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AMERICA TO LAST
FOR 1,000 YEARS!

7%2=AIALOR is not, for one instant, losing or de-
parting from its adamant viewpoint, that
Supreme Days are ahead for America,
il greater than this land has ever seen since
it was a nation.

It is regrettable that every Soulcrafter, and every read-
er of this journal in America, cannot have heard the
Eighth Valor Lecture by the Soulcraft Recorder on Stam-
ina as broadcast to Soulcraft audiences throughout the
country on April 11th. That a Great Superior Christ
Council presides over the events of this world, was set
forth in that broadcast, and to true Soulcrafters there is
neither woe nor worty in machinations going on in this
earth. But to understand what they are, and what pur-
pose they’re serving, is a matter entirely and strictly for
those who have reached octaves of spiritual understand-
ings enabling them to peer into the denouements of the
future.

bl —

AVE the millions of America grown weary of the sym-

bols standing for the American Ideal? Truly, at times,
it seems so. Alien agents, hating America and seeking to
bring about her downfall within the prestige of nations,
have nearly arrived at the ultimate in the debauching of
all things American. But presently these miscreants must
face the penalties for their subversions. The American
Ideal is due to rise higher than ever, and all which has
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passed in American history has been but preparatory to
the real life of this western continent which stretches a
thousand years in future!

Actually there can be no true understanding of what
America has been caused to represent in the world, with-
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out the esoteric background and wisdom
to interpret international events correctly.
What is happening throughout this na-
tion and the world is a dress rehearsal for
the greatest era of propriety ad progress
that civilization has yet witnessed.

The nation isn’t without its analysts
and economists who declare that the
period of pioneer growth in this Republic
is finished. It has had its exploration and
exploitation periods, these say, and now
leveled off into lechery and corruption
that means imminent collapse. Blind lead-
ers of the blind, these egotists, with in-
tellects gone to seed, they are unable to
envision that America hasn’t even got-
ten into her stride in the role she was
meant to play in the world. The collapse
of America as the international ideal of
all men’s longings and hearthopes, is over
a thousand years in future!

It’s time to take a new estimate of this
heritage of ours, born upon this side of
the Atlantic, and see it for what it is.

GREAT strides in history are made by
those with the vision and perspicac-
ity to perceive them. Little Men cannot
conceive or execute Great Plans. Here is
the roster of ultimate western-world ac-
complishments—

(a) United Nations is due to be
junked and evicted from America—this
Republic will have no part of a malicious
and malodorous snake’s nest of intrigue
that serves naught but the purposes of
her adversaries;

(b) Communism is due to be cut to
ribbons throughout the earth, and tossed
upon the refuse heap of archaic absurdi-
ties, with a new breed of Americans com-
ing to the fore and leading the world’s in-
stitutions by preeminent example in
achievements of spiritual and economic
greatness;

(c) Alien minorities, eternally plotting
night and day to bring about the emascu-
lation and enthrallment of this Republic,
are presently to be exposed in their mis-
chievous essences, and hospitality con-
tinued toward them only in the event
that they mend their wavs and truly em-
brace the Christian ideal;

(d) Selfish megalomaniacal blocs and
petty czars of Labor, Crime, Vindictive
Champions of Racial Idiosvncrasies, Dem-
agoaic Politicians and Self Exploiters—
these will be overridden and ignored in
the imminent gesture of reestablishing
America for the stupendous Golden Era
that is not behind but ahead!

(¢) Wars, and all forms of interna-

tional carnage are to cease, and the ef-
forts of all statesmanship dedicated to
the greatest good of the greatest num-
bers;

(f) An economic system is to be in-
ducted based on 100 percent cooperativ-
ism of all Christian-American citizens,
whereby hunger and impoverishment and
financial chicanery are eliminated, and
Americans as a race come into sudden
realization of their Inherent Godhood.

These are the ideals and shibboleths to
which certain enlightened souls in the
Body Politic are pledged.

They are seeing the future, not as
through a glass darkly but through the
crystal lenses of spiritual clairvoyance,
envisioning what’s ahead when the work-
ers of iniquity have been leveled, and the
nation has botten its second wind for the
most glorious epoch in human history.

IS THIS the day of the rise of the Ori-
ental to supreme worldly influence?
It is not! That is merely malodorous
propaganda subtly distributed, to batten
on the confusion or discouragement of
the Anglo-Saxon Christian who has
temporarily lost his cues amid a pur-
poseful program of superimposed lech-
ery designed to confound him.

Americans are presently to have a
whole armament of scales dropped from
their eyes and to come into conscious
knowledge of what their national history
was intended to represent in the evolu-
tion of a world, fighting back from bar-
barism up to celesciality.

EOPLE who refuse to admit that
they are whipped, never are whipped.
The reply of true Americans to the
defamers of this country, who try to rep-

resent its ideals and institutions as archaic
and slated for perdition, is the immortal
¢ceply uttered by that hero at the Battle
of the Bulge when the Germans demand-
ed his surrender—

“NUTS!”

Real Americans are saying to the Rus-
sian, to the Semite, to the Greek and the
Pole and the Frenchman and the Hotten-
tot, seeking to get a greedy paw into the
assets of American bankruptcy—

“NUTS!’

Go ahead and bamboozle other nation-
als of the earth—if you can—but we
Americans have only just begun to grow
and achieve . . above the forces of
defamation, spoilation, depredhtion and
penury.

Nothing is wrong with America but
the self-secking rascals who’ve grabbed a
stranglehold on Dame Liberty’s economic
windpipe and would loot her to her final
kopeck in that she stands for Christian
charity.

But the panorama of the future holds
no prospect of a vanquished and pros-
trate America. It holds every prospect of
an America revived and rekindled to the
cosmic obligations which it will fill.

If the predatory rascals seek to bring
a western-world Nuremburg upon them-
selves, that is their privilege. But this
country is not lacking in impersonal and
enlightened magistrates who have it in
their karma to be preserved by the Ag-
encies Above Life till their judgments be
executed.

Go to the back window, Americans,
and drop your concernments and fool-
eries into the alley trash-can.

No place exists for them in the Gold-
en Times that are the obligation of cer-
tain mastet-souls now in life to bring in!

What the Indianapolis Star
Thinks of the Steel Secizure

N ASKING Congress to
legalize his unconstitu-
tional seizure of the steel
industry President Tru-
man virtually admits that
: 2a3citt 3 he does not have the pow-
et in law or under the Constitution to do
what he did. His message says he “be-
lieves” that it is “within my powers as
President to follow that course of ac-
tion.” He quotes no law and no specific
constitutiotidl power.

“It may be,” said the President, “that
Congress will deem some other course to
be wiser.” That, he added, “is a matter
for Congress to decide.” He is absolutely
right, it is indeed a matter for Congress
to decide.

The “inherent powers” the President
claims simply do not exist. This is the
first time in our history the President has
seized an industry without any law to
back him up. The railroads were seized

(Continued on Page 10)




The Answer to a Quandary Puzzling More than Radicals

WHY ALL PEOPLES

DON'T HAVE THE
SAME LIVING
STANDARDS..

T WASN’T so long since
a radical speaker held
'y forth from one of the
platforms of Northwest-
ern University with the
argument: “What right
have people of the United States to en-
joy any such high living standard as
maintains throughout this country, when
there are millions of people abroad in
Russia, China, and India, who can’t even
obtain the necessities to keep life in their
bodies?” The speaker took it for grant-
ed that living the right kind of lives,
under a superior system of government,
under a reasonably wealth-creating eco-
nomic structure, registered exactly zero,
and that everything resolved into an in-
ternational charity proposition of the
Have’s being required to give to the
Have Not’s.

This is a common line of fallicious
and poisonous left-wing “reasoning”’—
which is anything but reasoning—but
which does attract millions of economic
illiterates and bring their endorsement of
dictatorial principles on a basis of ele-
mental sentiment.

One might almost put it that millions
of Christians are constantly troubled by
the wonder, if Christianity be truly liv-
ing up to its high moral or spiritual code
in letting millions “suffer” in low-stand-
ards-of-living countries like those afore-
said, while Americans live in attractive
apartments, enjoy modern facilities, eat
a plethora of nourishing foods, go about
in their individual motorcars and spend
their evenings at radio or television sets?

If esoteric wisdom were universal, how-
ever, instead of being confined to a little

segment of the population understanding
such matters, the whole worldly scene
would be perceived for something far
different than it is.

HE STUDENT workably versed in

the great principles operating behind
this universe, is aware that propounding
such emotional sentiments as “what right
does America have, et. etc.,” is all part
of a Luciferian scheme to twist and sub-
vert the program of life that originates
in higher regions of Time and Space.

No question of “rights” is really in-
volved, one way or another.

Analyzed intelligently, the argument
the left-wing ‘what-righters” are advanc-
ing is, that there should be a common
mien of living all over the earth for all
races simply because they are composed
of human beings. But that may not be
the purpose decreed for mortal life at all.

Mortal life, so the astute student of
cosmic principles comes to perceive it,
isn’t one universal mob of people breath-
ing, eating, propagating, sleeping and ul-
timately dying, but divided in so-called
“races” merely by the accident of happen-
ing to be born on different continents.

What surprisingly comes home to the
student, when he starts to make exam-
ination of these differences in races, liv-
ing standards, governments and cultures

all over the earth, is—

The difference in racial living stand-
ards constitutes a definite set of class-
rooms in the Great University of Life,
where people on different grades of spir-
itual attainments get lessons, needed by
them in their spiritual progressions!

HAT SORT of university would

it be, whose students were all
tumbled in together, and regarded as a
student body enmasse, with no classifi-
cations as to preparatory education, in-
herent intelligence, personal inclinations
for academic specializing, or racial, reli-
gious, or economic backgrounds? What
sort of a university would it be where
freshmen, sophomores, juniors, and sen-
iors were neither provided for, nor recog-
nized, but all considered merely students
and assumed to imbibe what knowledge
they could as they saw something in the
line of academics that particularly at-
tracted them?

One of the most perturbing of ele-
mentary discoveries that the novice in
esoterics makes, as enlightenment begins
to come down to him from Transcendent
Wits, is that mortal life in the earth-
world has to be graded the same as stu-
dents in a university are graded.

At the starting-point of the student
body—or so the student is asked to en-
vision it—are the rudimentary races, uni-
formly black or red, living in jungles,
islands of the sea, frozen tundras of the
extreme North and South, waste places
of the earth generally where existence is
little more than organic. These could be
likened to the “freshmen body” in the
vast curriculum of life. They get all the
basic animalistic learning they can im-
bibe, and are ready to graduate into the
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Assays and Vistas

dimmed,

Her youth-blood paled by Raging Years a

score)

A country’'s made of souls, not lands; of hearts,

not hills;

Of aspirations finding wings to soar!

The plotter’s craft may smear ten thousand scrolls

Whereon were sung high sagas to Great Dead:
What's that to Karma's ledger, bright with zeal,
Accounting vaster valors, lives ahead?

Man'’s stature lies in discontent with Self,

How sure his feet can speed with angel throngs,

How dauntless he, to jest at failure's fangs

And school his ires to mend al! cosmic wrongs.
What is a Measurement of Love not spent?

How weigh the treasure of an old soul’s peace?

Who is yon infant, crying in the night,

But Jason, come anew for Golden [leece?

My country is the crest of all men’s plumes,

All women's faiths, all childhood’s joys unspoiled;

My country is that Justice Hall in Time

Where deeds are weighed and error’s art uncoiled.

“l live where I would be,” says Soul, “and give

Each paradise a grave or six to spare!’

My country is as great as | Am Thought,

To think on granite shafts, Ideas of Dare!

next racial classes highet—the brown or
yellow of the East.

The brown or yellow races as we per-
ceive them in the Orient, might be
thought of as the sophomores—equipped
intellectually from previous tutorlege as
animalistic freshmen to embrace forms
of culture that bestir the spiritual attri-
butes in the soul. Uniformly too, these
sophomores incarnate on continents where
life is fiercely competitive economically,
such as in India or China. Vast masses
of people live closely congested, that they

may secure lessons from heterogeneous
association. In fact, we have it told us
that in almost no state of earthly edu-
cation does the soul learn so much as
when it undergoes a series of careers in
a race such as the Indian or Chinese, with
humanity closely packed and caste sys-
tems sharply demarked.

When the developing soul has secured
all the educational advantages to be
found in such countries of overwhelming
birthrat-s, it begins to graduate into the
next higher cultural classes of the white

races and becomes a junior or senior. Up
here in these final classifications of the
whites, souls are getting an education in
the sociological and ethical virtues. Eco-
nomic life is easier and richer. The “ad-
vantages” of universal academic educa-
tion go hand in hand with the advan-
tages of emancipation from gruelling me-
chanical labor, so that the mind has more
time to exercise and develop. So by the
time the advancing soul has had an am-
ple number of careers in all the most ad-
vanced white races, it is practically ready
to reach Earthly Commencement and re-
ceive its diploma entitling it to higher
and further learning in octaves of life
that comprise no return to earth

THE Left-Wing bleeding-heart, there-
fore, who demands “by what right”
Americans, or some of the higher escu-
lons of the white races, command higher
living standards than the freshmen and
sophomores in congested eastern races, is
advertising either his pitiful ignorance of
the Cosmic Program or willfully intro-
ducing Luciferian confusion into life that
the Plan may be disrupted in order to
gratify his own spleens.

Americans—insofar as they represent
the highest spiritual classes evolved by
mortal education to date—only seem to
be fortunate in enjoying the high living
standards of the culture of the West, be-
cause it is part of their progression and
development. It is a definitely educating
sequence to be undergone. It is a sort of
reward or award for having come up
through the younger races and learned
to command the ingenuities bringing
such higher living standards in the proc-
ess of effect from cause.

Without these earthly classes to pro-
ceed through, earthly progression would
be helter-skelter and more or less unor-
ganized and meaningless. Certainly it
would hold small profit to the spirit that
could be assayed and applied. The Left-
Wing Bleeding Heart may appeal to the
pities, that prior education in the younger
and more congested races should be neces-
sary. But spirits learn in no other way.
The Earthly Classroom System was de-
termined upon a long time ago by the
celestial wits decreeing and specifying all
earth-life and its progressions.

ONE of this is saying that there
aren’t exceptions to this program in
cases of the individual. You’ll find high-
caste Indians or Chinese as cultured as
(Continued on Page 14)




Your Earlier
Lives Appear

in Your

Temperment

s {OU think, perhaps, that it
@ /1 exceeds all bounds of
€78 your accreditability to be
a

&4 soberly told that you car-
%] ry around in the mystical
(\ recesses of your subcon-
scious mind a fairly accurate working
knowledge of all the major events your
life is expected to comprise between birth
and death.

Consciously you can scarcely remember
how much you owe the butcher, or the
name of the girl you were engaged to
at nineteen, or which of your four broth-
ers it was that fell off the cowshed back
in 1909 and nearly broke his neck. Judg-
ing by your weakness of conscious mem-
ory, you deem it preposterous that you
may know approximately what you will
be doing at half-past five o’clock on the
Fourth of July, 1965—if sobeit your
life-plan has it that you shall exist till
that date.

You hear occasionally of clairvoyant
people who contend they can “read the
future,” but although you may know of
some predictions of theirs which came
true, you decide they must do it by look-
ing ahead into some mystical dimension
where events to accrue have already hap-
pened.

It never dawns on you, even with such
evidence of the powers of subconscious
mind before you, that perchance such
persons are deliberately “remembering
forward” and arousing from the depths
of their subconscious a knowledge of af-
fairs arranged for before birth.

Perhaps you are one of those souls who
get overwhelming “hunches”—of what
to do or what not to do in your daily
associations. You don’t know precisely
where such hunches come from, or how
they work, only that they do.

It never occurs to you that even the
item of your hunches may be nothing

|
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A New Series

on the Soul’s Progress
Up through Cosmos

more than your keen subconscious fore-
knowledge of events, suddenly pushing
up close to the conscious.

And yet some of the demonstrated
wonders of subconscious-mind perform-
ance are beyond all explaining. For in-
stance, in the volume Behold Life—which
contains a complete exposition of the
whole Life-Scheme for every man and
woman in its proven entirety—there is
related an anecdote of a psychology pro-
fessor who was an adept in hypnotizing
the pupils of his class.

INE DAY this professor hypnotized
an ordinary subject and said to him:
“When you arouse from this hypnosis,
I instruct you to let twenty-four hundred
and eighty-nine minutes elapse, then walk

E
&
=
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o
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up to the first man nearest you and
tweak his nose!”

The professor himself made no effort
to calculate how many days or hours
were contained in two thousand four
hundred and eighty-nine minutes. He
simply awakened his subject and dis-
patched him about his business.

At the end of one 24-hour day, 17
hours, and 29 minutes, the professor was
informed that his subject had landed in
a devil of a mess because in a store where
he was buying cigars he had suddenly
and unexplainably walked up to a fellow
customer and administered a painful
wrench to his nose.

Whereupon the professor started cal-
culating. He found that the lad had
obeyed his orders given under hypnosis
to the exact minute.

Here then was a proven case, duly at-
tested by record in no less a work than
the Encyclopedia Britannica, of a human
being carrying in his subconscious mind
a time-recognizing apparatus so accurate
that he knew precisely when 2,489 min-
utes had elapsed. True, he was obeying
orders received under hypnosis, but in a
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manner of speaking are we not all under
orders in a similar kind of hypnosis when
enhoused in these deadening confines of
flesh?

If a nondescript young man could
thus keep track of the passing of time
in minutes while presumably following
out his daily program in all other re-
spects, is it so overdrawn to say that the
subconscious mind of each one of us
does exactly the same thing in spacing
off the activity-sequences that make up
the program of his life?

The thing that truly appalls us is the
minutiae of detail which such remember-
ing forward entails, and keeping up a
constant comparison with such detail as
we have on tap to use consciously.

N THE other hand, we do not think

it at all extraordinary that we can
keep recorded in memory ten million de-
tails of happenings that have distin-
guished our lives to the present. We can
look backward over our lives and spend
hours, days, weeks, summoning up recol-
lections of things transpired in which we
had a part.

If each one of us started in to put
down on paper every last shred of intelli-
gence that is “remembered” in our heads,
we would be compiling a personal ency-
clopedia. If the present mortal mind can
experience and retain all the text of such
an encyclopedia, why is it so necromantic
to deny to the prenatal or Eternal Mind
a similar encyclopedia covering events
that are still to happen?

If we exclaim at the marvel of an in-
telligence that can retain and carry abourt
a more or less complete roster of all the
principal events in a whole life program,
why not explain as well at the marvel
of an intelligence that can retain and
carry about a more or less complete ros-
ter of all the principal events that one’s
life has comprised to this moment? One
is no less stupendous than the other.

Looked at abstractly, the thing that be-
wilders us consciously is to consider the
apparent myriads of persons and happen-
ings making up the mortal scene. There
would be too many of them, we think,
for one menta! apparatus to grasp. Vague-
ly picturing all the millions of folk who
live on this planet at the moment, it
stacks up to us as preposterous that the
affairs of their lives and their inter-rela-
tionships can possibly be charted in ad-
vance, We feel this way because our
minds are not powerful enough to carry

so much detail. That is not saying, how-
ever, that Cosmos does not contain minds
capable of doing it, and thinking noth-
ing about it.

\x JE of the white generation in Ameri-
ca look with disdain on the Af-
rican savage who cannot count beyond
his fingers and toes, lacking the mental
power to conceive numerical detail above
twenty. By the same token, higher wits
in Cosmos may regard us with the same
disdain in the respect that we have diffi-
culty visualizing a hundred or a thousand.
We would not consider it as being at
all miraculous for a great impresario to
gather together a cast of two to three
hundred people and assign each one of
them his part in 2 mammoth pageant.
But jump the number to three hundred
and we would consider him a wonder-
man. Jump it to three million and he
would be considered a god if he did it.
Yet exactly the same principles might
apply for the three million that applied
for the three hundred. Tt would all be a
matter of expanding the consciousness.
Now there are not nearly the formid-
able number of people in life at one
time that we commonly suppose. We
walk up crowded Broadway, New York,
or Michigan Avenue, Chicago, or Mar-
ket Street, San Francisco, and we won-
der to ourselves where all the people
come from, or how the Almighty can
possibly keep track of so many. But look
at the matter in this fashion—

There are, by fairly accurate interna-
tional census, approximately two billions
of human souls in physical bodies in all
conntries of the world at the present
time. Well, how many is two billions?

Ub on the Massachusetts coast and
across Buzzard’s Bay from Newport,
Rhode TIsland, is a dot of an island called
Martha’s Vineyard. Perhaps you have

visited it. It is about fifteen miles long
and not over ten miles wide.

Suppose we figure that human beings
of all countries, averaged as to measure-
ments, wete not over one foot thick nor
more than two feet wide across the
shoulders. Fat men will balance up the
children, so the average will hold. That
would mean that it would require two
square feet to accommodate each mortal
person now existing on earth.

Are you aware that all the people in
Europe, all the teeming millions of Asia
including China and India, all the Ne-
groes in Africa, all the Englishmen in
the world from Great Britain to Austra-
lia, all the polyglot population of the
United States, in fact every last man,
woman, and child existing anywhere on
the planet at present, could be stood up-
on the island of Martha’s Vineyard? If
the weight of them caused it to slowly
sink beneath the surface of the North
Atlantic, there wouldn’t be a human be-
ing thereafter in any spot of land on
earth,

ENDRIK Willem Van Loon has an-

other way of putting it in his Geog-
raphy. He asks if we are aware that the
same crowd of two billions human folks,
averaging all of them six feet high, could
be put sardine-fashion in a packing case
a half-mile wide and long and deep. Yes,
a box, 2640 feet in its three dimensions
would hold the entire population of the
earth, and if you doubt this, call for a
pencil and satisfy yourself that it is true.
If that box, says Van Loon, were toted
to the Grand Canyon and pushed over
out of sight, the whole planet would be
as empty and desolate of human life as
it was in the Miocene Age.

The Grand Canyon couldn’t hold all
the people who have ever lived on this
earth if there were no such thing as re-
peat existence, but it could hold all of
them of any given generation.

If we so put the earth’s population in
such a box, and then identified its hu-
man contents as being all the people
whose life-plans we had to worry over,
we mightn’t consider it such a stupen-
dous proposition.

Considered so, we begin to realize that
perchance it isn’t such a headache to
chart these lives and provide specific ex-
periences for each, as we first imagined.

HE EVIDENCE seems to have it.
collected from hundreds of psvchical
(Continued on Page 11)
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Strange
Experiences..
People Do Exhibit after Death

ently of phantom projec-
tion, from the annals of
the French Society, that
would indicate what the
soul has in mind to do at
the instant of death, it frequently goes
ahead and performs. Almost we might
ask ourselves, whether or not the fact
that they are physically dead occurs to
such people. Thousands actually perish
physically it seems, without the change
in themselves being grasped for what it
is. The first case in support of this con-
jecture, came from a responsible aristo-
cratic woman in Czarist Russia—

“Every summer, up to the time that I
was 12 years old, we went to the home of
my maternal grandmother, who was a
very rich and aged personage. She was
living in the country and had numerous
children and grandchildren. All tried, if
possible, to spend the summer at her
place in the country.

“One evening, toward seven o’clock,
there were more than 30 adults gathered
on the terrace in the midst of a luxurious
garden, with about 20 grandchildren
playing about. I was one of them. Well,
all of us saw one of our uncles—who had
gone off over the fields after luncheon—
coming toward us along the widest path-
way. We saw him stop some distance
from us, look at us, then turn along a
pathway to one side. His wife, who was
the first to see him, cried, ‘Look, papa’s
come back!” My grandmother, who had
also noted him said, ‘Children, run quick-
ly and catch uncle. Tell him it’s time for
tea.’

“Off we went, the group of us. But
when we reached the point whetre the
pathways converged, we looked about on
everv side. No one! We went back, re-
porting to our elders that he was no
longer to be seen. Thereat grandmother
addressed one of the servants who had
begun to pour tea; ‘You saw Monsieur
turn aside on the path? Go and try to

find him and tell him to come here.’

“When the servant reached the point
where uncle had disappeared, and did
not find him, she questioned some gar-
deners working near the spot. The gar-
deners had seen no one and were much
astonished.

“The evening drew to a close and the
children were in bed. My uncle’s wife,
now very worried, sent servants on horse-
back in different direction, looking for
her husband. At length toward midnight
they came back.

“They had found that their young
master had been assassinated beside a
river in which he had been bathing that
afternoon, five versts away (nearly the
equivalent of five English miles). But
here is the uncanny part—

“At the inquest it was learned that a
peasant had seen him on the bridge near
the stream, fully clothed again, after the
murder must have taken place—for the
slayer was afterwards apprehended and
fixed the time. My uncle had told this
peasant by word of mouth, heard dis-
tinctly by him that he was going in the
direction of my grandmother’s by the
shortest route—through the forest be-
side the river, which would have brought
him out at approximately the place where
all the garden guests saw him . .”

HE SECOND similar case concerned
a certain Monsieur Pouzolz, a plant-
er of Gaudeloupe, who was living in
Anse-Bertrand, a township of the canton
of - Port-Louis, with' a young wife. Every
Saturday about three o’clock, his father-
in-law, who was living in Port-Louis,
went to see them, riding on horseback
through the Avenue desCocoteirs, which
stretched along in front of the main gate
of the building. The old gentleman would
spend the afternoon and next day with
his children, and on Monday return to
Port-Louis.
“Dwellings in the colonies,” reported
Monsieur Pouzolz, “are all built the same

way. There is a square one-story main
building, without any inner court. A-
round it is a balcony, provided with Ve-
netian blinds which are raised or lowered
at will. My wife and myself, our. elbows
on this balcony railing, were awaiting my
father’s arrival, for it was Saturday and
three o’clock had just struck. After some
minutes of waiting we discerned a horse-
man in the distance whom we presently
recognized as our beloved parent. He
reached our gate and alighted from his
horse. We immdeiately descended to the
front steps to meet him.

“Arriving on the lower veranada, we
looked toward the gate but saw no one.
Both horse and rider seemed to have van-
ished. My wife seemed to think my par-
ent was hiding purposely, playing some
kind of a joke. ‘Father, where are you?’
she cried. “We saw you.’

“We went out to the Avenue but Fa-
ther was nowhere in sight, nor was his
mount. I went one way about the grounds
looking for him and my wife went an-
other. We came face to face at the back,
but still no signs of father.

“Overwhelmed and disturbed by this
sort of adventure, we had gone back up-
on the veranda when, to our stupefaction,
a messenger suddenly pounded up from
Port-Louis bringing us news of father’s
death! He had died that very afternoon,
a trifle before three o’clock! His favorite
horse, on which he alwavs made the trip
when he came to see us, had not been out
of his stable that day, nor did he behave
as though anything unusual had hap-
pened to him.

“And vet, my wife and I had both seen
rider and mount, as well as several serv-
ants on the lower floor.”

OES death come without its victim
being aware of it? What can we

sav in the light of these two cases? Thev
continued to do, these two men, what
each ‘would have done had he remained
in the body. Intresting, to say the least.
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X% L&fft{x ORE and more the planned
e 6 program of the Left-

western-world institutions
becomes apparent. Work
up a gigantic war-scare
over the possibilities of Russian attack
and get American political parties to. ex-
pend .sums which the American economy
cannot afford to meet, both military pre-
paredness programs and foreign “aid” .

while at the same time emasculating the
effective strength of such programs. Keep
the industrial production economy stirred
up with a continual program of strikes
basecf on the, increasing high cost of liv-
ing, so that the demand for economic
securlty becomes so vigorous that an ex-
periment in Communism seems practical.,
Promote maximum scandal and reports
of crime and corruption in government,
so that the American public loses utter
confidence in its officialdom and becomes
conditioned to allow the left-wing bleed-
ing hearts to take over as last alternative
to chaos. Emasculate and prostrate the
effectiveness of American man-power by
seeing that American military forces are
scattered  in ineffective little contingents
all over the globe. Elect a long line of
Chief Executives who follow faithfully
the planned program of Internationalism
—the - while manipulating the United
States deeper and deeper into the mazes
of one-world United-Nations govern-
ment. Test out, as feasible, by executive
take-overs of major industries under the
guise of necessityv for defense programs,
to see how much the public will stand
before it throws up its hands and doesn’t
give a_dam’ Finally, when the 1929

financial Crash is repeated, induct a pro-
gram where all industry in America is
taken over by bureaucrats, on the plea
that the great American public cannot
go moneyless for any extended period.
This will be American Communism in its
incipient stage.

Yes, the Progressive Take-Over Plans
become clearer and clearer in technique
and execution. And they look like hold-
ing great chances for success.

However, séveral snags may show up
before their accomplishment.

First, Stalin has over-reached himself
in Asia and has his hands full with this
Head Laundryman, Maio Sei-Tung, who
shows an alarming tendency to do as he
pleases. Indeed, word comes undercover
from several overseas sources that the
Kremlin may find it necessary to estab-
lish an independent soviet republic in
Manchukuo, to keep the Chinamen out
of Russian Siberia, and Maio isn’t going
to like thar a little bit. Soviet leaders, in
other words, before another six months
are out, may find themselves at logger-
heads as between each other with ideality
of communistic prestige hitting new lows.

Second, Stalin through his United Na-
tions agents has handled his American
diplomacy in such a manner as to get
himself cordially disliked and distrusted,
and bestirred universal rancor among the
rank and file of Americans, so that any-
thing communistic is anathema. The
breach is widening daily and hourly be-
tween diplomats of east and west, and
it’s not a situation that makes for sym-
pathy and camaraderie between Stalin
and the American masses. No longer do
Americans as Americans think there’s

much ' that’s attractive in any form of
Russian counselling, and complete out-
lawing of the Communist Party through-
out our whole 48 States is only a matter
of time.

Third, no presidential candidate who’s
ever had anything to do with Commu-
nists, Communism, or Left-Wing organi-
zations, or even subscribed to the world
projects that are soviet in character, can
stand up to the pressures that are in-
evitable in this forthcoming presidential
campaign. The Eisenhower “boom” for
instance, is coming to be known as orig-
inally launched by James and Eleanor
Roosevelt; Claude Pepper the radical—
some say reddish—ex-senator who consis-
tently followed the comrades’ party line
while he was in the Senate and was re-
pudiated by the voters of Florida in con-
sequence; Americans for Democratic Ac-
tion, an assortment of extreme radicals,
although not officially connected with the
Communist Party; the Communist Party
itself, that never overlooks an opportun-
ity to give Eisenhower an ovation when
it can, on account of the soviet gangsters
having previously decorated Eisenhower
with the Order of Suvoroy, although no
mention has been made of what great
service Eisenhower could have performed
for the Russians to accord him this
“great” honor. No, Eisenhower is the
most vulnerable of all the presidential
candidates and can and will be torn to
pieces in a rough and tumble national
campaign.

Fourth, the United States is unique
throughout the world in ‘that it isn’t one
great nation to be gathered into Soviet
ranks from the too or by “capturing”
any people’s assembly—it’s a coalition of
48 small nations, the governor of each
of which is its independent president.
Even though a soviet coup were mampu-
lated at top federal level, it would still
be entirely legal and lawful for the gov-
ernor of any one American State to set
up opposition to our form of government
being altered at the top, and supply a
rallying standard for all Americans to re-
sist communism as any wholesale smoth-
eration,

Fifth and last, anv repetition of the
1929 stockmarket Crash may simply
sweep the prevailing bureaucracy out of
power completely and bring some con-
greysional  “investigations” beside which
those of the current moment will be
treated as small parades.

Turning the whole United States com-
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munistic is by no means the push-over
the alarmists had hoped. Long before it
gets near any stage of accomplishment,
the followers of clear-headed statesmen
like MacArthur may be emphatically
more than they are at present, and a
great American Nuremberg be set up,
which no less a personage than Senator
Bob Taft lamented several years ago as
establishing a precedent that the mischie-
vous elements in America might one day
rue.

It is by no means necessary for any
pro-communist take-over of all industry
to bz the remedy for workless mobs
throughout 48 States. There are alterna-
tives to strike-promoted demoralized in-
dustry that do not exceed constitutional
bounds.

Stirring times are ahead, yes. But the
practical snags in the way of successful
achievement of their objectives are Gar-
gantuan.

As the colloquialism has it, “keep your
shirts on, Americans”, and don’t squeal
before you’re hurt. Sooner or later, the
very essence of Christian Americanism,
not to mention cultural decency, is going
to smoke these international mipchief-
makers out into light of day.

That will be the Day of the Pay-Off.

We know a lot more about the causes
of national mischief and distress than we
knew in 1929-1930.

You don’t have to educateé the whole
public as the ultimate gesture in social
protection. If enough great leaders ex-
ist in a nation to act for the public, the
Great Subversion goes disastrously whack-
ey,

That’s what the real subversives are
worried about. And they are worried,
make no mistake about it!

Survival

HIS is the day of the
washing-out of a hundred
and one eccenttic move-
ments and paper organi-
zations, projected merely
to print reams of expos-
tulatory material against current condi-
tions and call it Saving the Nation by
Mass Action. Funds since the epochal
tax-take of March 15th have suddenly
shown an alarming tendency to dry up.
People no longer have ample moneys to
droo on greedy collection plates.
Soulcraft—when it was known as the
Liberation Assembly program throughout
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The Whole Soulcraft Wisdom in One Book

“Behold Life!”

} o *—r\ NCE every fifty years a book comes along so sweeping

mn 5, and dynamic and revolutionary that you never forget
( w \K having read it. Your whole angle on life is altered by
the thesis propounded in its pages. You look at the
world differently thereafter.

BEHOLD LIFE—the entire digest of the Soulcraft
philosophy— is such a book. It took two years to write and is now in its
second large printing. There are 331 .pages of fact and mysticism so ir-
refutable that you’ll understand why EVERYONE who goes in for Soul-
craft is automatically helped spiritually.
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A Description of the Whole Purpose
of Mortal Experience, Written in the
Style of Valor’s Weekly Cogitations!

BEHOLD LIFE gives you the whole working pattern of life—from the

lowest brute forms, up past man, into orders and octaves of what man
will one day become. You can call yourself an educated person after read-
ing and absorbing this startling work! You will find the exposition of the
entire SourLcrRAFT doctrire-- rold in language that a grammar-school pupi!
can understand—reconciling Theology and Evolution, and explaining a hun-
ired enigmas in Holy Writ and Science, that have hitherto been annoying
headaches to vou. The world, with all its mystifying and freakish animal
orders suddenly makes sense to you. A book for children as well as adults!

Price, Leatherette, Copy $4

SOULCRAFT PRESS, INC.
Noblesville, Indiana
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‘“‘ROAD
INTO
SUNRISE"”

A Happy Novel
for Sophisticated
People . .

W hy not read a novel that in-
spires and instructs as well as
entertains you? People today are
looking for a “lift” in their
reading ‘matter, and this mighty
story supplies it.

It portrays the possible effects
of lifted memory of previous
lives, while likewise taking its
leading woman character through
the portals of so-called Death.

It costs $6 a copy, for 658
pages, but you’ll discover it the
biggest $6 worth you ever bought
between covers.

]

Soulcraft Press
Noblesville, Indiana

the 48 States back in the 1930’s—weath-
ered every storm of economic stringency.
Indeed, the worse conditions became in
the Thirties, the more remarkable were
the Liberation-Soulcraft revenues. Peo-
ple appear to have an instinct as to where
real spiritual help and enlightenment lie
and see that their sources are maintained.

Soulcrafr is still carrying on and pub-
lishing its printed discourses and periodi-
cals regularly—without any other endow-
ments but voluntary donations on the
parts of individuals who find comfort
and peace of mind in staying close be-
neath the Soulcraft banner. Many of its
adherents declare frankly that they are
trimming down on. every other form of
public donation, in order to see that Soul-
craft endures again through the stringen-
cies ahead. Not an issue of any Soulcraft
periodical has been missed to the mo-
ment. If you don’t get your numbers on
the date that you should, it’s Uncle Sam’s
fault. One western reader wrote a blis-
tering epistle to Headquarters recently,
declaring he had received no VaLors
since February. In the next succeeding
mail arrived an abject apology, stating
that four numbers of the periodical for
March had all been delivered at one
time!

In the days immediately ahead, Soul-
craft invites every assistance you can sup-
ply to it, because you’re going to need its
consolations and recommendations when
conditions get truly tough.

Ten thousand dollars in needful, bona
fide expense moneys, are all that stand
in the way of complete lifting of the in-
hibitions around the editor of Varor. but
he has the stamina to carry on as he can
under them till the finances for relief and
exoneration can be secured.

See to it that Soulcraft gets the finan-
cial sinews to maintain itself resolutely,
no matter what the other demands on
your pocketbook. The national public
movement that survives the current pau-
city of finance will be the movement that
merits the awards awaiting it!

FOATUAITENCERNRNETT ) e AT E S

Steel Seizure
(Continued from Page 2)

under emergency war powers, and the
Taft-Hartley Act could not be used to
stop the rail strike because the act ex-
empts railroads from its provisions.
But the Taft-Hartley Act could have
been used in the Steel strike to prevent

a walkout for 80 days. If at the end of
that 80-day period no settlement was
reached, Congress, not the President,
could decide what to do.

The war emergency powers used pre-
viously by the President will expire when
the President signs the Japanese peace
treaty. They would have to be reimposed
by Congress to apply to the steel strike.
But since the President refuses to recog-
nize that we are at war in Korea, that it
is only a police action, what justification
would Congress have of granting him
war powers when there is no war?

The President has asked Congress to
establish “specific terms and conditions
with reference to the operation of the
steel mills by the government.” Congress
should tell the President this will not be
done. He should be told that Congress
has already passed a law adequate to
meet the national emergency brought on
by the steel strike threat, the Taft-Hart-
ley Act. The President can still use the
act, he could have used it two weeks ago
when a strike was threatened. The only
reason he did not was because of politics
and his subservience to the leaders of the
CIO.

Congress should remind the President
that he has no “inherent powers” under
the Constitution. The Bill of Rights,
which the President loves to quote, says
that he cannot seize private property
without due process of law—and no law
was invoked in this case. It says he can-
not seize private property without grant-
ing “just compensation”—and that has
not been done. It says he cannot search
and seize property without a warrant,
and he has done that.

Will Congress permit the President of
the United States to violate the Consti-
tution? Will Congress permit the Presi-
dent of the United States to act against
private individuals without any law?
These are the major questions before
Congress now, and Congress must decide
for the law and the Constitution or place
the freedom of every individual in Amer-
ica in jeopardy. If Mr. Truman can
seize the steel mills without any law to
go by, he can seize every home, every
business, every automobile, every farm
and every piece of property Americans
own whenever he pleases. This is exactly
what the Constitution was written to pre-
vent. It is exactly the reason why Amer-
icans fought a revolution—to protect
their property rights!

Congress should demand by resolution
or by statute that the President release
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the steel industries, that he invoke the
Taft-Hartley Act simultaneously to pre-
vent a strike.

Congress should then proceed to re-
write the labor laws of the United States
to break up the monopolistic power of
union labor, to ban industry-wide bar-
gaining and thus make industry-strikes
impossible. Congress should return to the
states the power to regulate labor dis-
putes within their borders. The power of
union labor has forced the Federal gov-
ernment into a position where it must
either regulate wages and hours and
working conditions directly or take sides
in labor-management disputes and force
a solution on one side or the other. To-
day the administration favors the union.
Tomorrow it might favor industry. In
either case the evils of labor monopoly,
like the evil of industry monopoly have
brought us to a crisis of liberty that on-
ly Congress can resolve.

Past Lives
(Continued from Page 6)

records, that each person, in periods be-
tween each of his lives, takes stock of
himself and his character-attainments up
through the ages, and gradually works
out the specifications of a career for him-
self containing items of experience which
he recognizes abstractly and dispassion-
ately he needs most.

A person’s temperament is largely the
arbiter of these items. What the tem-
perament does, or does not, contain de-
termines what the next succeeding life
is to comprise. If the temperament is
weak in this or that attribute, then
earthly conditions are contrived, or await-
ed, that will give him exactly that bene-
fit and none other.

Naturally it happens that such condi-
tions cannot be ordered or manufactured
with the kindly assistance of astute men-
tors to whom the interwoven affairs of
two billion human lives is a mere trifle
in cosmic mathematics-——and precisely the
right conditions provided so that the in-
dividual soul will get the definite incre-
ment and naught else.

That is why it often takes such
lengthy time between lives, not that the
spirit is unable to endure the stresses and
strains of a new ordeal in flesh so quick-
ly but that the opportunity is not avail-
able in world conditions for them to en-

ter and receive the experiences they know
they should suffer.

The period between lives, in a manner
of speaking, is the great examination-
time of Temperament, looking at them-
selves, weighing themselves, analyzing
themselves, deciding that no matter what
the cost, they must go through this or
that and come out with the needed prof-
its extracted.

One of the most astounding things in
examining such cases, is the raw cruelty
of certain souls to themselves, insisting
they shall endure persecutions, cruci-
fixions, penuries, and physical handicaps,
in order to gain spiritual advancement
with maximum speed.

OVER and over, in examining cases
where a particular soul in life seems
to be getting more than his or her share
of hard luck, we find that rtuly it is not
so muc hhard luck at all, that is being
so mysteriously encountered. The process
that actually is at work is, that in that
particular person’s case they made the de-
cision before entering upon the current
incarnation that they would take upon
themselves the troubles and the harass-
ments of two or more lives at once—or
in one life-sequence—in order to catch
up with others of their own group who
are further along the pathway.

We must never lose sight of the fact
that we only make the spiritual progress
that advances us along the route of cos-
mic attainment, by undergoing, and tri-
umphing over misfortune and hardship.
The more trouble one surmounts then
the stronger becomes the character and
the more eligible one is to enter the high-
er planes of Consciousness.

Therefore always make sure, when it
seems that you are having a particular-
ly tough time of it, that you have not
asked for just that travail, that your cos-
mic progress may be the swifter.

Temperament is concerned in all of
this to a greater degree than you think.
In fact, it is the experiencing of such or-
deal that refines temperament and results
in a lovable and beautiful spirit.

Tt is because of all the ordeals and
spiritual victories that vou have had in
the course of all your lives that you are
the person of character and stamina that
your friends recognize as You, today.
And the more lives you live, and the
more troubles you thrash to a standstill
in them, the faster is your cosmic prog-
ress up the worlds.
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. . COGITATIONS

UCH to my astonishment,
j COGITATIONS seems

% journal. More comments
# show up in the mail a-
bout it. At least a dozen visitors to Head-
quarters have confided, “I always read
Varor from the back to the front—the
last-page anecdotes first, then COGI-
TATIONS, then the Strange Experi-
ences, then whatever’s left.” But it was
a twenty-year-old youngster of a recent
Saturday afternoon who remarked,*I like
COGITATIONS most because it de-
scribes what a quaint, lonely, quiet coun-
try the United States must have been, a
generation back.” I discovered the lad
actually believed it. He couldn’t con-
ceive how American life could be lived
without a single automobile, a single air-
plane, a single movie house. Horse-and-
buggy days must have resembled living
in backwoods in the days of Daniel
Boone. I tried to convince him this na-
tion was anything but quaint or lonely,
but I certainly agreed with him that it
was quieter. No radios blaring at us from
every block—sometimes twenty to the
block, all different programs—no sound-
trucks howling for us to vote for this
demagogue or that galoot, no passenger
transports roaring overhead and when we
heard a noise like a backfire in the streets
we poured forth pronto and investigated,
because it generally meant a citizen had
been shot. We lived in a nation, at any
rate, where citizens could hear themselves
think. Even on holidays in town, where
traffic was thickest, the only noise was the
soft clop of horses’ hoofs. The older
generation will agree with me, I’ll hazard,
that considered as a national populace
we rarely collapsed from shattered nerves.
Yes, Noise, over the whole land, was min-
imized

E DIDN'T have the feature movie

with us, much less television, but
we did have the traveling stock company
to give us entertainment at the Old
Opery House, and the ten-twenty-thirty
melodrama. The ten-twenty-thirty melo-
drama meant that you could buy admis-
sion for ten, twenty, or thirty cents. And
what a howl you got for your money! . .
Among my earliest- recollections in the
office of the weekly newspaper where the
begrimed editor sometimes let me climb
a stool and stick my name in 36-point
type at the ripe old age of six, was the
press-feeder or compositor working the
hand-cutter to cut reams of old newspa-
pers into one-inch strips, then put the
strips under the knife the other way and
get inch-square particles of paper which
he dropped into buckets that were carried
away by the opera-house property-man to
be sprinkled down from the stage-loft
that night in imitation of snow. Such
plays as Way Down East, The Fatal
Wedding, Why She Loved, Lighthouse
by the Sea, and The Girl from Mexico,
brought tears to our naive eyes as the
forlorn heroine ventured forth into the
cruel paper snow storm after the villian
had done her wrong . . Once every sea-
son too, Uncle Tom’s Cabin came our
way, with the street parade at noon where
powerful stagehands in red coats led
the bloodhounds that were uniformly
Great Danes to make the flight of Eliza
across the ice appear more hazardous . .
Let no ex-bombardiers recently in from
the Front think that life in America
back at the turn of the century was
weary, stale, flat, or unprofitable . . Real
theaters, picnics, circuses, Chatauqua Lec-
tures, church suppers, holiday bike races
—nothing was mechanical in those days,
everything was original and individual.
Which reminds me of the significant
thing that occurred back in the town of
my boyhood dreams when a woman
temperance fanatic hit the place and an-
nounced that she meant to smash and
close every saloon, a la Carrie Nation . .

0—0
THE CURRENT generation, by and

large, has never heard of Carrie.
She was one of a breed of public charac-
ters who supplied the quaintness to our

lives back at the aforesaid turn of the
century. Starting out as temperance agi-
tator in 1899 from Medicine Lodge, Kan-
sas, she not only lectured throughout the
country but by public prayer and de-
nunciation she sought to save it from the
curse of the corner saloon. When public
prayer and denunciation failed, she’d
bring out her famous hatchet and assail
one of those places, smashing bar-fixtures,
bottles and beer kegs. Evidently the pro-
prietors were too chivalrous to stop her.
So her exploits became known as “hatch-
eting”. This woman who hit our town
wasn’t Carrie Herself but a prototype in-
spired by the original. She was a large,
mannish woman, in black clothes and a
severe bonnet, with a jaw like a pile-
driver, who made her living traveling
from place to place and encouraging
down-trodden wives to provide themselves
with axes and tackle the Demon Rum at
close quarters. And God knew, forsooth,
there was plenty of Demon Rum to be
tackled. Forty-four saloons to 12,000 peo-
ple, our municipality had, if I recall
right. They were lecherous places, dank
and cool usually in summer, smelling of
stale beer and sawdust. You could get a
schooner of beer in them for five cents
or a slug of Scotch for ten—and F. W.
Woolworth had nothing to do with eith-
er. This prototype’s name was Pritchard
and she was a mean female with an axe.
Actually I believe she got a greater kick
hearing the glass tinkle, than she did
vanquishing Rum—it did break with such
a nice noise, as all small boys of the
town could attest. But Old Man Bar-
tholomew, who ran the worst—meaning
the biggest—Grog Emporium in the place,
swore that no Dame Pritchard was com-
ing in to bust up his place, or she’d meet
some surprises she’d never known in Kan-
sas. He said so in the Weekly Journal,
after two joints down by the depot had
been reduced to slivered glass under the
auspices of the pious church ladies who
felt morally bound to help Old Battle-
axe clean up the town even though their
own husbands never drank anything
stronger than ginger beer, sarsaparilla,
or Peruna. Naturally, as the Campaign
Acainst Rum progressed, all middle class
citizens wondered what Old Barth would
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do to protect his premises in the event
the Catastrophe headed his way . . They
found out . .

0—o

SUCH PUBLISHED defiance infuri-
ated Battleaxe. That the town under
local option had voted the saloons “in”
for a season, that the saloon keepers paid
their taxes, conducted themselves decor-
ously and were otherwise model citizens
entitled to full police protection, never
seemed to occur to the embattled ladies
who had invited Madam Pritchard into
their midst. Madam Pritchard had the
“churches” behind her, and was entitled
morally to chop and hack and smash at
her pleasure. So, on a certain Saturday
night, when all the Polacks from the
chair factories were sinfully moistening
their thirsty whistles, Madam Pritchard
first held a “torchlight meeting” in the
Square—meaning that she orated and
flourished her hardware ominously from
a platform lighted by a dripping oil
torch-—and when the more lusty choris-
ters from the local churches had sung
all the more aggressive hymns, Madam
Pritch came down off her platform and
led the parade down the Hill to Barth’s
place. Naturally forty-seven small boys
were ahead or behind or roundabout, to
take in the gloriously destructive doing
and Old Barth thus got wind of it. The
first thing the customers knew of the on-
slaught was the cheery crash of the two
plate glass windows where Pritch led the
assailment with her murderous battleaxe.
Next she chopped the mirrored doors,
and Polacks took to back windows in
bunches. Above the roar and applause
from the church element, lifted Old
Rarth’s majestic profanity. He was con-
ducting an honest business, or believed
he was, and he’d be a so-and-so if any
crazy female was going to make junk
and ruin of two thousand dollars’ worth
of snazzy bar-fixtures. He went around
the end of his bar in three hops, and
faced the Madam coming in victoriously,
delivering her anathemas and calling him
a lot of names not recorded in the Bible.
Barth waited till she was well down the
room and then he let her have it. He had
it all arranged with his small Irish jani-
tor. What was it he let her have? . .
He let her have the full force of a big
coil of three-inch fire hose. within which
was very wet water, discharged, so to
speak, under town-hydrant pressure . .
it squirted as never water squirted—in a
gigantic whoosh! that went places

Why Not Own

FIVESDELUX]

WISDOM!

the Soulcraft Scripts
in Beautiful Bindings?

are now available, done in beautiful Burgundy bindings to
last through the years—each volume holding 13 Scripts in the
order as compiled and published . . PRICE $5 per Volume

E VOLUMES

fairs.
matter formerly issued in the

timely comment.

A Complete Library of Scripts

means that you will have acquired a finished compendium
of all phases and aspects of the Ageless Wisdom, expound-
ing practically every enigma and quandary in human af-
There will be 12 volumes of these Scripts, holding
156 discourses in all, covering eventually all the ésoteric

$25 for the Five

Liberation Pink Scripts in-

corporated into the Soulcraft series with additional and

SOULCRAFT CHAPELS
Noblesville,

Indiana

HE MADAM seemed to be cast in

role of a very big holocaust who
needed a lot of water to put out. She
was standing midway of the saloon, a
dozen feet from the entrance, when Lit-
tle Casey finished twirling the water-
cock. The big hose uncoiled like a mus-
cular python and the stream from its
nozzle hit the Madam broadside. Her
bonnet lifted off, nearlv decapitating her
head where its strings had been tied very

tight for the fray, she threw up both
hands, tossing the hatchet ceilingward
and forgetting all about it. She gave a
vast grunt that could be heard above the
velling crowd and hissing water, doubled
like a jack-knife and went out of that
saloon backward. And Old Barth ad-
vanced, and washed his place clean of
her. The force of that water could have
rolled out a horse—-certainly it rolled out
the Madam and most of her chinless
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Here are the printed versions
of the MAGIC CASEMENT
series of Electronic Discourses
available to you in one book!

WE HAVE ready for shipment same day ordered, one thou-

sand new volumes containing most of the prophetic mate-
rial that Soulcrafters have been hearing this past winter and spring
in the electronic discourses. The printed discourses are not com-
plete as Soulcrafters heard them on the broadcasts, but the Ameri-
ca we are going to have tomorrow after this Communist head-
ache is laid, is described.

A Clairvoyant Picture of Changes
Coming at Home and Abroad

THIS MOST recent printing from Soulcraft Press rns to 385

pages, done on India-tinted paper in the usual burgundy
covers distinguishing all deluxe volumes in the Soulcraft library.
If you didn’t hear the Macic CasemENTs series of broadcasts,
here is your opportunity to get the meat of them. These thousand
copies won’t last long, so get your order on record at once.

A Beautiful Volume:

$5

Soulcraft Press, Inc., Noblesville, Ind.

male choristers who’d come to sing
hymns when the Demon Rum lay pros-
trate. Immediately they too were lying on
sidewalk and in street, and while they
were prostrate, they were by no means
motionless—Old Barth saw to that. He
wetted his place considerable, but he did
save his bar-fixtures and most of his mer-
chandise. The man seemed grimly intent
on avenging all his fellow saloon-keepers,
once his big water-stream had that bunch
down. He raked ’em and he bowled
em. The Madam was turned over six
times in the midst of twice as many ten-
ors and basso profundoes. Of course the
usual number of Saturday night horses
ran away, and the pious ladies of the
town were by no means tardy in pick-
ing up their skirts and scrambling out
of range. But that put the quietus on
Madam Pritchard and her tilt with the
Demon Rum. The Demon Water had
washed her soul clean of any further ag-
gressive intents toward western Massa-
chusetts bartenders and the Demon Rum.
She couldn’t bring suit for the impromp-
tu laundering because she’d not only been
trespassing but destroying property as
well. And within a week there was such
a demand on the Boston hardwares for
three-inch firehose for bartenders that
their stock was cleaned out. The Water
Cure did it! Queer, now that I stop to
think of it, that a lot of other alien per-
sons aren’t similarly dealt with, who be-
think to take the law into their own
hands and fetch the millenium by person-
al violence . . Quaint, lonely, and quiet
country, eh? . . The only difference be-
tween it and the present was, its hijinks
were sane. At least, as I said, you could
hear yourself think . . Try it today,
providing you haven’t forgotten how! . .

—THE RECORDER

Living Standards
(Continued from Page 4)

any racials of white classifications. You
will see a particularly brilliant colored
man capable of holding his own with any
white, anywhere. These genealogical mu-
tations are usually recognized as coming
from direct denouement of personal kar-
mas, not workings out of racial progres-
sions. Caste in the congested eastern races
can easily be distinguished as sradations
within gradations, or individual souls
working from the lowest classes to the
highest within a given race before passing
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on to the next higher. In the case of the
high-grained colored person incarnating
among whites, undoubtedly you’re seeing
a white classification that in the individ-
ual instance requires to know the person-
alized reactions from being white in his
spirit while forcing himself to undergo
whatever social inhibitions may exist when
whites and blacks live together promis-
cuously.

These are forever individual quanda-
ries proceeding toward spiritual solutions
or benefits.

But in the broader sense, souls will in-
carnate again and again within the races
where their inclusion is determined by
general spiritual attainments. The soul
will incarnate in those races, in other
words, where it’s “spiritually at home”

and no amount of freakish left-wing
teaching or propagandizing, coming to
flower suddenly as in the world of the
past fifty years, can alter the Providen-
tial Stipulation for spirit progression con-
sidered as a program.

ONE OF the most interesting indica-
tions of what the profits spiritually
from incarnation in the various races may
be, insofar as standards of livirg are con-
cerned, has been a table of hgurcs re-
cently sent from Eurcpe, in which the
earned payments and take-home pay-
ments of the various nationals have been
listed—

NATIONAL AVERAGE TAKE-HOME
INCOME 1951 PAY
Frenchman g 661 g 396
German, 475 250
Hollander 563 294
Belgian 550 470
Ttalian 271 184
Englishman 875 412
American 1,721 1,262

These figures represent what the aver-
age Frenchman, German, Englishman,
etc., earns in the given year to support
himself and dependents. It’s a most re-
vealing table and one that Soulcrafters
can afford to mark and keep handy for
future reference.

These people, by deliberately getting
themselves botn year after year in the
ranks of these specified nationals, are
voluntarily submitting themselves to the
rigors of certain economic circumstances
and the spiritual increments coming out
of them. None of this is saying. let’s re-
peat, that because the average American
seems to earn more, he’s a better fish

“STAR GUESTS”’

PEOPLE who want to get the en-
tire Soulcraft Doctrine should
read the books in the following or-
der: Why I Believe the Dead Are
Alive, Behold Life, and Star Guests.

There are several other Soulcraft
volumes treating of special subjects,
such as Thinking Alive, Earth Comes
and Thresholds of Tomorrow, but
the first three named give the whole
plan of life in progressive revelation.’

If you’re interested in Christian
Mysticism these books will prove a
rare treat to you. Along with the
Golden Scripts, which have just
been reprinted in an 844-page edi-
tion, the Soulcraft books offer the
greatest wealth of esoteric informa-
tion found in America today.

Here is everything contained in
the Ageless Wisdom of the mystics
plus the latest findings of modern
psychical research. The whole cos-
mic scheme of Creation is expound-
ed in these pages, including the in-
famous Sodomic Era and “Fall of
the Angels” resulting in the real sin
of Adam—strangely tied up with
the Missing Link of the Darwinian
Evolutionists.

Anyone reading and absorbing
these books possesses a unique edu-
cation. Particularly does he under-
stand the spiritual history of the
human race. Out-of-print copies
of the Soulcraft books have sold
for as high as $40 the volume. And
their printing has always been com-
mensurate with their contents.

The Deluxe Edition is now exhausted on this fundamental
Soulcraft work, but 200 copies are still available in Cloth
for 3 each, prepaid. The whole Soulcraft background is

contained in this esoteric treatment of human origins . .

SOULCRAFT PRESS, Inc.

than the average Frenchman, German,
or Englishman in the individual instance.
It’s saying that each recognizes he has
cartain problems to work out among his
fellows of that given economic classifica-
tion, to either benefit himself, or benefit
society as a whole.

Taking the long-throw on these cos-

mic identifications goes a lengthy way in

rationalizing why the racial problem all
over the earth, is what it is today. Giv-
ing the Hottentot a free bottle of milk
every morning to improve his breakfast,
isn’t going to make him any less the
Hottentot.

Breaking into the seniority house by
sophomores or juniors never makes the
academic student a senior.
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N INQUISITIVE bureaucrat was

interviewing members of an orches-
tra.

“What wages do you draw?” he asked
the first violin.

“Twenty dollars a day,” the musician
answered.

The musician just above the violinist
was the bass drummer. “And what wages
do you command for booming that
thing?”

“I get ten dollars a night,” the drum-
mer reported.

The bureaucrat looked disgusted.

“Put it under your chin. You'd get
twice as much.”

AN INSTRUCTOR was conducting
a science course at a local high
school. One of the requirements in a
written quiz was, “Define a bolt and nut,
and explain the difference, if any.”

One of the girl students wrote: “A
bolt is a thing like a stick, of hard metal
such as iron, with a square bunch on one
end and a lot of scratching wound around
the other end. A nut is similar to the bolt
only just the opposite, being a hole in a
little chunk of iron sawed off short, with
wrinkles around the inside of the hole.”

The startled professor marked that one
with a large “A” . .

OND mother said to Fond father,

“You know, I really think that beast-

ly man upstairs doesn’t like little Reg-

inald to play on the drum we gave him.”

“What gives you that idea?” the fath-
er inquired.

“This afternoon when Reginald started
to play, that man loaned the dear little
thing his opened jack-knife. Bet him a
nickel he didn’t know what was inside
our beautiful gift.”

THE OPERA troupe was short a per-
former for William Tell. The man-
ager went out front and sought to dra-
goon the colored ijanitor.

“All you have to do,” he explained, “is
stand perfectly still while the marksman
shoots the apple off your head. Very
simple and perfectly safe.”

Gaped the janitor, “Shoot what ap-
ple? . . off whose haid? . . when?”

You Ought to Hear
the Recorder’s Talk

on a hew American

STAMINA

in the current electronic broad-
cast.
issues before the nation are dis-
cussed in the light of Clairvoy-
ant Forecasts. The text on the
electronic tapes or wires com-
prises a major feature of Soul-
craft instruction.

The two great spiritual

START A CHAPEL!

Get information about a wire or tape Recorder, from
Soulcraft Headquarters. The reels are sent you on a basis
of your donating to the work what you consider them to
be worth, for the spiritual good they have done you.

N OVER-WROUGHT public offi-

cial had just entered heaven and was
settling down for the good rest that
awaited the faithful and overly paged,
when a cherub bellhop winged into view
and informed him that he was wanted
right away on the ouija board.

HE TEACHER asked the class how
to define nonsense.
The boy with the owlish spectacles
thought a moment.
“Please, Miss Jones, I think it would
be an elephant hanging over a cliff with
his tail tied to a daisy.”

¢¢ AMA,” said little Nellie, looking
up at the starry skies one eve-
ning, “what a delightful p'ace heaven

must be when its wrong side is so beauti-
ful!”

A COUNTRY housewife, recently

married, decided to try her hand
at cake-making. The result was decidedly
on the heavy-side. After offering it to
various hired men and having it refused,
she threw it in disgust to the ducks in the
farmyard pool.

A new hand thrust his head in the

doorway.

“Lady,” he announced, “you better
come out quick. Your ducks have sunk.”

HE TEACHER said, “Now, Johnny,
tell me what kind of clothes pussy

wears.”

“Clothes?” asked Johnny.

“Yes. Does she wear wool? Does she
wear feathers?”

“You poor lady. Ain’t you ever seen
a cat?”





