke of Guise
in that country, regulated the existence of Italian principalities and
recognized the independence of Venice, Genoa, Lucca and “the petty
community of San Marino.”

When Napoleon entered upon his career of conquest he found San
Marino flourishing, and in 1816, during the partial readjustment and
restoration of liberties which the conqueror had destroyed, the little
republic was formally recognised as the last surviving representative of
the independent states of Italy. We are told by Virginia W. Johnson
in Two Quaint Republics that in the course of his spoliation and distribu
tion of conquered territory Napoleon chose San Marino

“as a convenient boundary of territory, a sort of chef-lieu. A wail of indignation and protest
was wrung from the people. . . . Possibly Napoleon discovered the existence of San Marino
for the first time. ‘Ma foil’ he said gaily, ‘Let us preserve it as the model of a republic/ ”

Two features have contributed to the preservation of this independence;
the nature of the country, and the character and government of the people.

San Marino is situated among the heights of the Apennines at an
altitude of about 2420 feet, approached from the sea only by the sand-
choked harbor of Rimini, and shut off from the interior of the country
by a barrier of mountains precipitous on all sides, with its capital ac
cessible only by one road. A fair idea of the character of the surrounding
country is found in the following description of Miss Catlow in Nature
on the Alps and Apennines.

“The journey across the Apennines from Florence to Bologna is full of beautiful scenes.
We soon began to ascend the lower bases of the Apennines, clothed with olives and vines, and
affording splendid views of the vale of the Arno, with its rich cultivation, the city looking
placid in the morning light, the sun gilding the Duomo, the campanile, and the fine tower of
the Palazzo Vecchio, while on our right rose the hill on which stands Fiesole, crowned by that
picturesque and interesting town.

“Still ascending, across torrents from the higher mountains, or skirting fine ranges of lime
stone rock, we gained beautiful view's of more distant ranges of the Apennines, their tops white
with snow, and from one high ridge, amid a scene of wild grandeur, we saw the Mediterranean
on one side and the Adriatic on the other. Then we began to descend the northern face of the
Apennines, where the scenery is strikingly bold, varied, and beautiful.”
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In the accompanying illustration the wild and rugged character of
the country is apparent. The three towers may be seen clearly for miles
around, and mark the chief stronghold of the capital. In one of the
square towers, La Rocca, hangs the great bell which calls the people
to assemblies.

The capital, guarded by triple ramparts and triple towers, is entered
by two gates inscribed with the word ‘Libertas’ — La Ripa (the precipice)
and Porta Nuova. Through these one enters a well-paved town, whose
streets lead up to the Pianello-Piazza and its municipal buildings, the
palace of the Regency, the military quarters, the hall of the sovereign
Council, etc. Along with her ancient liberties, this small democracy has
preserved all the pomp and circumstance of ancient rites and traditions,
and on those gala days, the fifteenth of March and the fifteenth of
September, when the sovereign Council convenes, the main thorough
fare of the capital is a quaint and picturesque sight.

A grand cortege makes its stately progress through the town to the
Palace of State — Prince Regents, Auditor, Bishop, Escort of the Prince
—all in black trunk-hose, silk stockings, velvet cloaks with blue silk
lining, gold cords, white lace cravats, each wearing the jewel of the
Equestrian Order. Lackeys (donzelli) follow, in blue and silver with lace
patterned to represent the three peaks of San Marino, carrying the black
velvet and ermine caps of the high functionaries. These are followed
by the militia under arms, keepers of the forts, and bands of musicians.
Imagine all this medieval pageantry under an Italian sky, in the Italian
sunshine, and beyond and below the city gates the magnificent wilds
of the Apennines wending away on all sides!

At the Palace of State the new Regents (one of whom, a noble, has
in his keeping the seals and keys, the other being a citizen) are received
by the old. These in turn reconduct their successors to the cathedral
to receive benediction, after which follow further civic ceremonies in
the Hall of the Great Council. Besides her two Regents, San Marino
has among her officials two Secretaries of State, two legal functionaries,
and a Chamber of Deputies of sixty members elected for life from nobles
and citizens in equal proportions.

In the Palace of the Regency in which the Regents, Government
officials, escorts, etc., assemble for the ceremony of installing the new
rulers, the Regents take their places on a throne beneath a picture of their
beloved Commonwealth, and on the walls all around are hung portraits
of such famous patrons as the Duke Federigo of Urbino, King Victor
Emmanuel, Empress Eugenie, and Napoleon. These are the Republic’s
links with the present, but one may imagine that the Hall holds many
memorials far older and more interesting, and cherished memories as well.
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One of the official positions in the capital is guardianship of the clock
in the tower of ‘La Rocca.” From this height the favored official enjoys
a magnificent panorama of the city, comprising its college, museum, con
vent, theater, statue of Liberty presented by the Duchess of Acquaviva,
walls, bastions, and, beyond, the wild Carpegna mountain country (cradle
of the noble race of Montefeltro) while far away the walls of Cesara,
Pesaro and Ravenna may be discerned.

If it be September, the square of ‘La Tratta,” between two of the
towers, will be gay with festivities, including sports, gymnastics, prize
shooting, etc. If later in the year, the prospect will be white and glisten
ing, every tower and turret shrouded in snow, while down the roads and
thoroughfares the young people on small sledges are having fun in their
liscia, —a winter sport resembling the Canadian tobogganing.

The principal activity of the people is agriculture, many of the rustic
citizens dwelling in comfortable villas in the suburb of Borgo. Here
they raise their grain, tend their olives and grape-vines and other fruits,
graze their cattle, etc. They clear the land and harvest the crops with
many of the quaint old Italian implements dear to them from loyal
associations with the San Marino of the far past: the long-handled sickle
of the Roman husbandman for clearing weeds; the two-pronged furca;
the classical tooth-sickle, or falx; the pala, or Grecian wooden spade,
used in tossing the wheat in winnowing; the sarculum, a hoe employed
in cultivating their mountain slopes, associated with their hermit founder;
and the shoot of prickly pear for driving their cattle to market, a modi
fication of the long-tapering agolumof the Roman husb

June is the month for harvesting the grain, and in the mellow autumn
the grape is plucked by the women and children amidst laughter and
singing. Among the tasks of the country household are the drying of
figs by spreading them on planks in the sun, the making of cheese and
butter, and the curing of hams.

The city holds a weekly fair at Borgo when pigs, donkeys and mild
eyed gray oxen are driven in to be exhibited, the life and color of this
scene being heightened by the frequent practice of decking the horns of the
beautiful creatures with flowers or by attaching red ribbons to their flanks.

The author of Two Quaint Republics attributes San Marino’s long-
maintained liberty to the modesty of her estates and the public spirit of
patriotism which prompts all to labor for the general good. On this
subject she quotes a French authority to the effect that:

“It is by means of institutions at once rational and simple and above all owing to the vir
tues of an irreproachable patriotism that the Republic of San Marino has preserved for so many
centuries the same form of liberty and independence, and has merited the esteem of the great
nations of Europe.” " M. M.
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GRASS HOUSE OF THE HAWAIIAN NATIVES

HAWAII, THE PARADISE OF THE PACIFIC
(Illustrated by the author)

LTHOUGH the Hawaiian Islands occupy an isolated position

in the Western Hemisphere, the native inhabitants resemble in

many ways the races of other remote islands of the Pacific.

The legends as well as the language, customs and physical char

acteristics of the Hawaiians and other South Sea islanders are

similar enough to indicate that the races of Oceanica must have had a
common origin. A close student of this subject affirms:

“A New Zealander and a Hawaiian, though more than four thousand miles apart . . .

are members of one family and require but a short period to acquire the faculty of a free ex
change of ideas.”

In The Secret Doctrine Madame H. P. Blavatsky states that in remote
ages a vast continent existed across what is now the Pacific Ocean, and
that the many islands of the South Pacific were once high mountains on
this great continent. To the truth of this statement many students of
archaeology and ethnology have added evidence which provides a logical
basis for the belief that there was, in prehistoric ages, a great common
race from which these many now widely separated peoples have sprung.

The first authentic records of Hawaii were furnished by a party of
explorers headed by Capt. James Cook, who is usually spoken of as the
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discoverer of the islands. It is believed, however, that they were known
to Spanish and other navigators in the Middle Ages; for evidence of this
exists in the striking resemblance of many of the native myths to the
Bible accounts of the creation, the deluge, and other stories. It was in
1778 that Capt. Cook landed upon these islands and named them the
Sandwich Islands in honor of the Earl of Sandwich who was at that time
the British First Lord of the Admiralty. The natives, however, have
always clung to their own beautiful name, Hawaii.

The eight islands of the group were ruled each by its own king, and
there were the usual castes, according to the manner of feudalism. At
the close of the eighteenth century a wise and powerful king named
Kamehameha I had subdued all the other kings and gathered the tribes
together under one rule. He was a remarkable man, imbued with the pur
pose of improving the conditions of his people and working for their en
lightenment. His memory is revered by all Hawaiians, and a statue of
this king has been erected in one of the parks of Honolulu.

Six other native kings ruled over Hawaii between 1778 and 1891, the
last being the well-known king, Kalakaua. He was succeeded by his sis
ter Liliuokalani, whose brief reign was followed by the passing of Hawaiian
rule. Upon this event, after a bloodless revolution, the islands became a
republic, and in 1897 they sought and accomplished their annexation to
the United States.

During the century which has elapsed since the discovery of Hawaii,
in which time a large foreign element has populated the islands, the native
Hawaiians, to a great extent, have adopted the customs of the white man.
In the interior districts their style of life is still primitive and more char
acteristically Hawaiian, but in the towns and cities they have adapted
themselves readily to the complexities of conventional life.

There are, however, some native customs which persist, and these are
picturesque and interesting. The climate is warm and delightful, and in
the country districts many of the natives live in grass houses without
floors, the ground being covered with mats woven from the long leaves of
the lauhala tree. It is essentially an out-of-door existence. They live on
fruits, poi,and fish, the latter eaten either raw or wrapped in the large
leaves of the tdant and cooked between hot stones buried in the ground
—a forerunner of the fireless cooker, by the way. is made of the po
tato-like root of the taro, pounded into a pulp and then fermented. At
their native feast, called the luau, they all sit upon the ground in a circle
around the wooden calabash or gourd filled with with which they serve
themselves by dipping into it with their fingers. Added to this simple
diet is the kukui nut which is so rich and oily that in former times it was
also used for illumination. The nuts were roasted and shelled, and then
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strung upon a stick and used as candles; so they are still called ‘candle
nuts.” A very pretty native custom is the making of wreaths out of deli
cate and fragrant flowers. These wreaths, called lets, both men and women
wear as decorations. Out in the country one often sees a party of men and
women on horseback, all decked in floral wreaths upon their hats and a-
round their necks.

The native Hawaiians, like our American Indians, have their aspi
rations toward the beautiful and the expression of art in their daily life.
Their handicraft shows remarkable patience, ingenuity and skill. The
women weave by hand the most exquisite fabrics out of materials which
nature abundantly affords. Their mats, made of the leaves of the lau-
hala tree, are now famed and costly, although originally they were in com
mon use by the natives as beds. The mats were folded and piled one upon
another until the mass made a soft resting-place. In former times war
riors’ shields were woven of these leaves and served as a protection
against spears and arrows.

The museum at Honolulu contains many interesting specimens of na
tive craftsmanship. Among the relics of the kings are wonderful feather
capes in brilliant colors and gay patterns, so richly woven into a net foun
dation as to resemble plush. So rare were the birds from which the fea
thers were plucked that these capes rivaled in value the jewels of most
crowned heads. It is said that Kamehameha I forbade the killing of these
birds, and permitted only a limited number of feathers to be taken from
each one.

There is also an interesting collection of kahilis, which are made of
many colored feathers wired into circular form and fastened to wood
poles inlaid with tortoise-shell. The is an insignia of royalty and
was used by all noble families in funeral rites.

Among the curios are gourds innumerable, used as food-baskets, dishes,
water-bottles, hula drums, and even traveling trunks! Of musical in
struments there are but a few kinds, but the ukuleli, a sort of small guitar
with only four strings, is dear to every Hawaiian.

Interesting as the quaint customs of the people are, we must ever find
that the great charm of the country is its natural beauty, with its wealth
of tropical vegetation. In some of the canyons, which they call ‘gulches,’
the undergrowth is so thick as to be almost impassable. The hau tree
bends over the brook, and when its big lemon-yellow, bell-like blossoms
ripen and turn Venetian red, they fall into the water and make bright
patches of color on its pebbly bed. The wild morning-glory goes rioting
to the tops of the tallest trees and flecks them with blossoms of pale pink,
or violet, or blue. It runs along fences and rusty wires until every unsight
ly object is glorified. There are rare blossoms on the ginger plants.
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vegetation, yet tourists and scientists are much attracted to its shores
by its great volcanoes.

Situated on the island of Hawaii is the active crater Kilauea on the
southern slope of Mauna Loa. (Mauna is the Hawaiian word for moun
tain.) This is the next largest volcano in the world. Its crater is in the
general form of an inverted cone, and the huge pot-like cavity in the side
of the mountain is eight miles in circumference and covers an area of six
hundred and fifty acres. The summit of Mauna Loa is an active volcano
also and ranks next in size to Kilauea.

On the eastern side of the island of Maui, the second in size of the group,
is the great mountain Haleakala, ‘House of the Sun.” Upon this moun
tain, from which five of the other islands are visible, exists the largest ex
tinct crater in the world, having a circumference of twenty miles and an
area of ten square miles.

It is impossible in a few pages to give more than a glimpse of this
wonderful country. The Island of Oahu, upon which the capital is sit
uated, has many points of interest, Honolulu itself being a veritable
fairy city of exquisite beauty. Its parks and shady drives and its world-
renowned Waikiki Beach have often been described in books of travel.
On the beach at Kapiolani Park, five miles south of the city, is a very won
derful aquarium. The brilliant colors of the fish in these tropical waters
are said to be found nowhere else. The most unbelievable pinks and bright
blues and greens flash like jewels in the sunlit water. One traveler de
scribes a pale-blue fish with “gauzy ribbon-like streamers trailing far out
from his back and tail.”

Those visiting the Hawaiian Islands find subjects of interest on every
hand, but perhaps nothing clings in ones memory more persistently than
the musical tongue of the natives. The repetition of vowel sounds with
out consonants between, the repetition of a syllable at the end of the word,
and the excessive use of the consonants h, k, I, m, n, p, and tv, are some of
the characteristics. When a written language was acquired after the ad
vent of the white man, the Latin sound of the vowels was adopted. Their
vocabulary is not large, one word sometimes doing duty for a number of
distinctly different meanings. For instance, the familiar word ‘Aloha’
is their salutation alike for meeting and parting, and also for the expres
sion of love and remembrance. The words are musical and lend them
selves happily to the plaintive form of music which the rich native voices
render so pleasing.

The delights of Hawaii are constant. Summer skies are always break
ing through the clouds after refreshing showers; verdure abounds from
season to season, and blossom and fruitage follow in perpetual abundance.
It has been aptly named ‘The Paradise of the Pacific.” Eaitn wWhite
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ponsible. I suppose Father meant that Old Hull is a little crazy — maybe
he wouldn’t know what he was doing!”

“I saw him driving away early this morning,” said Lotie. “I think
he was starting for Lee Town market, and I don’t believe he could be
back in Polk by this time.”

“Well, all right, let’s go,” agreed Amity. “It can’t be stealing if
we don’t want the nuts for ourselves. We want them for Uncle Sam’s
boys, don’t we?”

The girls laughed and climbed the hill. They were walking along
the ‘Cow Terraces,” paths that ran back and forth across the south side
of the ravine, and were filling their bags with surprising rapidity when
a harsh voice called, “Stop that!”

The girls looked up, startled. It was Old Hull himself, coming out
of his woods and down the hill, with a whip uplifted.

They picked up their bags and began to run, Lotie ahead. Not look
ing back for some seconds, she was unconscious of the fact that Amity
was not following. Only when she had reached the far side of the ravine
did she glance behind her. She stopped, horror-struck. Half-way up
the other hill she saw Amity lying on the ground, Old Hull standing over
her with raised whip. She thought that the cruel old man had struck
Amity, and she ran back, screaming, — fearless now. She flew straight
to Old Hull and put her stern accusing little face close up to his, fiercely
challenging him.

“Did you strike her?” she demanded. Old Hull was evidently out
of his head, judging from the way he spoke.

“Who be you? Who be you? You little gals have been stealin’
my chestnuts, and I will lam you not to do it again, I tell you!”

“We have not been stealing!” cried Lotie, getting red. “We are
not thieves!”

“Ain’t them my chestnuts in them thar bags?”

“No, they are not! Nearly half of them we gathered in the ravine
and around the pond. Then we came along the hillside here to see if
any had fallen over the fence.”

“That’s stealin’! Them chestnuts belong to me. They grew on my
trees and I have paid my good money and worked hard to make them trees
profitable. It’s stealin’ and nothin’ else but stealin’!”

“It is » o« stealing. Anyway, we haven’t taken them for ourselves

Old Hull’s eyes brightened.

“Who've you been takin’ them fer? Who sent you here to take
my chestnuts?”

“Nobody sent us. We came ourselves. We’re going to make a pres-
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ent to some of the soldiers out in California where chestnuts don’t grow
—some of our town boys who will soon be going to France.”

“It’s stealin’ just the same. You two gals had better give back
them chestnuts you have taken offen this here hill or you may have to
go to jail, or your folks —if you’ve got any — will have to pay a nice
tidy fine fer you.”

“Oh, you wicked, wicked old man! No wonder everybody hates you!
No wonder all the children run for their lives when they see you! Do
you think there is no one but yourself in the world? I believe you would
die of heart-failure if you ever thought a kind thought or did a kind act,
by accident! You wicked, mean old man! ‘Old Hull! Old Hull!" That’s
what everybody calls you!”

Lotie scattered the entire contents of the two bags she and Amity
had partly filled, and then she bent over Amity, trying to lift her. Old
Hull continued standing in the spot where he had been when Lotie’s
strong words struck him. No one else had ever dared to call him to order,
and he was swiftly sending his thoughts back along the years, to find
how it had come about that he was what he suddenly recognized himself
to be, an eye-sore to the whole town. And what had made him what
he was? Disappointment, loneliness? Yes, but he realized now that
what had spoiled his life, other people often combated and grew strong
by learning to dominate.

He looked at the little girls. Certainly their clothing gave them
the appearance of beggar-children, but he saw now that only a stupid
old fool could have taken them for that. At last, seeing them go slowly
down the hill, the one who had spoken such bitter truthfulness to him
half-carrying, half-leading the other, who seemed hurt or ill, he hurried
after.

“Missy,” he addressed Lotie. “What you said to me was jest about
right. I suppose I am the meanest man that this here town ever saw
or ever dreads to see, and I am glad you had the spunk to tell me so.
Is the other little gal hurt?”

“Yes, I think she is hurt, and if it is you that has hurt her, you will
know something about jails and fines yourself, Old Hull!”

“I didn’t tetch her. She fell jest as I was cornin’ up to her. Lookee
here, you walk out to the end of this cow-path here, and I will get my
rig out of the woods and take you home.”

“Well, Amity Brock, did you hear that? OIld Hull’s going to die
tomorrow, you see if he don’t! He’s offered to do something for some
body without having to. I expect to wake up in a minute in the middle
of Doomsday!”

But Amity was too hurt or ill to speak. Lotie got her to the steep
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road leading out of Hull’s Woods, and there the old man was waiting with
his buckboard. He hopped out and lifted Amity into the seat; Lotie
sprang up beside her, and they drove slowly into town, Amity propped
limply against the threadbare, weather-worn old shoulder of the richest
and the meanest man in the town of Polk, Lotie sitting very angry and
very red-cheeked, with her arms around her friend.

“In the brown house with the driveway,” she directed, seeing that
Old Hull showed signs of not knowing where to go.

“Say, you two ben’t both Sam’l Brock’s gals?” he asked, almost
hauling his old horse into the cart, in his amazement.

“No, just one of us is. I am Judge Tinsdale’s daughter, and he knows
all about what to do with wicked people like you.”

Old Hull laughed.

“I took you fer a pair of little beggars!”

“And called us thieves,” scolded Lotie. “You ought to be ashamed
of yourself!”

“Oh, I’'m ashamed. I’m shameder than you know anything about.”

Mrs. Brock came out, wondering at what she saw entering the drive
way.
“There’s Willard Hull bringing the children home,” she had ex
claimed to her husband.

“I’ll believe it when I see it,” said he, following her to the door.

They got Amity into the house. She was still unable to tell what
had happened and there was great stir and confusion over getting the
child into bed and a doctor into the house. She had been badly frightened
and slightly stunned in falling, but the doctor said with warmth and
quiet she would soon be all right. Old Hull slipped away when he heard
the good report.

That evening when Amity sat looking out from within a great bundle
of blankets, with her father and mother, Judge and Mrs. Tinsdale and
Lotie gathered around the sitting-room fire, the door-bell rang and in
walked Old Hull! He wore a new outfit, from head to foot. “He even
seems to have bought himself a new face,” whispered Lotie. As soon as
he had awkwardly found the place Mrs. Brock asked him to sit down in,
he said:

“I came over to tell you, Sam’l and Florie, and you, Jedge and Mrs.
Tinsdale, and the little gals too, that I am a made-over man. This little
whip-me-up here,” pointing to Lotie, “gave me sech a dressin’ down
as I’ll never forget if I live twice as long as I have, which I shan’t.”

“Lotie goes too far when she starts,” said her mother.

“She had to go a long ways to rouse me up!” answered the odd old
fellow. “You remember, Florie, how mad I was when you said you liked
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Sam’l better 'n you did me, when you wuz a young gal? Wal, I set out
to show you I wuz a better man than Sam’l, and when I ain’t here to
scare the babies any more, you will see what I mean. I have been doin’
nothin’ but stintin’ and scrapin’ ever since and what be I myself? The
ugliest thing on the face of creation!”

“Oh, Willard, it isn’t so bad as that! You have always lived too
much alone. That’s the trouble,” said Mrs. Brock.

“Wal, things is changed now, thanks to Lotie; and I’'m goin’ to

show the town that I am different.” He rose to go.
“You two little gals will have all the chestnuts you
want to send off to them soldier-boys. 1’ve
put two bushels on the back steps.”

Lotie jumped up and went to the door
to help him on with his handsome new
overcoat. As he took up his almost-
stylish new hat, she said warmly:

“Oh, Mr. Hull, you are different, al-
ready! I want to take back all the awful,
awful things 1 said this morning. 1 was
so furious that I don”’ know what they were
except that they were perfectly terrible.”

“Not half so bad a what I could truthfully
say about myself, Missy Lotie,” said Mr. Hull,

Lotie was an impulsive girl who sometimes did

exactly the right thing at the right time. Something made her put her
arms around the lonely old man’s neck and kiss his withered yellow cheek.

“You are a dear, Mr. Hull, and I know you will forgive me!” she said.

A smile that changed Old Hull into the splendid man he might have
been was turned to the smiling faces of his old-new friends who stood
bidding him an affectionate good night.

Old Hull died before morning. They found him sitting at his dust-
covered, disordered desk. Before him lay his Last Will and Testament,
leaving all his property to Florie Brock, a document that he had signed
and sealed more than twenty years before. To it he had just added a
shakily-written codicil, saying:

“Hull’s Woods is hereafter to be maintained for the use of the children
of Polk, forever, Florie Brock being willing to have it s0.” Zei1a

PRAY let each moment ring out in a song of gladness to the world, be
cause you are moving on an upward path. Self-conquest is your goal. Try
to live nobly, and learn to love all the world’s children. Thus you can serve
them and find sweet peace.— Katherine Tinsley
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WHAT THE QUAIL SAYS
By Clara Dotty Bates

HISTLES the quail from the covert,
Whistles with all his might,
High and shrill, day after day,
“Children, tell me, what does he say?”
Ginx—the little one, bold and bright,
Sure that he understands aright, —
“He says, ‘Bob White! Bob White!””

Calls the quail from the cornfield,
Thick with stubble set;
Misty rain-clouds floating by
Hide the blue of the August sky.
“What does he call now, loud and plain?”
Gold Loc\s —“That’s a sign of rain!
He calls ‘More wet! more wet!’”

Pipes the quail from the fence-top,

Perched there full in sight,
Quaint and trim, with quick, bright eye,
Almost too round and plump to fly,
Whistling, calling, piping clear,
“What do / think he says? My dear,

He says ‘Do right! do right!”” —Selected

THE MONKEYS OF GIBRALTAR

T the most southern point of Spain and joined to it by a neck

of sand lies a narrow, rocky mountain named Gibraltar. It has

been conquered in turn by the Moors, the Spaniards, and the

English, and is important as the key to the Mediterranean.

The present population consists of representatives of all three
nations, besides a scattering of almost every other nationality in the
world; but it is chiefly English and Spanish.

There is a superstition that when monkeys cease to live on the Rock
of Gibraltar, the English will lose it. At the present time there are about
sixteen monkeys that seem well and happy. They are regularly fed at a
military post half-way up the Rock by a man who is paid to attend to
them. Nobody knows exactly where they sleep. In the summer they
would be comfortable enough in the open air; but in the rainy season I
should think even a cave would be a cheerless home for these monkeys.
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They usually spend the day playing about the town, which they reach
by clambering down a steeply-sloping stone wall some thirty feet high.
They do the most daring things — jumping from one place to another,
walking along pipes, and even climbing wires.

The chief of the monkeys is about two feet high, standing on all-
fours. The babies are quite tiny. There are six little ones this year, and
they play so prettily.

These monkeys have soft, gray fur with a tinge of yellow. They have
no tails and are dog-faced, not like the chimpanzee with its long upper
lip. The mother holds the baby in her arms or lets it cling to her back.

There are numbers of little, brown rabbits on the Rock, and half a
dozen foxes, though I have not yet seen any of the latter. There are also
a great many dear little lizards, mostly browny-green, which scurry across
the stones and hide in cracks.

As the rain only falls during half the year, the spring, summer, and
autumn flowers are all crowded into that space of time. The spring flow
ers appear in December and the autumn ones in May.

About Christmas-time the Rock is covered with masses of white nar
cissi, filling the air with a strong sweet scent. Later on, the pink and white
blossoms of the almond trees come out, as well as many other flowers.

Soon all the flowers will have disappeared and the bare old Rock will
be left standing with its feet in the blue sea, as it did when the Greeks
called it one of the ‘Pillars of Hercules.’

Gibraltar, April 19,1918. W inifred L.

THE STORY OF ANTONIO CANOVA

E Raja-Yoga children love to study about the great people of

all countries. Here is a story that almost everyone knows, but

I am going to tell it to you, because it shows what even a

little child can do through determination and hard work.

It is about a little Italian boy named Antonio Canova.

Antonio lived in the little village of Possagno near Venice with his

grandfather. His mother and father had died when he was three years

old, and he was left under his grandfather’s care. The grandfather was

an artist and made beautiful things out of stone. Antonio used to watch

his grandfather, and he thought he would like to be an artist too. So

he began to make things out of clay; small things at first, and then

larger things. Then he tried stone; he made a little stone bird, which
pleased his grandfather very much.

Once a great nobleman was going to give a dinner-party, so he asked
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old Canova to have something very unusual made for the table. It
was not very easy to think of something, but when Antonio saw his
grandfather so troubled, he said that he could make something.

“What can you make?” said his grandfather.

“If you will only give me some good hard butter, I will soon show
you,” said the boy.

So the butter was sent for, and as soon as it came Antonio began to
make a lion out of it: first he made the head and the mane, then the
body, limbs and tail, until he had a perfect lion. Then he showed it
to his grandfather, who was surprised and delighted. It was sent to the
nobleman, and all the guests at the dinner-party thought it was wonderful.
When they heard that it was the work of a little boy, they sent for him
at once. The nobleman thought so much of his work that he said: “I
will see that you have a teacher to help you.”

The little boy soon began to take lessons from Toretti, who was a very
famous artist. With his teacher’s help and his own hard work Antonio
grew up to be one of the world’s great sculptors, and he was able to help
his country by making many beautiful statues. Helen W.

VEGETABLE OILS

EGETABLE OILS have always been of enormous value to the
human race, being used as foods and for medicinal, lighting,
lubricating, and a great number of other purposes.

The origin of oil-milling would be difficult indeed to place. By more
or less crude methods, with native-made plant, oils have been obtained
from oil-bearing seeds, one might say, since the world began.

Until recent years all vegetable oils were expressed; that is, the seed
after suitable preparation was submitted to pressure and the oil forced
out. Today an alternative method in the extraction of oils by means of
chemical solvents is firmly established and in general use.

The products of the solvent extraction process are oil and meal, the
latter being sold as a cattle food or as a fertiliser, according to the seed
being treated. At one time there was a strong prejudice against extracted
oils and meals, but that is rapidly dying out. Oil refining processes have
been greatly improved, and the oil from chemical extraction plants
can readily be used for edible purposes. T. B. M.

Chapter XXXIII of 4Architectural Styles and their Meaning’ will appear in the
November issue.
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A POINT LOMA SUNSET

HE sunset in question was remarkable, as are all sunsets;
and like all other sunsets, it must have had something speaking
behind it: to stop and gaze made one feel that only to have
had eyes for it would have meant seeing wonderful things,
[ am sure.

The sky nearest the sea was still fiery from the sunken sun — flaming
over the dark waters. Except for restless turmoil in the crawling kelp
the sea was blue, heavy and somber —it was easy to see why it should
then have lain unswept by ships: the water-deities would not have
suffered any intrusion of mortals, for this was some awful time of brood
ing and inviolable dominion for them.

All over the west the sky and clouds were dark; only near the ocean
edge hung soft lovely mists, flushing in delicate pink and amber: as
some fairy spot in the dark realm of Hella: some touch of beauty there
was, even in that darkening gloom.

Then opened a broad portal in the sky; and I saw through the golden-
shining mists far out into endless bright regions beyond the world, far
regions of wonder, where perhaps the Asas were riding distant and radiant
in sunlight.

Up on the edge of their domain were giant shapes struggling along
ragged cloud-rims over the deeps below, and battling things not clearly
to be seen.

Behind me, the mountains lay piled, and utterly wrapped in gloom,;
nowhere was there any life among them, or any living thing —but I saw
on the far northern rim the broken hills creeping down into the sea,
to whisper something there. Hildor

jt

According to modern historical researches, music was first cultivated
in Egypt. No vestige of primitive Egyptian music now exists. All our
present-day knowledge comes from pictorial and sculptural representations
of instruments and players and a few instruments exhumed in cities buried
under the sand of centuries.

“THE place which music now holds in school programs is far too small.
By many teachers and educational administrators music and drawing are
still regarded as fads or trivial accomplishments not worthy to rank as
substantial educational material; whereas, they are important features in
the outfit of every human being who means to be cultivated, efficient and
rationally happy,” said Charles W. Eliot, ex-President of Harvard University.

233

Digitized by Google Original from

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



young folk's

Department

THE DREAM OF THE CHILDREN: by E

HE children awoke in their dreaming
While earth lay dewy and still:
They followed the rill in its gleaming
To the heart-light of the hill.

Its sounds and sights were forsaking
The world as they faded in sleep.

When they heard a music breaking
Out of the heart-light deep.

It ran where the rill in its flowing
Under the starlight gay.
With wonderful color was glowing
Like the bubbles they blew in their play.

From the misty mountain under
Came gleams of an opal star:

Its pathways of rainbow wonder
Rayed to their feet from afar.

And down through the cool of the mountain
The children
And stood in a blazing fountain

sank at the call.

And never a mountain at all.

The lights were coming and going
In many a shining strand,

For the opal fire-kings were blowing
The darkness out of the land.

This golden breath was a madness
To set a poet on fire,

And this was a cure for sadness,
And that the ease of desire.

And all night long over Eri

They fought with the wand of light
And love that never grew weary

The evil things of night.

From their feet as they strayed in the meadow They said, as dawn glimmered hoary,

It led through caverned aisles,

“We will show yourselves for an hour”;

Filled with purple and green light and shadow And the children were changed to a glory

For mystic miles on miles.

The children were glad; it was lonely

To play on the hill-side by day.
“But now,” they said, “we have only

To go where the good people stray.”

For all the hill-side was haunted
By the faery folk come again,
And down in the heart-light enchanted
Were opal-colored men.

They moved like kings unattended
Without a squire or dame,

But they wore tiaras splendid
With feathers of starlight flame.

They laughed at the children over
And called them into the heart:
“Come down here, each sleepless rover:
We will show you some of our art.”

The Irish Thcosophist, July,

By the beautiful magic of power.

The fire-kings smiled on their faces,
And called them by olden names.

Till they towered like the starry races
All plumed with the twilight flames.

They talked for a while together,
How the toil of ages oppressed;

And of how they best could weather
The ship of the world to its rest.

The dawn in the room was straying:
The children began to blink,

When they heard a far voice saying,
“You can grow like that if you think!”

The sun came in yellow and gay light:
They tumbled out of the cot.

And half of the dream went with daylight
And half was never forgot.

1896
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NIGHT’S MUSIC

OW dark it is,” shivered little Grace, after her mother had
turned out the light. ‘“Mary, I’'m ’fraid of it —it’s pressing
in all round me. It’s so big, and I’'m so awful little.”
“Why, I’'m not frightened by the dark,” said Mary, her
elder sister, putting out her hand comfortingly. “Why I just
love it — somehow it feels like music —not the kind you can sing, but
that you just have to listen to. There are so many night-songs; and
altogether they make one great chorus. Listen dear, there is a cricket
chirping —no, not one, but thousands. Each one is chirping his own
tale —but altogether they make a great song, which is only a very
small part of night’s music. Do you hear the frogs? Their croaking
sounds like the brass instruments of a band — their conversation is surely
most interesting. Maybe they are discussing their babies, or the latest
diet in flies. Far away I can hear a coyote baying at the moon. Perhaps
she is offended at his noisy serenade, for she has hidden herself behind a
cloud. Do you hear the gnats humming in the air? Their music is the
quiet background of the chorus, from which the soloists stand out clearly.
‘To-wit, to-wo0,’ cries the owl to his mate, as he seeks her in the branches
of the old pine.”
“I like to hear them, Mary —the songs you talk about. I’'m not
scared of them, but it’s the creaky stairs that make me shiver.”
“Why, the stairs are trying to sing too. All day they were busy
working to bear your weight as you ran up and down them. But now
it is quiet and they are trying to remember the songs they used to sing
when they were part of the great forest, and the rushing winds played
upon them like mighty harps. Poor little boards!—all they can do now
is to creak out their memories of grander days. Won’t you close your
eyes now, Grade —and listen your way into dreamland?”
“Ye-yes,” answered a very sleepy little voice, as Grace entered
that enchanted kingdom. Marguerite L.

THE CITY MOUSE AND THE COUNTRY MOUSE

By Christina Rossetti

HE city mouse lives in a house; — The city mouse eats bread and cheese; —
I The garden mouse lives in a bower, The garden mouse eats what he can;
He’s friendly with the frogs and toads, We will not grudge him seeds and stocks,
And sees the pretty plants in flower. Poor little timid furry man.- -Selected
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THE CHILD KEEPS HARVEST HOME: by W. D.

EFORE the winter-time of Night

Has settled on my little room;

Before the summer hours of light
Have changed to ev’ning’s autumn gloom,
There comes my hour of harvest home.

It is the hour when all the seeds

Since dawn’s springtime that I have sown,
The little thoughts and words and deeds,

To sturdy rooted things are grown,

And I must reap my fields alone.

The gentle deeds and words and thoughts
I gather into golden sheaves.

Here sometimes sweet forget-me-nots,
There sometimes roses ’mongst the leaves.
(Oft joy with duty interweaves.)

With high resolve the weeds I burn,

The weeds that crowded out the grain.
These tangling growths must not return!

I keep my harvest-home in pain,

But dawn will bring spring’s hopes again.

LOMALAND BIRD NEWS

the only bird heard seems to be the merry, laughing canyon wren,

with his jolly little Hip, hip, hip, hur-r-r-r-Tah! breaking the stillness
of the early morning. It is certainly conducive to the carrying out of the
daily resolve to ‘make the day one of sunshine.” The gray fog rolling in
from the sea might dull our mental bright day but for this cheerful
reminder of the merry little wren.

Mr. Mocking-Bird and Mr. Sickle-Bill-Thrasher were seen sitting with
in six inches of one another on the bamboo trellis, sunning themselves and
being neighborly. As there is more or less difficulty between birds of differ
ent kinds, it was a pleasure to see these two most beautiful songsters and
best beloved of our wild birds sitting together and on such friendly terms.

When one of our little complaining, squeaking goldfinches concludes
to sing and to sing all of his song, it is well worth listening to. He has
many notes, somewhat on the order of a canary, very plaintive and sweet;

THE wild birds’ songs are very few at this season of the year; in fact,

really quite pretentious for such a small little fellow. Edytha
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HILDA’S IDEA

ILDA HIGGINBOTHAM lives in a mining town on the

Califomia-Nevada border. A few years ago not a green

thing growing was to be seen from the rough board house that

she and her mother and father and two grown-up brothers

called home. Now, because of a certain idea that Hilda and
Old Bully Hornby worked out, Goldine is gay with vines and plants,
growing in what are known locally as ‘Eyetalian Terraces.’

The great wish of Hilda’s heart used to come to the surface once in
a while in some such remarks as these:

“Mother, would hollyhocks grow at the east side of the barn?”

“Father, you did not have any trouble raising sunflowers in Santo,
did you? They were so tall there by the chicken-run.”

She might as well have dreamed of growing violets among the ever
lasting snows of the high Sierras as to believe that even robust hollyhocks
and sunflowers could sustain life on the alkalies of the soil of Goldine.

One day Hilda’s brother Ben, returning on horseback from a trip
to San Francisco, brought her a potted geranium, which bore a single
cluster of delicate creamy-pink blossoms. Hilda took the beautiful
thing into her arms with expressions of joyous affection that all the
others, standing around, laughed to hear.

“Oh, you sweet dear, you pretty darling!” she cried.

“Meaning Brother Ben, I suppose,” teased Brother Bob.

“Ben is a dear — carrying a plant all the way from San Francisco for
me — without breaking a leaf!” said Hilda, reaching up to give Ben’s
cheek a grateful pat.

The geranium flourished, as it could not help doing, so tenderly
and faithfully was it watched. Hilda loved it and petted it with the
devotion of a bom garden-maker; but her longing for “the yard full of
flowers” grew stronger every time she thought of her one pretty plant.

“How selfish I am!” she scolded one day. “There isn’t another girl
in Goldine who has anything as sweet as my geranium —oh, Mother,
Mother! I’ve got an idea, a great-great, big-big, lovely new idea!”

“Look out or you will fall into the geranium pot with it!” warned her
mother. Hilda was dancing and singing and waving the sprinkling-can.

“One, two, three —nine, ten, eleven - Mother, there are twelve
good slips on the geranium and there are just ten girls in this town who
have no plants at all!”

Following a rather lengthy silence Hilda announced:

“I] am going down to the dump-heap to get to the beginning of putting
my idea to work, Mother.”

Back of the houses of the people who live in out-of-the-way places
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in the West you will always find ugly mounds of rusting tins, broken boxes
and bits of earthenware and glass. It was beside such a rubbish-pile that

Hilda spent the af- ternoon. She had
searched until she found twelve tin
cans of a certain very desirable size,
broad and not too shallow.

The next morn- ing she began to
develop another part of her not
very carefully con- cealed plan. She
stopped big Broth er Bob as he was
leaving the house to go to his work,

“Bob, may I please borrow your
hammer and a little green paint and a
paint brush?” she asked coaxingly.

“What are you going to do, Hilda?
Build a house and  «Hello, Hildy! Got yer garden started!”  paint it all in the
same day?” asked Bob.

“Oh, it’s a secret, what I’'m going to do!” replied Hilda.

“All right. But get the arnica ready for finger-smashings. and don’t
put on your sky-blue dress to do green painting in.”

That evening a dozen cans with neatly-hammered scalloped edges,
bright with wet green paint, stood in a row beside the kitchen door.

There the great big lovely new idea seemed to halt. The next step
would have been to put something into the cans, but soil fit for growing
plants was not to be had in Goldine, for all the love and the little money
that were Hilda’s to give.

But no such sad fate awaited. Late that night Old Bully Hornby
appeared at the Higginbotham place for the first time in long months.
He came twice a year, bringing Hilda the buttons that had come off his
clothing since last he had called. It was Hilda’s custom to sew them on,
and to patch and mend for him until Old Bully was quite respectably
covered once more.

“Hello, Hildy! Got yer garden started at last!” was his congratula
tion at sight of the big geranium.

“Oh, Mr. Hornby —no! I’m still gardening in my mind, farther
off than ever from real, live rake-and-hoe reality.”

“Well, say now—I’ve found somethin’ Hildy, and you and me
and Bob will get that garden under way the first thing tomorrer mornin’!”

After such a promise Hilda could not sleep. She wondered if Old
Bully had learned to work magic —he was such a queer old dear, almost
anything seemed possible to him.

In the morning he and Bob came to the door with sacks tied to their
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HILDA’S IDEA

saddles, and each of them was leading a burro carrying shovels and other
sacks. Hilda soon had her pony ready, and when Mrs. Higginbotham
had brought a box of “something to fix for your dinners,” Old Bully
led the way westward by paths and trails quite new to Hilda.

They rode all morning, coming at noon-time to a valley where there
was beautiful moist earth, black and soft and sweet-smelling. The men
began shoveling at once. Hilda held open the sacks.

When all were filled, Bob built a fire and Old Bully cooked the dinner,
camp-fashion, in a skillet. Later, while the horses and burros were being
loaded, Hilda found some little ferns growing farther up the wvalley.

“Mr. Hornby,” she called, “do you think these would grow if we
took them home?”

“Indeedy-deed, Hildy, if they had the soil they was used to. You
wait and I’ll lift them so they’ll never know what’s happened to them.”

It was long after dark when they reached home, but Hilda and her
idea-partner were up before daybreak the next day.

“Won’t the good earth be blown away?” asked Hilda.

“You hold yer little horses, Hildy. You don’t know yet what [’'m
up to. This here is goin’ to be an Eyetalian garden with terraces!”

The old man went many times to the dump-heap, returning with
boxes of many sizes; and by noon-time Hilda knew what her garden was
going to look like. Three ‘terraces’ built against the side of the house
contained soil from the valley bottom. In the lowest ferns were already
happily settled. A row of twelve new geranium plants in green tin cans
stood under mosquito-netting, and the original geranium stalk had been
transplanted into a big tub “with room to spread out her little toes,”
as Old Bully said.

Then the purpose of the other two ‘terraces’ couldn’t stay shut up
in Mr. Hornby’s heart another minute. From somewhere in the depths
of the much-mended pockets came three dirty flower-seed packets!
There were nasturtiums, forget-me-nots and pansies!

“Not a green thing growing,” can no longer be truthfully said of
Goldine. Ten little girls and two sick old women received each at Christ
mas-time a thrifty geranium with delicate creamy-pink blossoms; and
the following spring fifteen or twenty ‘Eyetalian terraced’ gardens
were propped against as many ugly little living-shacks in the town.

Hilda’s idea and her dearest wish had blended and were expanding
all the time. Indeed, to big brothers Ben and Bob, slyly listening to
the animated ‘garden conversation,” when next Old Bully came back
buttonless, it sounded very much as though the latest secret-scheming
and plotting would result in Easter lilies, autumn chrysanthemums

and June roses for all Goldine. Gwendolyn Brae
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A LITTLE TREE
By Zella

A LITTLE tree grew in a pot,
T* QGaily contented with its lot;
With curled-up roots quite satisfied,
Found room for blooming vines beside.

It looked so pretty from the street —
So round it was, and prim, and neat —
It was a pleasure to behold,

To all who passed there, young and old.

Two linnets, in their noisy quest
For some safe place to hide their nest,
Chirped, “This will never, never do!
Why, here is scarcely room for two

',’

And then the tree was very sad,

To know the chance it might have had,
If it were growing in the ground,
With room for birds to move around.

Two humming birds, with throats of blue,
Just then came darting into view;

One, hovering, said, “This little tree
Is just the place for you and me!”

The little tree is happy now,

With tenants housed on topmost bough;
For, passing, every little while

Some child will look, and stop, and smile.

720’S BOX OF BUTTONS

N an old land where there had been long wars, young Zo’s

only inheritance was a box containing odd buttons. Because

they had belonged to his mother, Lady Maryot, Zo prized them

dearly. But a box of buttons, you will admit, was not really

4U  a very promising fortune with which to begin life, even in those
old days of magic and the working of charms.

One afternoon, while sitting beside a road, Zo dropped the box and
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Z0’S BOX OF BUTTONS

the buttons rolled away. When he began collecting them, he noticed for
the first time an inscription on the bottom of the box. It read:
“Find a way to do Good with what you have
AND GREAT RICHES SHALL BE YOURS”

Zo repeated the words. His mother seemed near, because he felt
that those were words that she had loved and had lived by. He did not
see an ugly little gray man coming up the road until he heard a mocking
voice chanting this:

“Buttons, buttons! Who’s got the buttons?
If 1 had three gray buttons from your store,

I'd have so much,

the strange, glit-
fore he opened
he had snapped
sight of the man

He took out
tons. They had
fastening of a
his mother’s, and
part with them,
fered them to

“Here, sir,”
smile.  “I will
prettiest ones I
time you look at
say in my place,
mory of the good

“Nay,” said
ly. “No gew-
promise nothing,

buttons for my

His manner
for he eyed the
meant to have
means certainly,

I'd ne’er ask more.”
There was a fierce demand in the silly words.

Zo looked long at

tering eyes be-
his box, which
shut at the first
in gray,

three silver but-
once formed the
velvet robe of
it pained him to
However, he of-
the man.

he said, with a
give you the
have, if, every
them you will
‘Honor to the me-
Lady Maryol." ”
the man rough-
gaws. And 1
What I want is
old gray coat.”
belied his words,
buttons as if he
them by foul
if others failed.

“None have I but these, that were my mother’s, Her memory it has
been my custom to honor whenever I have looked at them,” said Zo.

“Well, give me them,” demanded the man. Zo placed them in the
hard and wrinkled palm.

“May you be happy, sir,” he said.

Without thanks the man snatched the treasures from Zo’s hand and
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hobbled off behind a mighty rock. Zo continued searching for scattered
buttons, and when at last he resumed his seat, he saw the little man
astride a big gray horse now far down the road. He was riding out into
a sunlit valley, and as the way looked pleasant, Zo decided to follow.

He started the next morning and walked all day. At nightfall he
came to a white-pillared mansion set high on a hill at the very end of
the valley. Hill and house made Zo think of a monstrously big throne. He
almost expected to see some majestic figure seated there. Tired and
hungry, he took a full hour in climbing the hill, so that it was dark when
he knocked at the back gate.

Instead of the aproned and capped cook Zo looked for, the fierce
little gray man himself appeared.

“Why did you follow me?” he asked, angrily.

“The road was smooth, and I seek my fortune,” said Zo.

“Where is the box of buttons?” asked the man.

“Here, sir,” Zo tapped his breast.

“Come with me!”

The command was so imperious and so roughly spoken that Zo could
think of nothing wiser than to follow. They went up dark stairs. A
noise, which Zo had long been hearing, grew louder at each step; and
on approaching the room whence the sounds came, Zo could scarcely
hear the man shout:

“Go in and see what you can do!”

Zo entered. Four boys were fighting for the possession of a fox’s
skin. They looked as though they had been at it all day.

Zo asked, after a minute, “What’s the trouble, boys?”

They fell away in silence. All four stood, like young foxes themselves,
glaring at Zo as ferociously as ever the little gray man had. Then they
approached him curiously. Zo sat down and began showing them his
buttons. Having a different history to relate of every one he took out
of the box, they listened eagerly.

When the box was emptied and they read,

“Find a way to do Good with what you have
AND GREAT RICHES SHALL BE YOURS,”
the noisy fighters seemed really quite changed. They and Zo were gaily
chatting when in stepped the little gray man. A half-twinkle sparkled
in his eyes as he said:

“Zo, 1 pay honor to the memory of the good Lady Maryot!”

Zo stood up and bowed, and in their slow and clumsy way the other
boys imitated his good manners. “Thank you for that,” smiled Zo.

“Take back your silver buttons, lad,” said the gray man, offering them.

“Nay, I take not back that which once I gave.”
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“Small good your giving has done,” was the harsh retort. *“Know
you, Zo, that I am King Maryel, brother to Maryot, your mother. Six
silver buttons had we from our father who had them from a man of wisdom.
Where the buttons are, there are wise rulers, says the old tale; but though
I took your buttons and gave them among my wild boys, yet, until this
hour within which you came, have my sons been growing but the more
unruly and the more unwise. So take them back, and prepare for govern
ment here.”

Zo put his hands behind him, and shook his head.

“Aye, but you shall,” insisted King Maryel, angrily. “Three silver
buttons shall you, and three shall T hold; and here shall we reign to
gether; and these savages shall go out and find them places where they
can.”

“Nay, nay, Uncle,” protested Zo. “So should we stand shamed be
fore the world. Six there are of us, and six the silver buttons. Let there
be one for us each, and let us live here peacefully together.”

The brothers came and stood with Zo, their faces reflecting his good
smile.

“Well,” said King Maryel, himself now at last smiling broadly, “let
it be so. Here shall we be, not king and princes, but one family of kind
men, consulting our people and all of us growing wise in affairs of ruling.”

They fastened each a shining silver button over his heart. They
clasped hands, promising each the other that as long as they lived they
would have faith in the magic and charm of the button-box inscription:
They would find a way to do good with what they had, knowing that
the riches of great happiness would thus come to them and all whom
their lives touched. Y. S

HELPING AND SHARING

ORA had been to school all day. When she came home her
mother asked her to take a dress she had just finished to a
lady who wanted it “in a hurry,” and at last, as she came back,
Dora felt weary and tired.
The street lamps were lighted. Dora walked slowly, noticing
dreamily the people as they passed.

“What a big bundle of papers that man has under his arm; perhaps
with pictures in them! He will show them to his children, and they
will sit on the floor, close to a bright fire, laughing and talking,” she
said to herself.

“These two girls have long dresses. It must be the first time! I
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wonder how they feel! They look nice; and what pretty shawls they have,
one pink and one blue! They must be going to a party. I like the pink
one best.

“What is that child standing there for? She must live down the
lane. Perhaps she likes to look at people, thinking that she, too, will be
happy some day,” and a feeling of sympathy crept into Dora’s heart.

“I wonder what mother meant when she said the only happiness you
could depend on must spring from yourself, and the deepest happiness
springs from trusting people?

“Of course, nobody can take that away, if you just choose to go on
trusting. And mother said, too, that trust makes your own nature so
beautiful that people feel and know they can trust you whenever you
come near them. I am glad I have such a nice mother. She never frets,
although she has to work so hard since —”

“Please,” said a sweet, clear voice, “will you take me past the
dark corner?”

Dora looked round and saw a winsome little face with large gray
eyes gazing steadily up at her.

“I live down this lane, and it is SO dark when you go round the turning.”

“Yes,” said Dora, and immediately a little hand was slipped into hers.

“I was just waiting for some one I could ask,” explained the little
maid, confidingly, as they walked. “It is very dark, isn’t it?” and she
pressed closer to Dora as they turned the dreaded corner.

“Now it is lighter again,” said Dora brightly, “but where are
you going?”

“Home. I live there,” and she pointed to a house now dimly visible;
“and thank you very much. You needn’t come any further. I am not
afraid now. I can go the rest of the way alone.”

“Let me take you to the door.”

“Oh, no, thank you,” was the demure reply, “I am not a bit afraid,
I will run all the way,” and nodding and smiling, she ran off.

Dora stood and watched until the little figure reached the house,
then turning, retraced her steps, and walked the remainder of the way
home, thinking and wondering. But she was ever so much happier.
Who can guess why? A. P. D.

j*
T HAVE just to shut my eyes
To go sailing through the skies —
To go sailing far away

To the pleasant Land of Play—R. L. Stevenson
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MY LITTLE GARDEN FRIEND

but as he has the habit of changing his color to match his sur
roundings, I do not know just what color he is likely to be next
time [ see him.

Anyway, he suns himself all over the porch and the garden in company ¢
with his brothers, his sisters, and his cousins. He scampers straight up
the sides of the sanded house just as easily as he runs along the path.

He is only about eight inches long including his tail, which is half
his length.

He has bright little eyes in a head which will turn and look up at
you if you whistle softly to him.

He can jump the space of a foot, springing from the porch and alighting
on a geranium stalk, catching hold of it like a monkey.

Sometimes he or his brothers get themselves into rather peculiar
difficulties. Two of them tried to crawl through a piece of wire-netting
which was spread over some plants. They were unable to pull their hind
legs through and unable to pull their fore legs back and there they stuck
until a big human, seeing their predicament, carefully cut away the wires.

Once or twice, either he or one of his numerous relatives, has fallen
into a tin of water and been just barely saved from drowning by the same
human, who fished him out and laid him carefully in the sunshine to revive.

Two of his cousins (I think they were his cousins) have been peculiarly
unfortunate this summer in choosing a poor place to spend the night: the
top ledge of the window sill, which being shoved up suddenly left them
in the same fix as Bo Peep’s sheep. They left their tails behind them.
Lucky for them that they escaped with their lives, and lucky for them that
the tails of lizards grow out again in the course of a season. They haven’t
seemed to mind it and, as far as I could see, were quite as popular as ever
with the other members of the family. Their gait, however, was anything
but graceful for two months or so.

I wonder *how many relatives my little black lizard has. 1 know there
are some little new this-year-baby-ones under the honeysuckle. They
are tiny creatures not more than a couple of inches long, and ever so
cunning. [ see them scamper out of sight as I pass by. I am sure I am

Hs a little black lizard. At least he was black when I saw him last;

glad of them, ev- A ery one, for they
are good garden neighbors, who
are busily catch- ing the insect
pests which would AN, otherwise ruin all
the plants and the flowers. This lit
tle black lizard, firef and all of his fa

mily, know that they are most welcome to live in my garden. E. E. P.
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PIXY PAN’S ADVENTURE

IXY PAN, the little green parrot, had

determined to go on a great adventure.

You could see that by the way he

watched his chance to escape from his little
gilt-barred home.

One day it came. His little door was
left open, so away he flew up into the
warm sweet air, over the tops of the trees
until his little wings, unaccustomed to flying,
landed him in the top of a tall tree at the
bottom of the canyon.

He didn’t know where he wanted to go;
he just wanted to fly away. He hadn’t
even stopped to think that he would not
find his supper of seed hanging in a cup on
a tree under his nose whenever he wanted it.
He didn’t know that he wouldnt know
where to find a drink of water, nor that it
would be cold at night in the tree, and that

nobody would put a nice warm blanket around him up there. He had
forgotten all about the red-tailed hawk that he had seen going to roost
every night in that very same tree he was in. No, he only thought of the
fun of flying up in the air and screeching to the other birds that he was
out for a great adventure.

After a while he heard his mistress calling to him at the foot of the
tall tree, trying to coax him to come home. No, he did not intend to
come down out of the tree, not for her. He was having his great adventure,
and besides he didn’t want to be a little tame bird in a cage any more.

By and bye his mistress went back into the house and left him all
alone in the top of the tree. It began to grow dark and the wind came up
and swayed the branches to and fro, and poor little Pixy found it hard
to hold on.

All night the wind rocked him back and forth. And his little claws
were so tired clinging to the swaying branches that he did not dare tuck
his head under his wing and go to sleep for fear he would fall.

The red-tailed hawk sailed into the tree near by, and a great owl hooted,
and the poor little parrot was very much frightened and didn’t sleep
all the long night.

When morning came, his mistress came again to the tree and called him.
He was tired, hungry, sleepy and frightened by this time, and he was glad
to see her, as you might know by the way he kept up his squawking.
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But he had forgotten, when he started on his great adventure, that he
was losing his tail feathers and had only two left, one at each side. So when
he tried to fly down he could not steer himself. He flew across to the trees
nearer home, and little by little he was able to get lower on the branches.
Then his mistress came under the trees and coaxed some more.

Once when she had pulled down the branch on which he had lit, and
just as he tried to get on her finger, the dreadful wind came and blew up
the branch, which made him fly up again, terribly frightened.

He wanted his little gilt-barred home now. He had had enough of his
great adventure. But he was frightened when the man came and waved
that white net at him. Again he started to fly, but the net came again
and he flew right in it. In a minute more he found himself safe in his
little gilt-barred home, hugged up close in his mistress’ arms.

“Poor hungry, tired, cold, little polly!” she said, as she carried him
into the warm room. And such a squeal of joy he gave when he found
himself safe home once more.

Oh! how hungry he was, and how thirsty, and how sleepy, and
how he did try to tell his dear mistress how glad he was to get home
again, chirping his little tired grateful chirp all the time he was
eating his good seed.
It was a different matter having your seed and water
right there in your cage instead of having to hunt
for it yourself; the red-tailed hawk did not come
near the cage at night, and there was always
the warm blanket.
Yes, he decided it was much better to be
a little tame bird in a cage with a kind mistress
to care for him. He had had his great adven
ture, and had learned that home is best. E. P.

THE MAGIC VINE

A FAIRY seed I planted,
So dry and white and old;
There sprang a vine enchanted
With magic flowers of gold.

I watched it, I tended it,
And truly, by and by,
It bore a Jack-o’-lantern
And a great Thanksgiving pie.  Selected
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FOR THE BABY

By a Mother

ULD it be strange if you could change
Into a little elf?

If you could pass among the grass
And never show yourself?

If you could sing in fairy ring
The songs the fairies know.

And nightly trip and daily skip
Through paths the wee folk know?

If you could float in rose-leaf boat
Upon a sea of dew,

Would you forget, without regret,
That you were ever you? —

GOLDEN DICKY

UCH a charm-ing lit-tle friend and com-pan-ion as Dick-y
would be hard to find a-mong fea-thered peo-ple. Al-ways
so neat and clean, re-quir-ing so lit-tle to make him hap-py,
he is a dail-y joy.

How he can sing, too! and does it so en-thu-si-as-ti-cal-ly,
just to en-ter-tain his dear mis-tress, watch-ing her all the while
with his bright eyes to see if he is do-ing it just right; for some
times he dwells too long on cer-tain high notes, when she shakes her
fing-er at him and he stops at once, e-ven if she is at the op-po-site
end of the room.

Ev-ery day he is al-lowed his free-dom to fly a-bout the room
or from one win-dow to an-other, to see and sing to oth-er lit-tle
friends —the lin-nets - that come near.

He likes to stay out of his house but when his mis-tress says:
“Dick-y, go in your cage, right away,” he will go on to the win-dow
cur-tain near the cage-door, turn his head and look at her as if
ques-tion-ing whe-ther she real-ly means it. Then if she re-peats, say
ing: “Hur-ry up now, go right in,” he o-be-di-ent-ly flies down,
hops in-side the door and on to the perch, and bursts out with
a hap-py car-ol when the door is closed.

Though on-ly a lit-tle can-a-ry, his in-tel-li-gence is won-der-ful,

250

Original from

Digitized by
NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



NATURE’S SLEEPY SONG

for he al-ways o-beys and shows that he under
stands much that is said to him or the ges-tures of
his mis-tress’s hand.

He loves to play that he is a ver-y young bird,
and will hang on the side of the cage, qui-ver-ing
his wings just like a young nest-ling when the
moth-er feeds it, as he takes a seed from the lips

Z%f his mis-tress.

At oth-er times he begs to be played with,
watch-ing ev-ery op-por-tun-i-ty to peck her fing-ers through the
bars, and when she puts her hand in the cage he flies on
to the back of her hand so he can play hide-and-seek with her
thumb as she moves it un-der and out, when he gives it

a peck. Some-times she chas-es him all a-round the cage, try-ing
to put her hand ov-er him, but he ver-y a-droit-ly es-capes and perch-es
on the back of her hand in such a way that it is im-pos-si-ble to
get him, but he has no fear.

A ver-y cun-ning lit-tle play-fel-low, don’t you think so, chil-dren?

He i-ma-gines there is an-oth-er lit-tle bird in his mis-tress’s nickle-
clock, and it is the fun-ni-est thing to see him dance all a-round
it sing-ing at the top of his voice as he sees his re-flec-tion on its
bright sides; then he will try to feed it and stand lis-ten-ing to its tick
ing and peer un-der and a-round it, try-ing to solve the mys-ter-y of
a bird that he can see and hear but never touch —a cru-el de-lu-sion;
so pres-ent-ly he flies a-way quite sad, to tell his mis-tress a-bout it,
with a plain-tive lit-tle peep-peep-peep. M. G. M.

NATURE’S SLEEPY SONG: By Cora S. Day

OING to sleep in the field and the forest,
Nodding their heads in the cool autumn breeze —
See, all the flowers are growing so sleepy,
Even the leaves are asleep on the trees.

After the summer of sunshine and blooming,
After the patter of warm, gentle rain.

Comes the cold winter, with ice and with snowflakes,
Bringing the frost-elves along in its train.

Then all the growing things sleep through the winter,
Cosy and warm in their soft earthy bed.

Waiting to wake when the robins shall call them,
Then in the sunshine to raise up each head.

Selected
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NAN-CY-ANN’S HINT

AG-GIE had been walk-ing in the fields. It
was ear-ly in the morn-ing and the dew was on
the plants.

Mag-gie had filled her big blue a-pron with
grass. The grass was sweet and ten-der. She had gath
ered it for her lit-tle gray po-ny, Dob-bin Dick.

Dob-bin Dick was in the barn, wait-ing for his
break-fast. “Hur-ry, Mag-gie, hur-ry!” he whin-nied.

Then a-long came dear
old Nan-cy-Ann, run-ning
and jump-ing to make Mag
gie laugh.

“My, what nice sweet-
smell-ing grass Mag-gie has
in her a-pron,” said Nancy-

Ann to her-self. Aloud she
cried, “Bah-ah, bah-ah!”

This sound-ed like a hint
to Mag-gie, She thought
Nan-cy-Ann was try-ing to
say in the speech of goats:

“/ like grass ve-ry much
in-deed!”

“No, no, Nan-cy-Ann!”
said Mag-gie. “Go a-way!

NO, IlO! YOU— can run a'bout From Sketches from Life and Fancy
and eat all day if you wish. by A. Hendschel
Poor old Dob-bin Dick must stay in his sta-ble.”

But Nan-cy-Ann would not go. She sniffed at the
nice fresh grass. Mag-gie shook her head, but Nan-cy-
Ann nod-ded hers, and then Mag-gie laughed and said:

“Well, nib-ble a bit, but I know you are not hun-gry.”
"Hur-ry,hur-ry, hur-ry, Mag-gie, whin-nied Dob-bin Dick.
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Then lift up the head with a song! The time draws near the birth of Christ.
And lift up the hand with a gift! The moon is hid; the night is still;
To the ancient Giver of all The Christmas bells from hill to hill
The spirit of gratitude lift! Answer each other in the mist.
— old — Tennyson

GOLDEN OPPORTUNITIES

NE of the hardest lessons for us to learn —a lesson which
is often overlooked, but which, if taken to heart by all, would
make life much easier —is to do the duty that lies nearest
at hand.

How often we hear it said, ‘If only I had better oppor
tunities,” or ‘How much happier I should be if I were somewhere else,’
or ‘If I were rich, I would help those who are poor.” But if we were
to obtain any of these wishes, we probably should be no different; for
when opportunities present themselves they are allowed to slip by;
when we get to the longed-for place we don’t like it; and those who
become rich keep their riches, and forget all but themselves. No, if
we cannot be happy where we are and as we are, we should not be happy
anywhere or under any conditions.

There is a duty for each one, and if we look carefully enough we
shall find it. Yes, and the search is SO easy; because our duty is only
doing well, unselfishly, cheerfully, and hopefully that which lies nearest
at hand, in the station in which we are placed — that is our whole life-
work. All that is asked of us is that we do our best.

What we really need is not worldly prosperity, but courage and
confidence, and an ideal to live for and aspire to. Through all, let us
ever aspire to the highest that each of us knows.

If we always thought of others instead of ourselves, we should indeed
be living the true life. If we only realized that not a kind word is spoken
but it takes root in some soil, not a loving thought sent out from our
hearts but it finds some resting-place, not the least unselfish act performed
but it bears some fruit — would it not make a great change in our lives?

If the opportunity comes to do that which we have always longed
to do, beware lest it pass you by, unrecognized and unknown. When
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the time comes for you to pass into a higher sphere of thought and action,
make the most of it, and do not let discontent enter into your heart.
If wealth comes, do not forget the resolve made in poverty —do not
let greed eat out your heart.
When in doubt as to what is your duty, or what Is the right path
to pursue, do the duty that lies nearest, take the path of Brotherhood:
“Helping others, never caring
Tho’ we be misunderstood:

Loving others, ever sharing.
Thus we live true Brotherhood.” M. B.

THE DOMES OF LOMALAND
SUNSET: by Karin Nystrom

OW that the rubiate-carred and westward sun.

N In solemn splendor riding down to his grave.
Looks backward, with one golden glance to lave

In light the Temple-dome ere day be done;
And the young-hero winds swift-footed run

Amidst the clouds, and leap from wave to wave;

And no queen-stars have ta’en the evening, save
Some two or three in pale robes silver spun —

I wonder if some Mighty One astray

Draws usward from that flamey sunset-fold —
Some Dragon-Sovereign of an elder day —

Some Warrior Bodhisatva crystal-souled

Whose Frost-Sword glittered down from heaven of old
To uphold forgotten thrones in old Cathay. . . .
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FLOWERS FOR CHRISTMAS

RNESTINE sat in her comer of the office on the afternoon

of the day before Christmas, hurrying to finish her work. At

every glance over the snowy ledge of the window into the street

below she beheld an increasing multitude of parcel-laden shop

pers. It was a pushing, rushing, jostling black mass, but she
noted that many of the faces looked genuinely happy; and though she
was too busy actually to think about it, she realized with a pang of shame
how little joyousness she had given anyone.

Clack, clickety clack, clack, bang!

“I might have done something for that sick woman, if I had thought.”

Clackety click, click, bang!

“She smiles as I pass her window.”

Clickety clack, bang!

“Flowers —sick people always enjoy flowers. If I only —”

“Merry Christmas, Ernestine! You were so absorbed in your noisy
writing that you didn’t hear me, did you? I have brought you some
flowers, Ernestine.”

“Oh, Miss Morton! I was longing for flowers this very minute,
more than for anything else.”

“How happy your fairy godmother is, then. Goodbye, and a very
merry Christmas!”

On her way home, Ernestine approached with anxious eagerness
the window where the sick woman sat. She held the blossoms up to
the white face, and a white hand pointed to the door.

So it was that Ernestine entered upon a great joy.

The sick woman was crippled. She had been hopelessly injured
in an attempt to rescue a child in the street. Her suffering had taught
her wonderful lessons, and she knew exactly how a girl alone in the world
feels at Christmas time. Ernestine went to her little room that evening
happy in the friendship the gift of flowers had brought.

And so it was that she and the sick woman adopted each other, and
lived in sweet companionship. With the coming of each Christmas
season they spoke to each other joyfully of that ‘Flower Christmas,’
and each recalled silently the time when she had received the loveliest
gift of her life: the sick woman, the gift of strong hands and a warm
young heart; the lonely girl, the gift of patience and gentle womanli
ness that helped overcome the difficulties of her busy days. Zella

“The days come and go like muffled and veiled figures sent from a distant
friendly party; but they say nothing, and if you do not use the gifts they
bring, they carry them as silently away.” — Emerson

257

Original from

Digitized by GOOgle NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBR



CHRISTMAS IN NORWAY
Celia Thaxter

N the far-off land of Norway,
Where the winter lingers late,

And long for the singing birds and flowers,
The little children wait,

When at last the summer ripens.
And the harvest is gathered in,
And food for the bleak, drear days to come
The toiling people win,

Through all the land the children
In the golden fields remain

Till their busy little hands have gleaned
A generous sheaf of grain;

All the stalks by the reapers forgotten
They glean to the very least,

To save till the cold December,
For the sparrows’ Christmas feast.

And then through the frost-locked country
There happens a wonderful thing:
The sparrows flock north, south, east, west,

For the children’s offering.

Of a sudden, the day before Christmas.
The twittering crowds arrive,

And the bitter, wintry air at once
With their chirping is all alive.

They perch upon roof and gable,
On porch and fence and tree,

They flutter about the windows
And peer in curiously.

On the joyous Christmas morning,
In front of every door,

A tall pole, crowned with clustering grain,
Is set the birds before.

And which are the happiest, truly
It would be hard to tell;
The sparrows who share in the Christmas cheer
Or the children who love them well! — Selected
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THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP

“ ‘Build me straight, O worthy Master!
Stanch and strong, a goodly vessel,

That shall laugh at all disaster,

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!” ”

HIS beautiful poem is about a Master of Ship-building. He
was a very old gentleman, I should imagine, with a good,
kind heart and willing hands. His face lights up with delight
when he replies to the Merchant who has asked him to build
another vessel, and he says:

 rrnennennens ‘Ere long we will launch
A vessel as goodly, and strong, and stanch,
As ever weathered a wintry sea!’”

The Master has planned many vessels, some large and some small,
but one named ‘Great Harry’ was larger than any of the rest. Its bows
and stern were very high, balconies were placed here and there, signal
flags floated from the masts, and then besides there were eight round
towers on the vessel like those of some great castle of olden times. He
seemed to see this wonderful vessel again, thinks how he planned it
and of his joy when it was completed. Then the Master thinks of the
new one and decides it shall be the largest and finest of them all.

“It was of another form, indeed;
Built for freight, and yet for speed,
A beautiful and gallant craft;

Broad in the beam, but sloping aft

With graceful curve and slow degrees,
That she might be docile to the helm,
And that the currents of parted seas,
Closing behind, with mighty force,
Might aid and not impede her course.”

The Master began by making a model that was exactly like the
vessel he was going to build. Then he went into the lumber-yard and
selected the very best material ready for building. It must have been
a very large lumber-yard, because the poem says it covered many a
rood of ground. There was timber piled up everywhere; chestnut,
elm, oak and cedar. He chose very carefully all the lumber he was going to
use, and turning to his young apprentice, who had been listening with
rapt attention, he said:

“ ‘Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine
Here together shall combine.

A goodly frame, and a goodly fame,
And Union shall be her name!””

At sunrise the next morning the work was begun, and one could
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THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP

hear for miles around the sound of hammer, adze and mallet as the
men steadily worked laying planks and driving nails. I think the Master
must have been an inspiration to his workmen, because by sunset the
same day the keel of oak lay stretched along the blocks upon the slip,
bolted straight and strong.

The great work went on day by day, and the vessel grew and grew,
and amid the noise of building could be heard the voices of the men
as they sang the words of the good old Master:

“ ‘Build me straight, O worthy Master!
Stanch and strong, a goodly vessel.
That shall laugh at all disaster,

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!””

At last all was finished, and the great day came when she would
be launched into the sea to try her strength. The Master gave the
sign, and his workmen knocked away the great framework which had
held the wvessel in place while they were building.

“And see! she stirs!

She starts, — she moves, —she seems to feel
The thrill of life along her keel,

And, spurning with her foot the ground.
With one exulting, joyous bound,

She leaps into the ocean’s arms!”

The good old Master seems to see a greater significance in the build
ing of the vessel, because he says:

” ‘Like unto ships far off at sea.
Outward or homeward bound, are we.””

And then again:

“'Ah! it is not the sea,

It is not the sea that sinks and shelves,
But ourselves

That rock and rise

With endless and uneasy motion,

Now touching the very skies,

Now sinking into the depths of ocean.
Ah! if our souls but poise and swing

Like the compass in its brazen ring,

Ever level and ever true

To the toil and the task we have to do,
We shall sail securely, and safely reach
The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining beach
The sights we see. and the sounds we hear,
Will be those of joy and not of fear.””

Longfellow gloriously ends his poem by comparing the building of
the ship to the growth of the United States, and to the great union of
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the North and South, just as the old Master chose for its name ‘The

Union,” when he selected the timber from Maine and Georgia.

“Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State!
Sail on, O Union, strong and great!
Humanity with all its fears,

With all the hopes of future years,

Is hanging breathless on thy fate!

We know what Master laid thy Kkeel,
What workmen wrought thy ribs of steel,
Who made each mast, and sail, and rope,
What anvils rang, what hammers beat,

In what a forge and what a heat

Were shaped the anchors of thy hope!
Fear not ”“ach sudden sound and shock,
’Tis of the wave and not the rock;

'Tis but the flapping of the sail,

And not a rent made by the gale!

In spite of rock and tempest’s roar,

In spite of false lights on the shore,

Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea!

Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee,
Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears,
Our faith triumphant o’er our fears,

Are all with thee,— are all with thee!” B.

WAS WASHINGTON OF SWEDISH DESCENT?

T may be a surprise to many that while George Washington’s near
I est ancestors came from England, yet his earlier ancestors came
from the province of Skane, in Sweden.

The discovery was made by Capt. C. M. Machold, of Philadelphia.
From the official Common Pleas Rolls in London he found that the
Washington family in the twentieth degree descended from Thorfinn
the Dane. Even Prof. Albert Welles, President of the American College
of Genealogical Registry and Heraldry, arrived at the same conclusion
in his book, The Pedigree and History of the Washington Family.

Captain Machold discovered that the name originally was Woss,
that members of this family to the number of about sixty emigrated
to England from the Swedish province of Skane in the year 970, and
that in England they founded the town of Wassingatun, in the county
of Durham. Members of this family who later went over to America,
took the name Washington from this town in England.

We have Washington’s own statement that he knew his descent
from the North. At a banquet given in 1782 in the City Tavern at
Philadelphia, by the Societas Scandinaviensis in honor of some Swedish
noblemen who had taken part in the war, Washington made a speech
to the Swedish officers, in which he said: “I am happy to be here, among
those of the race of my early ancestors.” — From Svenska Dagbladet
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SUNRISE: by Olive Shurlock

HE orient wings of dawn have brushed the night,
And at their touch the dark night melts away,
And leaves a cold high sky starless and gray
Arching the lonesomeness of first twilight.
Beyond the mid-sea blue of mountain-height
And veiled city, climbs a rosy ray;
Then riding up the kindling sky, the day
Flaunts wildly o’er the world its wealth of light.

The wings of Truth have brushed our night of sin:
The stifling creed-illumined darkness shrinks,
And leaves a dreary morn of shame; for links
War-rusted break our chain of human kin,
And mire-shod are our feet. But Dawn will break
Trailing a day of splendor in its wake.

NATURE’S REFRIGERATORS

VEN the glaciers are now being turned to account. Nothing
that is of use in this world can be left unemployed, so men have
started to quarry glacier-ice, which is very clear and pure.
It seems strange that this has not been done before, yet it is
only recently that we hear of an extensive business in this line.

The industry is most active in Switzerland. Companies have obtained
grants to quarry ice at places where the glaciers can be connected with
good transportation routes. Ice is blasted with black powder, because
it does not discolor the ice. The blocks are stored in ice-houses on the
mountains, and are then sent down, through ingeniously constructed
chutes, to the place whence they are to be shipped.

In Oregon, ice is quarried from a remarkable source. Crook County,
in the southern part, is a region of volcanic origin, its waters being under
ground, overlaid with great lava beds. In a cave fifteen miles from
any water-supply, 4000 feet above sea-level, is the ice-supply.

After entering the low opening, one descends about fifty feet into
an ice-floored room. A narrow entrance gives access to an inner chamber
—an inexhaustible supply of ice, for as soon as a block is cut out, the
cavity where it was begins to fill with water, which turns to solid ice
within three hours. The water-supply is probably from the Deschutes
River, which flows higher than the cave, through volcanic rock.

Mt. Aetna is another source of ice. In winter its snow-cap freezes,
and is compressed by ashes and rocks erupted from the volcano. These
keep off the heat, as they have done for centuries. The Messinians
could develop a .fine industry from this source. Kate
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ARCHITECTURAL STYLES AND THEIR MEANING

XXXII

Chapter

The

(Continued) — Romanesque

Balance of Forc

Architecture

€es

LTHOUGH the Romanesque builders had preserved the solid,
immovable effect of the old Roman architecture, the prin
ciple of balanced forces —of strains and stresses, wherein
one part sustains outward pressure from another —began to
assert itself, though concealed as far as possible.
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usually resting against the part requiring support; from its upper part
a half-arch, called a ‘flying buttress,” received the pressure from the
vaulted roof. The earlier Romanesque builders, with their liking for
the reposeful effect of the ancient Roman work, concealed their buttresses
as far as possible; but it was soon found that the system of thrust and
counter-thrust had possibilities of beauty of its own, and the buttresses
became a most important feature of the great cathedrals of the later
centuries.

The third diagram shows how the principle of Balance was developed
into the graceful forms of thirteenth-century Gothic. The thrust was
now greater, and a greater resisting power in the buttresses became
necessary.

The Romans never faced the complicated problems of roofing which
opened out to the medieval builders. But even the latter never reached
perfection in stone roofing; they failed to solve one important problem —
how to construct a vaulted stone roof which could safely dispense with
a wooden covering, a roof which would not be merely a ceiling. The
necessity of having a sham outside roofis the greatest weakness in medieval
vaulted architecture, and no one has yet found a satisfactory solution
to the problem.

Economy of material was the motive for many improvements which

unfolded almost incident

ally in the work of the

Romanesque builders.

For instance, it is pointed

out that the deep en

trance-portals of the great

French cathedrals and the

moldings of the large sup

porting arches in their in

teriors were the direct re NI

sult of the need for econ

omy and of the imperfect
knowledge of stone-cutting in the early Middle Ages. By comparing
the sketch of the ponderous Roman arch with that of the lighter and
more economical Romanesque one, it will be seen that new ideas were
being forced upon the medieval builders. Sometimes there were three
or more rings of stone, each smaller than the next outer one, and partly
supporting it. This plan gave a richness of effect, combined with strength
and economy. The medieval builders had the artistic ability to take
advantage of every mechanical limitation so as to make it a thing of beauty.

The Romanesque buildings of western Europe differ somewhat in
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their general design according to the country in which they are found;
the Italian, for instance, having a pronounced tendency toward hori
zontal lines, and the German toward apses at both ends. But it is impos
sible to enter into such minor matters in these brief chapters — par
ticularly as the Romanesque is really only a stepping-stone to the per
fected Gothic of the thirteenth century.

By degrees it dawned upon the Romanesque builders that a good
deal of stone could be saved, a greater lightness of effect produced, and
certain mechanical difficulties overcome in the vaulted roofing, by the
adoption of the pointed arch, which had been known in Europe for some
time, but very little used.

At the same time the art of coloring glass advanced to perfection.
It soon became the ambition of the Gothic architects to reduce the area
of solid wall and to increase the size of the windows as much as possible.
This was done, however, not for the purpose of seeing out of the windows,
nor of letting in floods of sunshine, but in order to display the richly
colored designs and pictures of religious subjects which filled them.
Unfortunately, so little of the original stained glass of the Middle Ages
has been left to us that there are only a few buildings in which we can
appreciate the original intention of the artists who designed them. In
England, especially, there is very little of the ancient colored glass existing,
and most of the great cathedrals are cold and bare. It is remarkable
that, although several distinguished painters —such as Burne-Jones —
have devoted much attention to glass-painting, nothing has been done
in modern times to approach the beauty of the medieval work. R.

SOME FACTS ABOUT OZONE

ZONE, which is a form of oxygen, is one of the gases in the air.
It is found particularly in sea air, but is not noticeable enough
to have its odor detected, as some people fancy. Ozone has a special
odor of its own, however, and is very pungent. It is dangerous to inhale.
Ozone was first detected by Van Marum, in 1758. Schoenbein dis
covered that it was a distinct gas, and described the processes by which
it could be produced. One way is to oxidize phosphorus. Sticks of it
are placed in flasks, which are half submerged in water; the flasks are
connected, and a slow current of air carries off the ozone-laden gas.
Ozone is twenty-four times as heavy as hydrogen. It is a rapid
oxidizer, and will ruin anything made of rubber or cork.
Ozone is used for deodorizing and bleaching, and also for sterilizing
water. A plant in Petrograd sterilizes 500,000 gallons of water per hour.

268

Original from

Digitized ty Google NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



PELARGONIUM
A Garden Study by M.M., a RSja-Yoga Student

red plush; but its delicate color, perfect form, and cheery face

surely come from the land of the fairies. Look at it as it smiles

among green leaves in the sunlight, full of elfin laughter — a

most frolicsome, genial fellow. It knows the worth of its beauty
ind shows you the whole of it, coming out into the full noon sun, glowing
an pink and red.

It is telling you that the fairies who created it rushed headlong up
into the crimson sunrise-sky, and seizing on a flaming blossom, bore
it to earth. On earth that blossom paled, and the glorious flame-essence
turned to velvet darkness. But Pelargonium has not forgotten those
flaming meadows of the dawn. Go into the garden on a sunny morning
and look at him. You will see the glories of the morning sky upon him —
soft pink that comes just after the stars go out; pale rose that floats
over the western sky when the east is already aflame; deep scarlet with
which the east is burning; crimson, dark with a haunting purple, where
storm clouds shrink away to the southeast. All these you will find Pelar
gonium wearing; and you will know he is pondering his sunrise memories,
because he wears his beauty with such a genuine mirth and gaiety. You
stop as you pass, to catch that mischievous remark you are sure he
dropped; you look twice to make sure that was not a saucy nod of the
head he gave you as you passed. And if you stop and look with real
vision, and listen with real hearing, you will surely catch his nod and
his mischievous greeting.

Oh, he is mischievous, is Pelargonium — and, if you do not read
him rightly, sometimes pert and sarcastic. But I suspect the sarcasm
is a fault of your own; for you see, this splendid fellow with full pink
lower petals and two upper ones dark as deep, thoughtful eyes, clearly
came straight from fairyland, where all is kind, wholesome laughter.

If ever 1 were caught in the toils of some magician of the left-hand
fairyland, and overpowered with heavy dreams, strange sunless mys
teries, and moonlight witcheries — such as overtook the Knight on the
cold hillside when death-pale kings and princes came to him, with starved
lips gaping wide — I should wish Pelargonium for my companion, because
his sensible sunniness and cheery confidence are so full of the clean magic
of broad daylight. His is altogether the spirit of the glad May morning.
Yet his sturdy strength allows him to tarry late into winter —so that,
although December will soon be growing old, I can go into my garden and
meet him nodding and smiling with all his mischievous assurance upon him.

f T is only a pink pelargonium, with two of its petals of dark
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CHAPTERS FROM THE HISTORY OF SWEDEN

Written for the Children and Young People at Point Loma by O. S.

Chapter II—Gustavus Vasa and his Sons

times, a king who may be looked upon as a messenger from

those protective spiritual powers that guide the fate of nations,

it certainly was Gustavus Vasa. Not without reason did one

of Sweden’s great poets call Gustavus “God’s miracle man,
who built up the realm of Sweden from base to roof dnd gave his people
a Protestant fatherland against their will.” Gustavus has every char
acteristic of a man chosen to act as the savior of his country at a pivotal
time. His whole life and all his actions are permeated with a remarkable
power of unselfish devotion to his country and clear foresight as to its
possibilities.

Gustavus Vasa was not, like other famous kings, pre-eminently a
great warrior, a great law-maker, or a great administrator: he was all
these,, and much more. He was the royal father of the whole nation —
a stem and loving father, who personally controlled every department
of the government, and never tired of giving his people advice, in prac
tical, every-day matters, as well as in spiritual and religious questions.
It has been said of Gustavus Vasa that his care extended to everything —
from the building of a smithy to the construction of a fleet, from the
translation of the Scriptures to the reformation of the church. “He
was not merely Sweden’s king, but Sweden’s most overworked servant.”
This most unusual authority among his countrymen was secured mainly
through the peculiar qualities of his own personality. He was indeed
a king of the old ideal type —a patriarch akin to the ancient Upsala
kings, who were the spiritual as well as the political rulers of their country.

“Old King Gosta,” as the Swedish people love to call him, is the
pivotal figure in the history of Sweden. He marks the turning-point
in the life of the nation. He liberated that sustaining power which
has ever since formed an undercurrent in the history of the Swedish
people. To sum it up briefly, he secured for his country religious, politi
cal, and economic freedom, and thus is rightly regarded as the founder
of modem Sweden.

Gustavus Vasa had to go through many trying experiences and great
hardships before he reached the position of authority and absolute lead
ership., He was not born a prince, and his childhood was not passed
in the easy and pleasant surroundings of a royal castle. He was the son
of a Swedish nobleman, Erik Johansson Vasa of Rydboholm, who lost

f F ever there was, among the crowned heads of Europe in modern
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his life in the Massacre of Stockholm, His mother was Cecilia Mans-
dotter, a relative of Sten Sture the younger, Gustavus was born on
Ascension Day,. 1496. He first pursued his studies at the University
of Upsala, and later on was received in the family of Sten Sture, where
he was introduced to military and court life.

In 1518, when King Christian of Denmark failed in his first attempt
to take Stockholm, Gustavus and five other noblemen were placed as
hostages on Danish ships during a parley between the King and Sten
Sture, and were treacherously carried prisoners to Denmark. Gustavus

¢ CALMAR CASTLE FROM THE NORTH

succeeded, however, in making his escape from the Danish castle where
he had been held. He fled to Liibeck and crossed from there in a mer
chant vessel to the Swedish port of Calmar, whence he gradually wan
dered northward, pursued by Danish spies. A high price had been set
upon his head by King Christian, and he was not safe anywhere. For
a time he concealed himself on his father’s estate at Rafsnes, and here
the information reached him that his father and brother-in-law, like
so many others of the best noblemen of the country, had been murdered
in the Massacre of Stockholm. He now fled to Dalarne (Dalecarlia),
to call on the sturdy and fearless peasants to rise in defense of the country.

Here he encountered new dangers at almost every step, and many
times barely escaped being captured. At Christmas time in 1520 he
made his first address to the Dalkarlarna at Mora, appealing to them,
as Engelbrecht had done, to help him to drive out the Danish bailiffs.
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The story of Gustavus Vasa’s wanderings in Dalecarlia and his escape
from the pursuing bailiffs forms one of the most popular and best-known
chapters in the epic of Sweden’s history. We will only recall to mind
how he once escaped fall
ing into the hands of the
Danish scouts by the pres
ence of mind of a Dal
woman who struck him with
a broom and ordered him
to go out to the barn and
get on with his threshing,
instead of looking curiously
at his pursuers, who were
then inquiring for him. Of
course Gustavus Vasa at
this time was disguised in
the costume of a Dal peas
ant, and the bailiffs took
him for a servant instead
of for the quarry they were
seeking. Another time he
was hidden in a load of
hay. The bailiffs pierced
the load with their spears,
and wounded Gustavus; but
the faithful driver wounded
his horse and made the
pursuers believe that the
blood on the snow had dripped from the wound of the horse. ~Many
are the places in the Province of Dalame still shown by the people where
the future builder and king labored or was hidden during the early part
of his career.

In January, 1521, the peasants elected Gustavus “lord and chieftain
over them and the commonwealth of Sweden,” the first recognition
of his leadership. Then, as he gradually won a larger number of the
peasants to his cause and formed an army, he succeeded in defeating
the Danish troops in several battles, so that the northern part of the
country was practically cleared of enemies in the summer of 1521. In
August, 1521, Gustavus Vasa convoked a Riksdag at Vesteras, and here
the assembled representatives made him tender of the crown. But
he refused it. They then swore obedience to him as administrator of
the kingdom. The war still continued, and the Danes held the city
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of Stockholm. After two years, with the assistance of a Hanseatic fleet,
Gustavus Vasa finally took full possession of the city.
On the sixth day of June, 1523, Gustavus Vasa was elected King

STOCKH

STOCKHOLM ABOUT 1500, FROM ETCHING BY FRANS HOGENBURG
IN ROYAL LIBRARY

of Sweden, and this day has ever since been commemorated as a national
holiday. The entry into Stockholm was solemnized on Midsummer
Day of the same year. Gustavus Vasa found a good part of the city
in ruins, more than half of the houses vacant, and the people impover
ished by the long siege. The condition of the people in the country
was not much better. An enormous task lay before him in the restoration
of order and prosperity.

The most dangerous conditions, however, were those which had
gradually been created by the Roman Catholic Church. The Church
pursued the same course in Sweden as elsewhere in Europe, securing
large amounts of real and personal property, which was held free of
the taxes and other burdens laid upon the rest of the community. Com
paratively speaking, the Church was by far the richest corporation
of the country, and through the lower clergy exercised great influence
over the common people. It was like a foreign power located within
the boundaries of the kingdom, and working, in the absence of any supreme
civil authority, solely for its own selfish interests. Its dignitaries con
stituted the most powerful portion of the aristocracy —the more so
as the bishops were also holders of temporal fiefs; most of them were
favorable to the Union and hostile to the patriotic party. Engelbrecht,
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the Stures, and others of the national heroes had been in constant conflict
with this hierarchical class, but as yet none of them had been able to
crush the serpent’s head. The eyes of the Swedish people were open,
however, to the hypocrisy of the priests, whose religion was, in the light
of the Bible, merely a human invention, and for whom they showed
little respect.

To quote Cronholm’s History of Sweden:

“While things were in this chaotic state, Gustavus came to the throne. He struggled
manfully to bring order out of confusion and succeeded, not only in establishing his authority,
but also in introducing the reformation into Sweden. He set up schools among the people
and encouraged commerce, mining, and other industries, which speaks well for his character
and places him among the great benefactors of mankind.”

The most important assistance in carrying out the reformation of
Sweden Gustavus had from two young theological students, the brothers
Olaus and Laurentius Petri, who for some time had been disciples of
Martin Luther and Melanchthon at Wittenberg, Germany. Olaus Petri
returned to Sweden in 1519, and was installed by Gustavus as Dean
of the Cathedral of Stockholm. Later on he became the most influential
counsellor of the King. With the assistance of his brother he made
the first Swedish translation of the Bible, and has by this won a most
important place, not only in the religious development of the country,
but also in the history of the Swedish language.

In the beginning, Gustavus tried to keep up correspondence with
the Pope; but when the Vatican demanded that the traitorous arch
bishop Gustavus Trolle should be restored to his office, the demand was
rejected. King Gustavus deposed several of the bishops without con
sulting or referring the matter to Rome.

The final step for the abolition of the Catholic Church and the intro
duction of Protestantism was taken by Gustavus Vasa at the Riksdag
in Vesteras, in 1527. This most memorable meeting was opened by the
Chancellor Laurentius Andreae, who described the condition of the
kingdom and the wants of the Government, referring to the wealth
of the Church, her enormous revenues, and her holdings of Crown prop
erty, through which the Government was deprived of a large share of
its rightful income. At the close of the message, the King asked, “ What
remedy have you gentlemen to propose?” The situation that followed
is thus described by Cronholm:

“After a long silence, Bishop Brask arose and said: ‘The Church and the clergy are under
obligation to render obedience to the Pope in spiritual things and cannot without his sanction
alter doctrines or renounce property rights of the Church.” The council and nobles assented
to this reply when asked what wa9 their opinion on these subjects. The King arose and with
great indignation exclaimed: ‘Then we have no longer any desire to be your king. From
you we have expected a different answer. No wonder the common people are always ready
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to arise in mutiny. We are blamed for famines, for too much sunshine or rain, or for want
of it. You are the ring-leaders and all want to be rulers and none to obey. Monks, and priests,
and creatures of the Pope you set over your heads. We receive nothing but blame for all
our toil and suffering on your behalf. Who would be your king on such terms? Not the worst
fiend in Hell, much less a man. Nor will I be your king. Elect anyone you please. I hereby
resign the crown/

“The King, full of emotion, burst into tears and left the hall. Confusion and conster
nation prevailed. No orderly deliberations could be held. What one proposed others rejected.
The clergy stuck to their rights and privileges. So the confusion continued for two days.
The majority were in favor of a compromise and so informed the King; but he refused to
listen to the committee sent to him. At last the common people threatened that unless the
grandees and clergy yielded, they would as heretofore side with the King and compel obedience
at the point of the sword. The demands were then acceded to. On the fourth day the King*
surrounded by his officers and dignitaries, was with great ceremony escorted to the hall. The
enactments passed by this Riksdag are known as the Recess of Vester&s and contain the fol
lowing principal points:

“The King shall have power to make use of all the surplus revenues of the monasteries
and churches; and bishops’ castles and Church estates shall be subject to the Crown. The
Word of God and not Popish inventions shall be preached in all the churches of Sweden. The
King and not the Pope is the Head of the Swedish Church. All bishops and priests must,
like other subjects, be answerable to the properly constituted civil authorities.

“These enactments were at once put into force. The bishops surrendered their castles
and lands, the monasteries were depleted, and their inmates had to devote themselves to
worldly employments. The royal treasury was enriched. The bishops ceased to be mem
bers of the Council of State. Their retinues, which sometimes exceeded that of the King,
were disbanded.”

Laurentius Petri was, by direction of Gustavus, elected the first
Protestant archbishop of Upsala.

These very stem and rigid measures taken by the King in reference
to the clergy, naturally caused great disturbance in the country. Priests
told the people that the King was trying to suppress the Christian religion;
whether he showed himself mild or harsh, he was taken equally ill. Sev
eral attempts at insurrection were made in different provinces of the
country, and Gustavus had to use all his powers of persuasion, and
much force and determination, to put down these rebellions before he
gained the complete confidence of the whole nation.

Gustavus had to settle also some accounts with foreign powers,
which constituted a menace to Sweden. The first one was that with
Liibeck, as the leader of the Hanseatic League, which had gradually
won a commanding influence upon the commerce and economic life
of the country. Gustavus succeeded, however, with the assistance of
Denmark, in finally defeating the power of the Hanse towns. To restore
order in Finland, he also had to carry on a war with Russia — concluded
in 1557 with the Peace of Moscow, which secured to Sweden full possession
of the greater part of Finland. As a consequence of these wars and
foreign policies of Gustavus, the nucleus of a standing army and navy
was gradually formed; and by these of course he made a beginning
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in what was later to become Swedish supremacy over the Baltic Sea.

However, there is no doubt that most of Gustavus’s energies were
employed in untiring efforts to build up the country internally, encour
aging all branches of domestic industries, such as farming, mining, etc.,
as well as educational institutions and the administration of justice.
There was, indeed, no department of government which he did not
personally direct, no sphere of human activity in which his guiding
hand and his master-mind were not felt. When Gustavus Vasa died,
in 1560, he was an omnipotent patriarch —the personification of a
whole nation, whose future had been saved by his wisdom and courage.

GRIPSHOLM CASTLE FROM THE NORTH

Gustavus Vasa had three sons, Erik, John, and Charles. Before
the old King passed away, he made a will in which he stated that Erik
was to become King of Sweden, and gave to the two younger brothers
large duchies. John became Duke of Finland and Charles Duke of
Sodermanland. But the three brothers were not on good terms, and
did not trust one another. Erik was highly gifted artistically and intel
lectually, but was of a rather unbalanced temperament and much influ
enced by his Counsellor, Goran Persson. Fearing that his brother might
make an attempt to win the crown, he made him a prisoner and kept
him confined, first in the Castle of Abo, Finland, and then at Gripsholm.
Eventually the unbalanced state of Erik’s mind developed into real
insanity, and John succeeded in dethroning him in 1668, locking him up
in the same castle of Gripsholm where he himself had been confined.

John, who now became King of Sweden, was a highly learned man
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with a great inclination towards theological speculations, but also not
well balanced, and largely influenced by his queen, Catherine Jagellonica,
a Catholic princess from Poland. Through her the King became inter
ested in the Catholic religion, which his father had abolished, and he
made several attempts to introduce it into Sweden in a modified form,
thereby proving himself unfaithful to the principles of the Vasa family.
These attempts, however, came to naught, partly because the Pope did
not consent to the particular modifications which John wanted to intro
duce. John conducted a brilliant court, spending lavishly the money
which he controlled, and erecting costly buildings. But he did not care
much for the welfare of the lower classes, and consequently large parts
of the country, which had been brought under cultivation during Gustavus
Vasa’s time, were again allowed to go to waste.

John died in 1592. His son Sigismund, who had been educated in
the Catholic faith, then became King of Sweden, after having given a
promise to follow strictly the ancient laws of the country and not to
introduce the Catholic Church. But as Sigismund, who at the same
time was King of Poland, came to Sweden surrounded by monks and
Jesuits, he of course adhered more to his allegiance to the Pope than
to his promise to the Swedish people. The consequence was that Sigis
mund was dethroned and driven away from Sweden in 1599.

Now the third son of Gustavus Vasa, Duke Charles, who had already
been the actual ruler of the country during the later years of Sigismund,
became king under the name of Charles IX. He was a stem and strong-
willed man, and in order to establish order in the country and respect
for the authority of the Crown, he used radical means. Thus he had
several of Sigismund’s followers beheaded in Linkoping in 1600. By
the convention at Upsala in 1593 he strengthened, in a most definite
way, the victory of the reformation over Catholicism in Sweden. This
memorable convention, at which the Bible was again proclaimed as the
sole basis of the real evangelical doctrines for Christian faith and practice,
constituted the final block to all further demands of the Catholic Church
to gain ground in Sweden. It was ended by the exclamation of the
presiding officer: “Now has Sweden become one mind, and we have
all one Lord and one God.”

Charles IX was perhaps an ungenerous and vindictive character
in some respects, and he did not hesitate to use harsh measures against
the higher classes, who had received too large privileges during King
John’s reign; but he was beloved by the peasants, because he always
protected them and tried to do full justice to all. He introduced strict
order in the economic administration, and he did not squander the money
of the Crown. The country began to flourish again, and thus to prepare
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for the greater efforts which were to be put forth at the beginning of
the next century.

When Charles died, in 1611, the country was surrounded with dangers.
The Danes held the two chief fortresses of Sweden, and the heart of the
land lay open before them. The disruption with Russia had forced upon
Sweden a policy of conquests overseas with inadequate resources, and
Poland was preparing to expel the Swedes from her Baltic provinces.

But the King had left to his country a more precious legacy —a
son of sixteen years, of whom he used to say: “Ille faciet,” which prophecy
indeed was more than fulfilled by the illustrious Gustavus Adolphus.

A DUSTLESS HOUSE

N Japan, some years ago, a house was built in such a way that all
the fresh air admitted from the outside was obliged to pass through
tubes so tightly packed with cotton wool as to filter out all the dust.

One curious result was that milk could be left in an open dish for many
weeks without turning sour.

Milk turns sour simply because the germs of little plants settle on
its surface from the dusty air above it. The germs grow into tiny little
plants, which again produce germs, and very soon the milk is alive with
them. As they feed on the milk they change it, and among other things
acids are produced; hence the milk turns ‘sour,” and is spoiled. In
the Japanese house the air was so free from the germs of putrefaction
that none fell into the milk; and as there were no little plants to sour
it, it remained ‘sweet.’

Sometimes in flour-mills the air is full of inflammable dust — that
is, of dust which in the presence of a ‘naked ’ light, as a candle or a match,
can catch on fire and explode. In coal mines, too, the air is sometimes
so thick with floating particles of coal that it is set on fire in the same
way, and then the colliers lose their lives by hundreds. In many mines
the dust is now laid by watering the tunnels and galleries regularly.

The air which we take into our lungs is almost free from dust. As
we breathe it in through the nose, the little hairs which line the nostrils
catch and hold the dust, so that nothing but pure air reaches the lungs.
In spite of all our care, however, we sometimes breathe through our
mouths, and so some dust does enter the lungs. The doctors say that
the lungs of an old person who has lived in a smoky city are almost black,
while those of a young child —especially if he lives in the country —
are of a beautiful pink color. P. L
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ization had degraded and undermined the life of the South
west, Southern California was the stage of many thrilling scenes
of Indian life. Savage tribes lived in the southwestern states,
and harried and preyed upon one another and upon their more
peaceful neighbors. The reports of the Spanish and other discoverers
had aroused but little curiosity and less belief in the wonderful natural
formations of these regions, and in the remains of a vast tribal life —
even then decreasing, although far more populous than in our day.

In spite of the many dangers, a small party of explorers —several
scholars, an interpreter, a Spanish padre, some guides, and three women,
one of them a young girl —determined to see for themselves the won
ders of the ruins and monuments still remaining.

The young girl was really the most valuable aid the scholars could
have had, for she loved the ancient history and felt for the vanished
races of that land a sympathetic bond of kinship that enabled her intui
tively to supply missing links with a readiness that often astonished
the most learned among the travelers.

No one knew her parentage. Some, judging by the cast of her fea
tures, said she had Indian blood in her veins; certainly, her familiarity
with the Indian language, customs, and traditions was surprising, even
in one who had eagerly stored in her mind every fact connected with
her favorite study. She never told anyone her name, and it gradually
became a habit to call her ‘Maru’— which, she said, was a name carved
upon a ring her mother had given her. This ring was of a copper-colored
metal, set with pale green and vermilion stones, cut in remarkable shapes,
with hieroglyphics in black. When asked where it came from, she laugh
ingly said it was a talisman —and such, indeed, it proved to be, on
one of their adventures.

f N the days of the Spanish fathers, before the western civil

The party had been attacked by Indians, and having no means of
adequate defense against superior numbers, judged it wiser to surrender.
They were all bound, and awaited with anxious hearts while their cap-
tors carried on an animated discussion as to what should be done with
them. A group of dusky figures, ferociously painted, and gesticulating
wildly with their tomahawks, stood a little way from the captives, and
often one or more turned threatening looks upon the little group, fear
less of mien, but with dread in their bosoms.

After a short time the figure of a horseman was seen approaching
rapidly. As soon as his tribesmen sighted him, they hushed their clamor
and prepared for his coming as if for the arrival of one greatly respected.

The newcomer proved to be a medicine-man, or Indian priest, seem-
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ingly far superior to those whom he had joined. There was no cruelty
in his face, but instead a look of indomitable will and command. His
silvered locks alone proclaimed his great age, for he was as erect and
apparently as vigorous as the most stalwart of the mighty warriors,
who greeted him with looks of submission and reverence. They at once
pointed out the group of white prisoners, and seemed to ask his will
as to the disposal of them.

The priest walked slowly over toward them, and looked keenly at
each, without showing either approval or disfavor in his face. But
even his long-inherited and practised stoicism could not suppress a
slight start when Maru (as we must call the young lady), by an almost
imperceptible and apparently casual movement of her hand, brought
her peculiar ring directly beneath the priest’s eyes.

He seized her hand and drew off the ring — while Maru, either from
fear or from perfect composure, offered no resistance —and studied
its markings for a little while in silence. He then turned to the group
of warriors, who had observed his singular actions with no little sur
prise, and showed them the ring, apparently making some explanation
which was received by his auditors at first with wonder and incredu
lity. That his explanation and authority finally had weight with them
was seen in their behavior; for with a now respectful demeanor they
cut the bonds of the prisoners and invited them to share in the evening
meal which their women were preparing. A shelter was put up for the
women of the party, and when one of them voiced her feelings of thank
fulness and astonishment at the change of fortune, the priest answered,
“It is because of the dark-eyed one” — Maru, of course.

As evening drew near and the wonderful silence of the desert calmed
the noisy encampment, Maru wandered off a little way by herself and
sat down to observe the picturesque scene before her. Near the horizon
the sky was of a soft orange, and the few scattered cacti and bushes
looked like fine ebony etchings against the brilliant background. The
fading sunset light was reflected on the ripplets of a tiny stream vainly
endeavoring to escape absorption by the thirsty sands, and lighted
up the swarthy figures of the Indian warriors, gaudy in their paint and
feathers, as they sat in groups and talked, with stem composure and
haughty dignity marking every gesture. Here and there a solitary
figure was silhouetted, like an erect statue, against the evening sky.

A stillness that was oppressive gradually settled over all, while in
the deepening shadows and under the gleaming stars Maru sat and
pondered. The pictures of her strange life passed in silent review before
her; memories of the past seemed to link her closely with her present
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surroundings. She felt herself a part of the landscape, and in harmony
with the atmosphere brooding over the scene like a breath from some
far-away land and time. She mused upon all that she had.learned about
the Aztecs and the kindred tribes of the western plains, and she felt
as if they had a claim upon her because of her sympathy and her feel
ing of kinship with them.

So lost was Maru in her deep revery that she took no notice of what
was transpiring around her; persons, place, and time had ceased to be.
Finally, rousing with a start, she found that she was utterly alone, in
a scene so wild and weird that for a moment she was dazed. She started
to walk back to where she had left her companions, but not one feature
of the country was the same. She was wandering along a sandy path
close to the seashore, in a place she seemed to have seen before. And
yet, although her inner consciousness seemed once to have known every
foot of the way, a vague, undefinable change had taken place; the hills
were higher, the valleys deeper, and the soil sandier, while the sunlight
seemed more intense.

Maru found herself on a low-lying plain that sloped toward the sea.
It seemed clearly marked off from the rest of the country, and the road
on which she was traveling bordered it on one side. At first she thought
it was a graveyard, for the unmistakable mounds met her sight on every
hand. But then the shifting sands seemed removed from before her
mind’s eyes, and she could see the bodies of men lying before her; she
was gazing on a battlefield strewn with the bodies of the fallen. She
saw them, the predecessors of the Aztecs, just as they died in that last
fatal battle —a clear, red-skinned race, with straight black hair and
flashing eyes. Amulets of gold and jewels were on the heroes’ arms.

While the war-cloud, wreathing the vanishing red bodies of the foe,
rolled dimly from the field as the last defenders were beaten down in
the dusky sunset light, the King, still grasping his sword, spoke as with
his dying breath:

“Oh, Woman, what hast thou done? Hast thou returned to this
old land to see the wreck thy hands wrought? Dost thou perceive at
last the evil of thy treachery, when thou didst betray thy lord and king?
We lie here, slain by thee — for the hour was come when we must fall,
if to the tempter’s alluring voice thou shouldst lend a willing ear. For
weary ages we must wait, prone on the battle-ground, till thou hast
purged away the sin that laid thy people low. Thy doom is ours; the
ancient land is lost, for the power that dwells in woman’s heart is strong
to wreck or to save. Oh, tread the path thy erring feet did lose in the
days of light! Our sway is past; the ages’ blight — oblivion and dark
ness —must come upon this land, till the closing cycle shall sweep the

281

Original from

Digitized by G o o g le
NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



RAJA-YOGA MESSENGER

remnants of this race from off the face of the earth. Oh! help them
that still remain, for they suffer for thy sin, and the conqueror’s gall
ing yoke has. brought them low indeed.”

The voice ceased, and the passing years heaped dust on the straight
ened forms, till time left no sign of the deed done hoary ages ago. The
ocean moaned and ate away the land —then grass and trees grew down
to the shore, over the battlefield, and passed away again —the tides
swept round an island — and again the battlefield was one with the
mainland. But ever, down the reproachful ages, the shadow of her
fall haunted Maru through her wanderings, flee where she might.

Maru wakened with a start, and a faint cry burst from her as she
found herself alone with the Indian priest, who was regarding her in
tently. To her heightened fancy, his features, in the dim light, bore
a strange resemblance to the dead king’s face.

“You have had strange dreams, Senorita,” he said, assisting her
to rise, “and had best return to your friends, who fear you are lost.”

Maru had now regained her full consciousness, and she felt as if
the eyes of the Indian burned through her deepest being. He placed
her ring again upon her finger, and asked quietly, “And have you no
answer for me?”

It took not a moment to make her resolution; with the knowledge
that her fate had come at last, she answered, “You have been waiting
long for me, and I have found my way at last.”

The next morning, when the party was ready to start, Maru was
not to be found, but a note left for the leader of the party said that she
had found the tribe from which her mother came, was in the hands of
friends, and could never again be seen by white men.

The priest was gone, too, and Maru, safe under the protection and
counsel of the ancient man, took up her new life under his guidance,
and labored to help and uplift such as would listen to her warnings,
even though she knew the end of the race must come. She was regarded
with great veneration, and when she died the priest revealed the secret
of her birth, saying that her name meant, ‘The Last Light.” K. H.

j*
THOUGHT AND DEED

“Say not, ‘It matters not what men may think,
But tis the deed avails.” As flower to seed,
Is deed to thought; and as the seed foretells
Hemlock or rose, thoughts tell the coming deed.”—  Clark

282

. Original from
lgitize gl NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY



ABOUT ART

HIS article is for little boys and girls who are interested in Art.

JnfcT First, do you know what Art is?. Have you ever wondered

Egg7 or thought real hard about it?

jKTr All of you probably can draw and paint something —a

flower, or a scene with a house and trees and sky; but of course
you must remember that just a picture of the shape and color of the trees
or flowers, or whatever it may be, is not all there is to Art.

What grown-ups call Art, is the joy and happiness that you feel when
you look at a beautiful, flame-colored, sunset sky while the big golden
sun is just disappearing below the great big sea, and you hear the music
from the roar and undertone of the waves down on the shore.

Or, if you are not near the ocean, you can see Art in the far-away
mountains, pale-blue and violet, with a tip of white snow away up in
the sky; or perhaps in a clear, cool stream running over pebbles and stones,
and laughing as though it were trying to catch the nixies and sprites
that hide under the Johnny-jump-up leaves and the timothy-grass, which
nearly always grow near a water-lily pond.

Of course some of you may live in the city, where there are no brooks
or mountains or ocean; but even there you can’t get away from Art.
It is everywhere —in the tiniest flower or stone on the ground, and
everyone can see stones, and flowers, and grass; and in the big, wonderful
blue sky, with the stars and planets shining by night. Every boy or girl
who really wants to can look up and see the sky. And if you look at it
in the right way, and if it makes you feel happy and real good inside,
as though you wanted to help everybody in some way, and if it makes you
forget that you want something that you shouldn’ have, then you have
seen real Art.

That is just what real Art is, and it is that joy and happiness which
an artist tries to draw or paint on paper or canvas. But of course the
artist has to study hard, and learn to draw and to mix colors. So, you see,
Art is not just making drawings on paper or painting on canvas with
bright lights and dark shadows and pretty figures, or even bright colors;
these are just the ways for artists to reveal Art to people who can’t see
it, because they are so busy that they don’t take time to try to see it.

Some people say Art is harmony or beauty, and there are many
names for it. Some study musical instruments or singing to express it,
while many learn to draw and paint, or carve in stone and marble. There
are so many ways to express it that it would take a whole page just to
name them. Perhaps you can think of some ways yourselves.

Oh yes! I can think of another way, too — and it will make you laugh,
I am sure. It’s when you sweep a floor clean, or do any kind of work
real well —that is Art. You may think this sounds funny; but I am sure
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it is right, because I have heard my father talk about all these things,
and he is an artist.

Now I am going to show you the way my father taught us little
children to make a pretty, simple flower-design for a border to put on a
card or book-cover.

First he had us take a sheet of paper just the size we wanted to make

the design. (Just get a piece of paper and try this.)

Crease it in the middle so: fold each side again so:
Then fold the upper edge of the paper down
so as 111 to make four 1
squares, i Now fold the first square so. Then, draw
with a , soft, very black pencil, with very  dark
lines, I one leaf of a four-leaved I  flower — in
this way: Now fold it so,l rubbing it on the other
side with the flatend of ! your pencil. Open jk,
and then fold it again, SO. and rub it
very hard again. Then open it, and you

will have a perfect flower, called a ‘conventional’ flower:

Now go over the lines of the flower carefully, to make
it very dark; then Told it over to the next square to
the right, and transfer it in the same way by rubbing on the wrong
side, and you have two flowers. Then fold it in the middle and trans
fer the two flowers, and you have a
pretty iborder design, just like this —

Now with a ruler, draw very straight
lines on the first and third folds of A
the paper, from the top to the bottom, and you will have what is called a
‘conventional’ design, ready to color.

If you want it blue, make it very pale, with the center leaves a little
darker; if you want it pink, make the large leaves pale and the small
ones dark. But never put yellow and pink together. Of course it can
be done, because nature does it; but you have to learn how first. If you
would like to know about colors, I will tell you more some time.

This is an easy way to make a conventional design. Try it, and if
you are successful, I will tell you about some other beautiful designs
which you can draw very easily. But of course you have to be very
good-natured when you try; if you are cross or disagreeable — you can
do nothing, because real Art, you know, is harmony. Filoteo

$ [viv! ft

ISIS
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DECEMBER

Oh, holly branch and mistletoe,

And Christmas chimes where’er we go.

And stockings pinned up in a row!

These are thy gifts, December! — H. F. Blodgett

A SNOWFLAKE’S STORY

EAR CHILDREN: I saw your bright faces through the win
dow just now, as I was gently falling through the air. And
so while I am resting op this nice window-ledge, your merry
eyes invite me to be sociable, and I am going to tell you a
story.

Perhaps you have been wondering where we white, fluffy fellows
all came from anyway. You are very sure that the sky was crystal
blue this morning. Oh, it is a most wonderful story, these travels of
ours! Where did I come from? Where did I come from? That shouldn’
be hard to say, think you, for one so fresh and white? But though I
am so young, I am also very old, for I have been traveling years and
years and years —in fact, so many hundreds of thousands of years
I can’t just remember when and where I did begin.

But my story— You believe in brotherhood and helping and
sharing. 1 know you do, or you would not have such happy, good faces.
But did you ever think of a wee little snowflake knowing anything about
it? Did you ever think what a jolly big brother the old Sun is? How
he cheered me this morning, when I lay, a cold drop of water, on the
sea! His warm rays helped me to spread my fairy wings and fly up
high in the sky. Then big brother Wind came and carried me rollick
ing along with thousands of my comrades in merry chase over the val
leys and mountains until we met brother Jack Frost, who said, “Enough!
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NELLIE’S THANKSGIVING DINNER

You must rest now.” So we folded our wings and floated silently down,
as you saw us just now.

That is one day’s adventure. Tomorrow you may not find us here;
but remember, we have only gone on another journey. We never, never
die —we just change our dresses. Sometimes theyre crystal white,
sometimes diamond sparkle, sometimes misty rainbow, and sometimes
fluffy down. We have an invisible cloak, also!

Good-bye. Next time you must tell me one of your stories. Sparkle

NELLIE’S THANKSGIVING DINNER

ITTLE NELLIE’S household consisted of Bunny the rabbit,
Fritzie the dog, and Trilby the black pussy-cat.

Nellie had her own little cook-stove and larder full of
supplies, so that she might experiment in cooking to her heart’s
content; for her mother believed in letting her children find

their amusement in a practical way, while at the same time training
them to be neat and clean, thoughtful and economical of supplies. Nellie
was often allowed to make palatable little dishes for her mother’s table,
if she faithfully obeyed instructions.

It was nearing Thanksgiving time, and Nellie’s mother was planning
her company dinner for that day, when Nellie conceived the idea of
having her own Thanksgiving dinner for her dear pets, Bunny-rabbit,
Fritzie, and Trilby. So on the day before Thanksgiving she retreated
to her kitchen playroom and took her pets into her confidence, and they
decided to begin at once and have it that day, as Nellie would have
to be dressed up for the company next day, and could not do it then.

The pets danced about in great glee and begged that they might
all help; it would be such royal fun. “Well,” said Nellie, “here is an
apron for each of you; but listen, you must mind every word I say,
and no quarreling with each other, for that, you know, would spoil every
thing and take all the spirit of thankfulness out of our hearts.”

“Oh, we won’t quarrel, we’ll be good,” all shouted in unison.’

“Come, let us begin,” said Fritzie-dog; “I’ll bring in the wood.”
And away he ran, returning in a trice with shavings and nice pine sticks
in a basket which he carried by the handle, in his mouth.

Nellie soon had a hot fire in her little cook-stove, and Trilby pulled
aside the lid of the teakettle, which Nellie filled with water and set upon
the stove.

Soon there came such a hissing and sputtering in the stovepipe,
that Trilby-cat thought there must be a rat or a fat mouse or some other
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RAJA-YOGA MESSENGER

animal in the pipe, so she rose on her hind legs and gave it a hard slap
with her forefeet — when down it fell, with soot, smoke, and flame fly
ing all around, for the soot was on fire. All jumped and shrieked with
fear at this great calamity, as their aprons were in danger for a moment
of getting ablaze; but Trilby-cat upset a bucket of water, as she kicked
and jumped to get out of danger — when, lo! the fire was out, but on
the floor was a black pool of pasty soot.

Poor Nellie was in terror lest her mother should come in and see the
plight of her neat little kitchen, so she sent Fritzie running for the broom
and Bunny-rabbit for the mop-cloth. She began to sweep it up with
the broom, but only made matters worse.

Trilby-cat stood by with her burnt paw in her mouth; but when
Nellie, losing her patience, began to scold, Trilby, mewing quite con
tritely, seized the mop-cloth and dragged it over the black mess. This
set Nellie to laughing, but also gave her an idea. Sopping up all the
cloth would hold, she carried it out, and getting another cloth and more
water, soon had it all clean again, even to bathing pussy’s black paws.

Then Fritz and Bunny-rabbit helped to get the stovepipe in place,
and with the addition of some fresh pine sticks the fire and order were
restored.

“Well, now come to the cupboard with me,” said Nellie. *Here,
Fritzie, you may take a sugar can; Bunny-rabbit, you may carry the
spice; and Trilby, you may carry the milk-pail —but be sure you don’t
get your paw into it. I will take the flour in this bowl, and some eggs.
Now bring them all to the table, and then we will make a cake.”

All went well until Trilby saw it was time to add the milk. She
reached up to peep into the milk vessel and see if it was not more than
enough — thinking she might get what was left when the cake was
made. As it was almost out of her reach, she took hold to tip it a little
to look, when down it fell, drenching her sleek black fur as well as some
of the floor with milk — another catastrophe!

Nellie jerked her hands out of the sugar and flour in her efforts to
catch the pail, thus adding to the second mess which she had to clean
up; but fortunately Fritzie, Bunny, and Trilby did not mind making
their tongues do service this time; the remains were not so bad to clean
up as the soot had been, and Trilby had her wish for milk satisfied anyhow.

But Nellie thought it time to give Trilby a lesson for being selfish
and greedy, so she made her take off her apron and lie down under the
table, where she could not help, or see anything that went on overhead.

Then Nellie put Fritzie on a stool beside the table, and strapping
an egg-beater to his paw, let him beat the eggs.

Poor Trilby — feeling very sad that she could not help any more —
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NELLIE'S THANKSGIVING DINNER

soon heard them announce that they had a nice cake ready for the oven.

Then Nellie peeled some apples and chopped them fine. While
she was making the pie-crust, she had Bunny bring the nutmeg and
grater. Then she sprinkled sugar and grated nutmeg on the apples,
lined her pie-pan with crust rolled nice and thin, put in her apples with
a little butter, and covered the pie with an ornamental top crust cut
to imitate leaflets. Then she raised the pie on one hand while she cut
off the crust around the edge of the pan.

Just as the last snip fell off, and while all were looking admiringly
at the pie, it slipped from Nellie’s hand and fell, top side down, toward
the floor; but quick as thought Trilby caught it, and in doing so turned
it right-side-up again — unhurt.

Nellie had thrown her arm across her eyes, to shut out her pie’s de
struction, as she thought, and Fritzie and Bunny-rabbit were trying
to comfort her, when Trilby said “Meow, meow!” so triumphantly
that Nellie looked down to see —and there stood Trilby, holding the
pie on her forepaws in the proudest manner possible, with everything
about it as perfect as when it fell from Nellie’s hand.

This kind and skilful act restored Nellie’s confidence in Trilby, won
her gratitude, and reminded her that accidents happen to the best of
us —hence the duty of charity and forgiveness.

Now they all escorted her to the oven with the pie, and everything
went on quite merrily. They began to set and decorate the dining table.
Bunny brought in some nice celery from the garden. Fritz carried the
dishes, knives, forks, and spoons in a basket from the pantry, while
Nellie placed them upon the table.

Then Fritz helped her to get some flowers and vines, while Trilby
watched the stove, with her keen sense of smell, to make sure nothing
burned while they were out.

When Nellie came in, the cake and pie were done, and she placed
them in pretty dishes on the table to cool, while she put on the decora
tions of flowers and vines, and the celery in a side-dish beside the meat
platter. But where was the meat or turkey? Trilby had offered to
catch a quail, but Nellie asked how she could be so cruel as to think
of such a thing on Thanksgiving Day, for the quails wanted to be happy
and thankful too, that some of them had escaped the hunters.

They all looked at the empty meat platter. Nellie, smiling, brought
from the pantry a nice can of salmon, which she opened and arranged
on the meat platter with sprigs of parsley for a garnish — and for Bunny’s
pan, as rabbits never eat fish.

When they saw the pretty dish and Trilby smelled the rich fish,
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they danced about in great joy and satisfaction. A dish of fruit and
flowers made a centerpiece for the table.

Now the time had come to partake of the feast. Nellie placed chairs
around the table and helped each to a place, then served their plates
and told them to wait until she was seated and served, and then all
could eat together.

Bunny enjoyed the cake, pie, apples, and banana; Fritzie and Trilby
ate fish, cake, and pie-crust; and all agreed that they had never before
had such a fine dinner, and said they were truly thankful for such a
good home and kind mistress as Nellie, for she understood just what
Motherhood means, and taught them how to be unselfish and helpful.
Otherwise they could never have known so delightful a day as this Thanks
giving had been, for all its mishaps.

Helpfulness, forbearance, and harmony had won a victory. A untie

THE HISTORY OF A SEED
I—THE SEED

UST a little seed,
J Very small indeed.
Put it on the ground,
In a little mound,

And wait and see
What it will be.

II-THE VINE IV-THE FRUIT
The seed became a lovely vine, The little flower grew and grew
That o’er the brown earth used to twine, In sun, and shower, and moistening dew,
And at our feet so very low. And when the leaves began to fall.
Went on and on to grow and grow. There lay this gorgeous yellow ball —s

The prize for harvest best of all.

[11-THE FLOWER V-THE PIE
The summer rain, the summer shine, Hurrah for the tiny seed!
That wet and warmed the pretty vine, Hurrah for the flower and vine!
Had somehow quite a wondrous power, Hurrah for the golden pumpkin,
Which wrought this lovely yellow flower. Yellow, and plump, and fine!

—The Youth's Companion
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OUMMER fading, winter comes —
v-*  Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs,
Window robins, winter rooks,

And the picture story-books.

Water now is turned to stone
Nurse and I can walk upon;
Still we find the flowing brooks
In the picture story-books.

All the pretty things put by,
Wait upon the children’s eye,
Sheep and shepherds, trees and crooks,
In the picture story-books.
We may see how all things are
Seas and cities, near and far,
And the flying fairies’ looks,
In the picture story-books.
How am I to sing your praise,
Happy chimney-corner days,
Sitting safe in nursery nooks,
Reading picture story-books?
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THE CHRISTMAS WISH

HRISTMAS a week away! Only six days more of preparation!

Four little girls sat fashioning those dear nothings that make

Christmas so Christmassy — pink pincushions and red lamp

shades, crocheted neckties and clothespin dolls holding pockets

for your hairpins. The Christmas heart was in the quiet
roorOne could almost feel the sweep of the wings of the spirit of
kindness passing back and forth.

The fifth girl was idle. She sat in a big, deeply-padded chair, her
thin hands outspread. Seemingly observant, the soft eyes were sightless;
and so defective was her hearing that only a few of the shrillest sounds
came to her, ordinarily. But even Lutie felt the presence of the Christmas
heart among the small gift-makers. She fancied she could touch the
lovely winged thing that moved among them.

Lutie had started out like the other children, years before. Eyes
and ears served; she ran and played and had little duties. One Christmas
evening someone was careless with fire, and then had come this strange,
dark silence, to which she had gradually grown accustomed, and with
which she was now content —even perhaps happy in it, sometimes.

Now and then one of the little girls came and placed her work in
Lutie’s lap, for ‘inspection.” The blind girl examined the article with
fingers so sensitive that they could almost feel color. She measured the
progress being made; she tested the smoothness of the stitches. Then
she patted the child’s hands, or in some other sweet way gave encourage
ment. Sometimes she spoke; but living so much in the silence, she
had learned to convey her meaning in a wonderful wordless language.

Lutie often filled the hours with pictures, marvelously splendid,
big and heavenly-bright. And out of some far place, down deep in her
own life, and quite shut off from the busy, bustling confusion of goings
and comings and sayings of others, there came up to her music of rare
loveliness. In that inner home of hers, Lutie feasted and drank deep
of a kind of pleasure that might never have been hers, had she more
closely resembled chattering Junie and Minna, or high-tempered, impulsive
Dot, or Belle, who was so noisy that the very doors seemed to turn to
rubber the moment she left the house.

Junie and Belle had invented a legend about Lutie’s life. They
thought it very pretty, and they talked about it so often, between them
selves and with the other girls, that they had all come to half-believe
it to be actual, ‘really-truly’ fact. In their imaginings, Lutie had come
out of High Land, a country never even heard of by most people —a
blue country, stormless, flower-starred, where the people were always
yellow-haired and kind. The strange gold of Lutie’s hair, which everyone
noticed, and that queer, soft little smile, and that crying sound in her
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THE CHRISIMAS WISH

low voice —she got them all up there, you know. People like Lutie
made others right just by being with them; if you felt your heart ‘getting
full of needle-pricks’ under the gaze of such a person, it was a sure sign
that you had made a mistake somewhere.

Of course Lutie never knew anything about the children’s whispered
legend — that surely would have broken the magic spell of High Land.

Plump Dot rolled out of the window-seat where she had been working,
and took her big, bulging knitting-apron over to Lutie. Seven whole
rows had lengthened her shawl since last the sightless inspector had
‘seen’ Dot’s shawl.

“What color now?” asked Lutie.

Dot was the one who could most successfully talk with Lutie. Her
voice was so piercingly vibrant that she had become the mouthpiece
for the entire household, in the matter of conversing with the ‘afflicted’
child.

“L-a-a-a-ven-der!” sang Dot on a clear E.

Lutie sat holding the light wool against her cheek and throat, patting
the shawl, almost caressing it. Then the smile faded from her face,
giving place to a most unusual cloud of sadness.

The supper-bell rang, and Junie, Belle, and Minna folded up their
work and picked up the stray threads. When the door closed behind
them, Dot still stood before Lutie’s chair, a fixed look of amazement
upon her countenance, and Lutie still sat with the shawl in her hands.

“Wh-a-a-a-t’s the m-a-a-tter?” chanted Dot, slowly and clearly draw
ing out each word, not letting go of the sound until sure that it had
been heard.

The answer came first in tears —a very strange and unfamiliar sight.
Then at last Lutie wailed, “I wish | could do this.”

“Wh-a-a-a-t!” shrieked astonished Dot. She glanced at the door.
“Thank goodness, they’re all out of hearing!” she thought, as Lutie
went on.

“I wish I could make a shawl for someone. I never do anything
for anybody. 1 am so useless. I help no one, not even myself!”

“Well, just suppose Minna or Belle heard that!” Dot whispered
to herself. “They’d probably think that she had never High Land,
if they found out that inside of her she is as full of wishes and wants
as the rest of us!” Aloud, she cried, *“D-0-0-0-n’t!”

Then, sitting on the ‘shouting arm’ of the big chair, with lips close
to Lutie’s ‘best’ ear, gently, but with a large amount of lecture-firmness,
Dot made Lutie understand something about the children’s dream of
High Land; how often she and Minna had ceased quarreling just by
thinking of it; how Belle found her tiptoes in the blind girl’s presence.
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“Sh-aw-aw-aw-Is!” Dot scolded. “Everybody can make shawls, but
only one from High Land can be just plain sweet and good all the time,
and that’s what you’ve got to go on doing for us, Lutie!”

Then, after putting away her knitting and kissing Lutie to make
Up for her severity, Dot guided a returned and smiling beautiful blind
‘High Lander’ out to the supper-table.

That night Lutie really visited High Land. There she came so close
to the Christmas heart that she felt she could never live another moment
without it. Before her inner sight glorious pictures again unrolled them
selves, like an endless silken makimono — pictures never to be seen by
those who look out upon daisies and apple-trees, or up into the lakes
of heaven. Then the small, shadowy trouble, that nobody but she and
Dot knew about, went out of her lonely life; and always after that she
knew she could be just quietly glad because, for her, things were exactly
as they were. “My days,” she promised herself, “shall be like yellow
roses out of the beautiful country of High Land, and so I shall have
Christmas gifts for everyone.”

And Dot could not sleep that night until she had come to the end
of a great, long, golden thread of fascinating thought, that had begun
to spin itself before her mind’s eye even while she was lecturing Lutie
for dropping out of High Land into the common, everyday wishing
land of our workaday world. The thought began with a question mark:
“Why can’t Lutie learn to knit?”

The next afternoon, when the girls again assembled for Christmas
work. Dot produced an extra pair of big wooden needles and a ball of
Christmas-red yarn. With arms around Lutie’s neck, she intoned gaily,
“L-u-u-tie c-a-a-a-a-n kn-i-i-i-t!”

“Oh, my wish —my dear Christmas wish!” Lutie pulled round
Dot, yarn, needles and all, into the big chair with her.

Then all afternoon, with laborious guiding of the thin white hands
that had always lain idle before, and with gently shouted instructions,
Dot accomplished her loving purpose. When the supper bell rang that
evening, Lutie was finishing the third row of a shawl for Granny!

The lovely Christmas heart was in the room; the wings of Christmas
loving-kindness enfolded all five little workers. It was as if the Christ-
star had come up out of its old Bethlehem-watching and stood shining
in there —so bright was the radiance upon the blind child’s face, so
bright the tearfully smiling faces of the other children. W. D.

j*
“And all the bells on earth shall ring
On Christmas day in the morning.
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A BRIGHT CANARY

AQUES is a Lomaland canary. He has not always lived in
Lomaland. A few years ago he traveled from the Atlantic

to the Pacific with his master and mistress. It was a long
journey for a little bird, and he was very tired when he arrived,

but soon rested; and he is very happy in his Lomaland home.

Jaques is not an ordinary canary which hops about in a gilt cage
and sings and looks pretty. No, Jaques has learned to do many other

things, and has always been allowed to fly about
the rooms as he pleases.

His favorite perch is the shoulder of his mistress,
and when she is sewing it is great fun to fly down
and pull the thread out of her needle with his bill,
or jump into the mid- die of a lapful of chiffon,

When she plays the piano, he likes to jump
down from the rack where he has perched him-
self, on to the keys, getting between the black
notes in such a way that there is danger of hurt-
ing his slender little claws if she plays over the
keys; so you see, Master Jaques knows how to

stop the music whenever he chooses.

One of his favorite tricks is to fly to the pincushion on the dresser,
pick out the pins with his bill, carry them to the edge of the dresser,
and drop them to the floor, one by one. One day, shortly after being
visited by Jaques a number of times, his mistress felt her shoulder being
pricked by pins, and on investigating found six pins which had been
dropped inside the collar of her blouse; Jaques had found a new place
to drop his pins.

Perhaps the most striking thing about this bright little fellow is
the notice he has taken of the telephone. One day, before coming to
Lomaland, when his mistress was phoning to his master, the little bird
happened to fly to her shoulder. Turning the receiver in her hand toward
Jaques, she told his master to speak to the bird, which he did, calling
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NOVEMBER BUTTERFLY

him by name and whistling to him. That he recognised the voice was
very evident, for he turned his head first to one side and then to the
other, answering in his usual soft, chuckling chirp, and showing great
interest.

After that, the telephone never rang but what Jaques was there
to receive the message; and although the door-bell’s ring was so like
the telephone bell that the maid was continually deceived, Jaques never
made a mistake, and only the telephone bell would attract his attention,
calling him fom any part of the house.

He has never forgotten that the telephone had something to do with
his master’s voice, and when a telephone was recently put in the resi
dence at Lomaland, Jaques immediately recognised it. If he happens
to be out of his cage when it rings, he flies to it.

Do you wonder that Jaques is a great pet, and that his master and
mistress are very fond of him? Aunt Edytha

NOVEMBER BUTTERFLY

"DROWN November butterfly.

Did you think it last July?

Or, perhaps, from your cocoon

You slipped out six months too soon!

Could you not wait till next June?
Autumn, when the frosts are here,
Never was Your time of year.

Brown November butterfly,
Isn’t this the time to lie
With your spotted velvet wings
All wrapped up in filmy strings,
Till the spring’s warm sunshine brings
Flowers and birds and skies all blue?
May should be the time for you!—Lomaland Calendar

THE ROSES AND THE SUN

TN the garden the roses were smiling and nodding at the sun, but when
it went in they wilted and wept.
One day the sun went in and did not come out for a whole week.
A few days afterwards the roses felt their leaves coming off. And
what do you think? It was winter!
The roses sank into the ground and did not come out till the next
spring. Ruth M. (Age, 6?2 years)
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BIG THINGS FROM LITTLE THINGS

Oh, how lit-tle they were! “It-ty,” said Ba-by May a-gain; and
then, “May want ‘to-ry.”

Big Broth-er put her down and then picked up one of the ti-ny seeds,
say-ing, “I’ll tell you a sto-ry. Look!” And he did t h i1 s '

Then he said, “What do you see in-side this lit-tle ~ p>
Ba-by May looked ve-ry hard, and then shook her head. “Well, 1
see in it a g-r-e-a-t b-i-r jvt£>"tall-er than Pa-pa, and high-er than
our house.” sy

Then he gave Ba-by May a ti-ny sr . “What do you see
in this?”  “Oh,” said Ba-by May, “a big, ° big"""JI

“But there are other kinds of lit-tle things, May. and they
are some-thing like seeds, too. Do you re-mem-ber the naugh
ty bad seed of tem-per that Bob-bie plant-ed this mom-ing? It was
so lit-tle, but he plant-ed it, and let it grow. And then what came?”

Ba-by May looked ve-ry se-ri-ous; she un-der-stood. “Big, bad day!
Dref-ful! A 11"~ !'”

“And then what grew from the lit-tle seed of hap-pi-ness
Ba-by May plant-ed this mom-ing?”

“Big, boo-ful day, boo-ful like big and happy fjx10 ¢

“Yes,” said Big Broth-er, who was ve-ry wise, be-cause he "
went to the Ra-ja-Yo-ga School, and so knew all a-bout how Big
Things come from Lit-tle Things.

“Take care a-bout the lit-tlethings,” he went on. “Tha
Ra-ja-Yo-ga says. Watch the ti-ny seeds, and see that you plant on-ly
the right kind. For Big Things grow from them all!”

“Tweet, tweet, twe-e-e-e-1? sang the lit-tle bird a-gain from the climb
ing rose. “Bird-ies and sun-beams and rose-vines and the beau-ti-ful

ANNand star-shine and hap-py lit-tle girls!  Tweet, tweet, ti-ra-lee-

Iee'lee'e'e'e', tweet!” Aunt E sther
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THE LITTLE GOLDFINCH

IGH up in the air, far out on a limb of a great eu-ca-lyp-tus
tree, a pair of gold-finch-es built their nest. A lit-tle while
be-fore the young birds were read-y to fly, some-thing hap
pened, and one lit-tle bird fell to the ground.

Al-though the lit-tle bird had scarce-ly any feath-ers, he
had a ver-y loud voice, and his shrill, sharp ‘peep, peep’ soon at-tract-ed
the at-ten-tion of a kind la-dy, who picked him up and car-ried him home.

There he was cud-died in-to a nest of warm cot
ton in a lit-tle round Jap-an-ese bas-ket, and soon
he was o-pen-ing wide his wee yel-low bill for the
warm food the la-dy pre-pared and gave to him on
the end of a tooth-pick.

Now he was hap-py! A whole nest all to him
self, and all he could eat just the min-ute he o-pened
his mouth. What would have hap-pened had not the kind la-dy found
him, he nev-er stopped to think, for he was too young to know any
thing a-bout the cold night that was com-ing on when the la-dy heard
him cry. She knew he nev-er could have lived through it.

Be-fore many days he was quite at home in the big room, and the
la-dy and he were get-ting to be ver-y good friends. He would sit on
her fin-ger, or on the big fern in the cen-ter of the ta-ble, and preen his
new feath-ers. Such a ti-ny crea-ture, and so pret-ty, with his dark
green coat, yel-low breast, and bright eyes!

By and by his lit-tle cot-ton nest was not suit-a-ble for him. His
feet were made to grasp a perch as the ca-na-ry does, and so a cage of
wire net-ting was made, with a twig in-side for a perch. Here he went
to sleep ev-ery night.

But af-ter a while he be-gan to wish to fly out in the bright sun-shine
and air, and to find his broth-ers and sis-ters. Al-though he loved the
friend-ly la-dy who had been so kind to him, still he knew that he was
a wild bird and be-longed out-of-doors. He was rest-less, and longed to
be free. So as soon as the kind la-dy had taught him to eat seeds and
take a bath, as he would have to do when he was out in the big world
tak-ing care of him-self, and as soon as she was sure his wings were strong,

she took him on her finger to the door, o-pened
it, and let him fly a-way.

"T7/* Do you not be-lieve there is a new, sweet
| note  that lit-tle bird’s song that nev-er would
17 have been there if the kind la-dy had not found

him and cared for him so ten-der-ly? E. P.
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