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STRENGTH
IS BEING
FORGED..
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e HERE is a point reached in screamings of

) (“(‘&') catastrophe when the mature intellect
/\\ Lu“/;}% reache_s guiet?sm. .

AR i Quietism is a state of being non-ex-
&ﬂg}%_ﬁ& cited, non-agitated. It is not tranquillity,

it is far from being stalemate. It is im-
perturbability based on knowledge, or better still, Vigi-
lance in Bivouac.

Actually we have begun to pass through mighty times.
Little men read them only in terms of other personalities
—competent, vicious or inadequate to treat with them,
as the case may be. Average men judge them by develop-
ment of events. The exceptional intellect, rich in esoteric
wisdom, sees Great Ideas in crucible, and strength being
forged on Anvils of Drama.

The only thing that truly merits getting excited about,
is one’s own capability to weigh properly all three, ap-
praise the objectives being arrived at, and feel secure in
the spiritual consciousness that Right itself is in process
of demonstration .

O PERUSE the bushel-baskets of vigilante literature
being issued and circulated at this particular period
would lead to the conclusion that, without question, every
last detail has now been fixed for the complete “take-
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over” of all culture and morality, that the bottom goes
out of the world presently with a roar, and all factors of
civilization are about to slide into the Pit of Avernus like
a child’s Christmas toys off a dining room table when a
hoodlum upsets it. (over)
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Specifically here in the United States,
one would gather from the avalanche of
expose brochures screaming of cataclysm
—terrestrial, economic or civic—nothing
is wanting now but the election of one
of two satraps to the highest national of-
fice to produce the Time of Trouble
such there has never been since there was
a nation. Scarcely one constructive note
in the garrulity of the whole of it! One
would conclude that the entire human
race has been piling up its ingenuities
and moral gains for the last five thousand
years a purpose to provide a show siz-
able enough to permit of real spectacle
as the Toboggan Slide to Hades begins
“as soon as election day is out of the
way” .

In the light of History, things don’t
happen in that manner.

THE 5th day of November of this

year, as all years that have ever been,
will doubtless dawn as serene and un-
eventful as any day in the years gone
before.

What actually we see happening is a
humanity waxing dramatic over the dif-
ficult pay-off of two psychopathic world
wars that burned up the accumulated
savings of 400 years on the continent,
with certain racial and economic ele-
ments striving with the courage of des-
peration so to secure themselves in the
bedlam or entrench themselves dicta-
torially before the whole world pestilence
begins to mend, or they as individuals
be held to accounting.

The real predicament of the Ameri-
can would the more astutely seem to be
that the politicos have gone hysterical—
meaning slightly aberrational—over some
method for maintaining a fallacious eco-
nomic structure that won’t work any
longer, because the collapse of such struc-
ture certainly carries them off the scenes
of directorship. It is possible Loss of
Power that is corroding their gizzards.
Thus do they dance the Witches Dance
of Desperation—in a self-pity they mis-
name Cataclysm . .

The true cataclysm therefore, is po-
litically personal.

God has been so inconsiderate as to
give this earth-scene too much of every-
thing and the politicos would handle it
as they once handled situations where
there wasn’t enough to go ’round.

Of course these politicos need a scape-
goat and whipping-boy for their own
stupidity and ineptness. So it’s Marxism,

And a world racial minority, as artful

as it’s crafty, is up to Britain’s old tech-
nique of Dividing and Ruling—or Play-
ing Both Ends against the Middle—in-
cidentally cramming everything that is
not nailed down or locked up, into its
pockets, bethinking to use it later to buy
immunity from responsibility or bargain
its way out of the General Mass occa-
sioned from nothing but common stu-
pidity wedded to misinformation . .

I AVING geared the economy of this

areat Republic to wholesale arma-
ment manufacture at swollen figures be-
fitting major emergency, there must be
perpetual military menace to maintain
such status quo.

The greatest hell that could happen
would be for the Iron Curtain veiling
Pussia to go down in one gigantic flop
of broken and twisted cables, like a mis-
hap in an opera house, and reveal the
g-neral clutter and confusion of props
25d mechanisms behind the scenes.

Without a world military enemy—or
rather, without international conflict—to
keep the performance operating, the
whole drama slides into gargantuan
burlesque. !

The sedate mind views all this with
rzasonable equipoise and waits for such
values to sort themselves out . .

Actually, while the bedlam is in full
t'lt, sizable segments of the race are
Iratning strength and balance.

Strength and balance are what they
r2ed most.

HE GREAT heebie-jecbies called up
next to keen American humanity’s
bedevilment at the boiling-point—Soviet
Russia doing little else than hypocritical-

ly wheezing for Peace—is the Coming
of the Man of Evil. This malodorous
super-character follows the Flying Sau-
cer controversy at bidding for public
alarm. Of course the possibility that Hit-
ler is still alive isn’t overlooked. The
whole vast whirlwind of halitosis blows
hither and yon, seeking to asphyxiate
whole continents.

Isn’t it about time that somebody
stepped forward and depicted the Devil
Himself running about in shorts—pro-
ducing the abdominal merriment so sad-
ly lacking among a humankind with
nothing else to laugh at but itself?

However, there are certain develop-
ments that mankind can count on, par-
ticularly in United States, and they have
little to do with fabricated calamity, pro-
duced for the purpose of scaring all na-
tions into fits.

First, there’s the sensible probability
that wholesale deflation of a spurious
war economy is on the cards. Actual
cash-money is running out in America,
due to the squanderbust policies of vari-
ous Administrations resulting in tax
levies that the public purse can’t stand.

Second, the millions of Asia and the
East—particularly the Near East—are
suffering economic privations, from war,
civic stupidities, or locust swarms, that
sooner or later are going to drive them
to desperate measures, upsetting align-
ments of States and creating chaotic con-
ditions that start China’s masses toward
the Meditertanean.

Third, this one-world United Nations
thing may attempt to move in upon the
internal affairs of chaotic Americans and
dictate to intelligent freemen, of a high
order of general culture, how their af-
fairs shall be run. And the issue must
come to focus and be acted upon, . .
When and How shall it be scrapped?

Outside of these, there’s nothing to
worry about.

KEEP YOUR eyes on these three—
Deflation bringing economic read-
justments;

Oriental famine making new interna-
tional alignments;

United Nations attempting to enact
the role of Dr. Fixit for the earth, and

enraged Americans driving the. whols . . .

meddling caboodle into the Atlantic and
other oceans with barrel-staves, and es-
tablishing a cordon of vigilant poodles
from Rockport, Maine, to Miami, to see
that none of the sotry mob swims bacl
Men with their heads screwed on tight-
(Continued from Page 11)




The World Deceiver
and Man of Ewil

MAN named Hollenbeck
seems to have written a
7‘ book. He calls it The Su-
~’. per-Deceiver on the World
Horizon. Harry G. Gard-
ner of 1044 South Olive
Street, Los Angeles, is the publisher,
and it sells for one of Mr. Truman’s de-
flated dollars. VaLor gives the work this
gratis publicity because it is apparently
worth reading it for no other reason
than to develop spiritual vigilance for
something that the Golden Scripts de-
clare to be very real and substantial be-
fore this Piscean Sequence is finished.

The book by Mr. Hollenbeck affects
to give his personal experiences with one
Prince Abdul Baraba Baha who is de-
clared to dwell somewhere in the Near
East—in a palace on the banks of the
Euphrates, to be specific—and the au-
thor was able to visit him because he was
a friend of this Prince’s cousin, King
Feisal of Iraq.

The general information thus given
out to this bedeviled world has it that
Abdul is without the slightest doubt the
Evil Person and Anti-Christ mentioned
in various scriptures since time immem-
orial. Said to have been born in Mecca
in 1894, making him now about 58 years
old—certainly old enough to have more
sense than to try to play the role of any
Anti-Christ—he is depicted as an illegiti-
mate descendant of the Sultan of Tur-
key.

Among Abdul’s capabilities, it is al-
leged, he has a super mind, can raise the
dead, command the elements, and convey
himself anywhere within an instant of
time. Stalin is thought to be one of his
cohorts. Abdul, it is, who will take over,
says Hollenbeck, when things get so bad
that people do not know what to do ex-
cepting jump in the river. Then he will
come forth as a Savior—not, however,
out of any river—to help them after he’s
won their confidence by accomplishing
much good.

But after three and a half years of ac-
complishing much good, Abbie is going
to run berserk. He will turn on earth’s
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Is He Prince
Abdul

Baraba

Baha . .
and So What?

millions and use his evil genius to mess
global matters up worse than ever. In
proof of it, the information is conveyed
that the Grand Mufti of Jerusalem is
one of his agents and he’s accepted by
both Arabs and Israclites as the Messiah
who “is to come.” Said to be a direct de-
scendant of Abraham, he’ll try to bring
the whole world into thrall.

This being duly heralded everywhere
about the earth, all scared cats will kind-
ly take to the side streets and peek a-
round building corners.

Someone should capitalize on the
whole of it and give Abdul a comic strip
between Dagwood and Buck Rogers.

AYBE there is such a party and
maybe there isn’t. VALor wouldn’t
know.

But Varor does know plenty about
the entire roster of workers of iniquity
on the five continents, and it knows what
the Golden Scripts have to say about An-
ti-Christ as a personage. All over the
country the letters are coming in, asking
if this is indeed the personage mentioned
in Chapter 249 of the Golden Scripts,
page 819. Suppose we review the signifi-
cant portions of this chapter and see how
the Elder Brother regards the real Man
of Evil who is to come suddenly. Chap-
ter 249 says—

“My Beloved, I adjure you . . I tell
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you it cometh to pass that an evil man
shall rise up and address you; behold, he
shall say, There are those who would
stand in the way of my conquest; there
are those I would murder that my will
have obedience.

“I tell you it is reported unto Me that
a great blindness shall descend upon the
nations in that this man stalketh among
humankind. He cometh swiftly, he com-
eth suddenly; I tell you he cometh with-
out giving warning. Thus do ye treat
with him—

“In the moment that he cometh, make
ye no pretense of challenging his vaunt-
ings. Say unto your minions, It behoov-
eth us that we go not out to meet this
man for presently he falleth; lo, from bis
own defilements doth his power dethrone
him. He taketh an evil glove and gloveth
an evil hand. Behold he shall feel the
sting of the adder in the glove and his
hand shall be pierced by that which doth
fell him.

“So be it, beloved. I warn you in sea-
son. I say unto you, Go not out to con-
front this man, but abide in your tents
till the moment arriveth that he falleth.
Then shall his falling be your signal for
a great inrush of the cohorts of righteous-
ness.

“Not until then, I tell you, beloved,
Let the man come first,
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“Thus is it Written.

“Let the nations resort unto armings,
verily let them come to their misunder-
standings. Let them rant, let them rave,
let the man pursue his calling.

“I tell you that he falleth. 1 say the
nations fall also, by his wickedness. They
shall be as those that are cast among fer-
rets; verily the weasels shall burrow in
their vitals, they shall sting with a pain
that is mighty in its sharpness.

“Be ye not concerned. Be about your
labors. Do your goodly deeds. Encourage
ye the righteous. Have ye discourse with
those who are of principle. Say ye, We
prepare the way for the Lord’s coming,
we go out joyously to meet and to greet
Him . . It shall come to pass, beloved,
that ye shall be ennobled in ways that ye
know not. Ye shall have a song upon
your lips for the moment of correctly
making anthem! . .

THERE is more to this chapter but
having little or no concern with the
Evil Man. The fact that he is some sort
of forthcoming factor in the events of
earth is deemed of sufficient importance,
however, to make a specific reference to
him in such a compilation of great sa-
cred manuscripts.

Varor, let it be repeated, has no
means of pronouncing whether or not
Prince Baha is the personage indicated.
It would appear odd, perhaps, that the
same source dictating the warning as
above should not be equally available for
supplying identifications. The unlearned
in such matters would decide, why can-
not corroboration or denial come through
in flat terms of “This is the man indi-
cated” or “This is not the man indicat-
ed?”

The answer to this would be, that bona
fide Higher Sources do not interfere with
any mortal’s faculties of discrimination,
or do aught that would lessen the powers
of the individual and discernment. If
this were not so, one would soon find
himself living his life with “the Other
Side” doing all his thinking and decid-
ing, and the feature of judgment and
decision that much weakened. “Familiar
Spirits”, not high-principled mentors, are
usually those who readily accommodate
with such identifications too readily. The
impairment of the faculties of vigilance
is another item to be taken into consid-
eration. !

It is the divine brevet, appatently, to
give the warning that the evil character,

(Continued on Page 14)

JPON what scented epitaphs in graveyards sere
Are cut all dares of those the earth writes
dead?
Where are the jailer's records, with all souls
: released
And sins entombed by Memory in Time's head?
What are these mocking bastions that each life must scale
But sterner segments of new fancy's winning weave,
That we, by prearrangement, seek such earthy vaults
The phantoms of all soul-aches to deceive?

Are we not sworded might that each life’s whims embrace,
To make all headstones dance with laughs sublime?
Have we not princes’ garb displayed in vassal marts
To price all wares of Love in pence of Time?

Hand up the Harp of Anguish with its sweet strings taut
To ballad wares of Mercy at Grief's door,

That we may pay our charge to Constancy’s sweet troths,
And by the paying, learn to pay the more!

What waltzing lyrics would a crippled poet sing

That we must bear his coarsened note of hate,
When underneath the velvets of a castle’s coats

He brings all thrills of cotter’s garbs to mate?
These, then, our winnings from all Pasts in manifold

When Beauty’s door unlocked is, by God's Key,
And underneath the blooded spill of careless ire

Brings home the melt of Understanding Eyes to me!

These then, our sweepstakes from all Games of Loss,
These then, our arrows barbed with Peace Serene!
High on all mountain tips of Youth's aspirings missed
We have the eagles in all zeniths seen.
Come, rest then, Soul, and let all moons go down,
Each dawn will pay its fated changing score,
There must unerring sunrise light each dredge of dreams
That every morning’s sun shall pry Love's heart-tight
door!




The Meaning of Existence
Outside an Organic Body

IHE question is bound to
arise in the mind of the
layman who is being in-
troduced to these appat-
ent fundamentals of Cos-
43 mos for the first time:
“If Consciousness in the utterly discar-
nate state has the appearance of a blob
of Light, and in a manner of speaking
that blob of Light can ‘think’ or be
aware of its own ability to perceive, of
what possible use is it to itself or to the
universe? Lacking any sort of mechan-
ism by which to get effects on materials,
is it not quite as badly off as though it
had no awareness at all?”

An interesting and logical inquiry is
propounded here. It harks back in a
handful of words to what appear to be
the very causations of the materialistic
universe.

There is one school of thought, not so
erudite in cosmic processes, that holds
the earth to have been created for Man,
for his profit and pleasurable develop-
ment.

There is another school of thought,
founded upon what appears to be the
more logical discarnate testimony, that
holds the earth to have been created for
Life in the self-conscious sense, no mat-
ter what the form in which it manifests,
and that Man as we know him in this
stage of his unfoldment is but one high-
ly-advanced exhibit of such life.

Certainly the latter hypothesis would
seem to present the better confirmation
of the findings of the geologists and an-
thropologists.

If nothing but algae lived upon this
planet for thirty million years, and then
for another fifteen million years nothing
lived upon it but jellyfish and inverte-
brates, it smacks of provincial bombast
to maintain that such interminable peri-
ods showed such Life exhibits merely to
prepare for the appearance of a creature
called Man.

Such an argument might make a cer-
tain crude sense, were Man as we ob-
setve him today a final and finished
product. True, he seems not a final and

Another Paper Aiding You
to Understand Why Life
Is What You Find It . .

finished product. True, he seems to be
the most facile and astute display of
Life that the earthly scene presents at
present. That, however, is but a curiosity
of development and not the end of de-
velopment in itself.

Man as we observe him today is still
continuing in biological and spiritual al-
terations and enlargements. Both as an
individual and a species he is changing
from moment to moment. The fact that
the changes are so infinitesimal that they
can only be discerned after the passing
of decades or “ages,” does not deny the
fact of their occurrence.

In the National Bureau of Standards
in Washington, D. C., there are said to
be instruments so fine that they can
measure the outward “give” of a two-
foot brick wall when an ordinary 150-1b
man rests his shoulder against its sur-
face. Ninety-nine out of a hundred peo-
ple would not suspect that a two-foot-
thick wall moves at all by the leaning of
any person against it. But the fact that
they cannot perceive it, does not alter the
fact that the instruments prove otherwise.
And by the same token, the developments
and growths of mortal existence, both bi-
ological and spiritual, are happenings
without instruments’ being in existence
by which to gauge them over definite
periods of time.

MAN IS not a final or completed

product. He is a spiritually moti-
vated exhibit of biological change in op-
eration. And this being reasonably ap-
parent, the earth as we know it must have
been projected as an arena for such op-
eration and not a product as at any time

recognizable. Because there is no place at
which the operating stops!

As stated previously, Man in his state
of development or unfoldment a million
years hence, may be a physical perform-
ance of Consciousness as far removed
from the jellyfish of the Paleozoic Period.

Thirty million years from today, the
Life Exhibit known as human may have
become something not conceivable to our
intellects in the present.

So the safer way to consider it is to
allow that there is some connection be-
tween Consciousness and the time-space
arena in which Consciousness operates to
get effects upon itself.

This being conceded, it next follows
that Consciousness must participate in
all progressing forms composing such
time-space arena, in order to make that
area understandable for what it is at all.

And as one interminable organism
would be impractical in which the indi-
vidual unit carries out the evolutionary
or growth processes—due to accidents
which result in injuty or erasement of
the one interminable organism—it fol-
lows that there must be a program of
successive forms provided, and processes
made available, by which Consciousness
can participate in each and all of them
as they manifest distinctively.

O we have biological forms made and
provided, and their evolutions chart-
ed, and we have spiritual essences period-
ically occupying those forms as they of-
fer distinctive experiencings to the es-
sences so housed.
Considering the layman’s interrogation,
therefore, as to what possible use to either
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itself or the universe utterly discarnate
Consciousness may be, we can put down
the premise of our answer in this man-
ner—

“Use” does not enter into the prop-
osition when considering Consciousness
for what it is within its intrinsic self.
As well demand of what use God is, to
Himself! God IS! He is, so to speak,
a conditioning in—or of—Cosmos. So
likewise is Consciousness a conditioning
in, or of Cosmos, insofar as any one
spiritual essence unit be involved.

Consciousness in its completely discar-
nate periods is the self-realizing sum-
total of all its educative experiencings
up to—or at—any given meeasuring-
mark in Eternity. As such, it may in a
sense be called an Accomplishment. And
an accomplishment does not have to jus-
tify itself by standards of profit or loss,
since of itself it is a standard.

UTTER discarnation might be ac-

cepted as the periodic interlude in
progressing achievement when spirit-es-
sence takes inventory of what have been
its profits during incarnation, with a
view to determining what additional ex-
periencings looking toward further un-
foldments, are to be.

It is not a static state, neither is it a
wholly meditative state. It is merely a
state divorced from all subservience to
educating Form, wherein it can observe
itself devoid of the slightest inhibitions
or influences affecting it outside itself.

As such, of course, it not only would
require no form, but Form would render
imperfect the state of such self-discern-
ments,

HE ACCEPTED theory—or hy-

pothesis—of most orthodox meta-
physicians is, that the human spirit-es-
sence “dies” out of more than one body
before its discarnation is complete and it
is in a condition where it can start the
reincarnational cycle anew. The first
“death” is spiritual evacuation of the
common mortal vehicle, which, after be-
ing so evacuated, is called a corpse or
cadaver. But Consciousness in the hu-
man sense by no means finds itself in ut-
ter discarnation at once, If it did so, it
would suffer a bewilderment that in time
might injure or even destroy its appre-
ciation of self-identity.

According to the most logical attest-
ment we have upon the subject at this
stage, Consciousness evacuates the fleshly
vehicle into a more tenuous, and phys-

ically imperceptible, mechanism known
as the Pattern Body, or “cosmic archi-
tect” of the physical body, sometimes de-
scribed as the Light Body. Our most ad-
vanced scientists and physicists have now
recognized and identified this Electrical
Design—and measured it—as a factual
integrity unto itself.

In this more delicate vehicle, so ex-
tracted from the first gross material
body, Consciousness resides for a second
life-span, and, in the case of spirit-es-
sences that “die” in mortal childhood,
even bring such more tenuous body to a
norm of maturity. This succeeding exist-
ence in the Light-Pattern body is what
is commonly recognized as the orthodox
Hereafter.

Even our Bible, take note, refers con-
stantly to a “second death”. And while
this occurrence is steeped in superstition
and allegory, it must have some sort of
premise in tacit happening.

The metaphysical assumption is, that
“death” or evacuation by the spirit takes
place out of this Pattern Body as well—
which has maintained itself as a sort of
sublimated replica of the body first
shaped and used on earth.

As to what the series of bodies may re-
semble out of which the spirit-essence
“dies” by evacuation, we have no reli-
able testimony at the present moment,
or in our current unfoldment of Con-
sciousness. Some of the eastern religions
depict them as high as nine, and offer
details concerning each.

For practical consideration, the number
is immaterial. It is the “purpose” of the
process in which we are interested.

Viewed from the angle of existence in
any one of those life-bodies, Almighty
Providence seems to have provided a
means by them, that to all intents and

designs offers easement of shock of self-
aware spirit as it proceeds from acknowl-
edgment of itself in the physical sense
to realization of itself in the discarnate
sense.

NINE OUT of ten people, when con-
sidering themselves at all, envision
themselves as being what is reflected in
their mirrors when they put themselves
in front of those mirrors. To plunge
them into total discarnation, or a state
of Abstract Consciousness at a stroke—
or by a single operation—would leave
them in utter panic, or a hapless state
of not being able to identify themselves
at all.

But by serried states of dying, and eas-
ing each time into a vehicle that more
nearly approximates discarnation, they
arrive at the essence of spiritual abstrac-
tion in their separate rights by assimilable
degrees.

Finally, when the cycle and its condi-
tionings of spirit have been fully com-
prehended, and they have become orient-
ed to a Consciousness-condition that tru-
ly requires no vehicle-condition to func-
tion, they are ready to synchronize their
abstract vibration with the biological vi-
bration of the pregnant mother and the
developing contents of her womb, take
control of embryo or fetus, and go
through the body-occupying program a-
new.

LIFE outside the fleshly vehicle, there-
fore, is obdurate in this: that it al-
ways runs its course distinctive of the sit-
uation or conditioning in which it is sup-
posed to manifest without detracting in
the slightest from an inherent capability
to self-awareness, and having performed
the rite unto itself on each occasion, it
subjects itself to the next phase or con-
ditioning of the cycle-process at hand or
available for its performance.

You cannot have Life totally extinct
as to consciousness in some form. But
you can have life extinct as to conscious-
ness in the sentient form—that is, the
capability of profiting from experiencings
through direct and swift processing from
the senses.

We go and come in each conditioning
as it is presented to us for immediate
natural involvement; but no matter what
our state or orientation, always we are
witnessing miracles and wonders that
leave impress on the maturing or expand-
ing Character. Which in turn is the con-
stant sum-total of ourselves in demon-

(Continued on Page 10)
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SUPERNATURAL

EXPERIENCES ..

IHE ANNALS of the
French Psychical Society
follow closely the records
of the British Society for
being the repository of
rich data of phenomena
above earthly physics in nature. The
American Society falls far behind in
striving to make accurate records of
similar cases in the United States—for
reasons that cannot be entered into here.
These matters are of interest to Soul-
crafters chiefly in this, that those of bona
fide nature disclose not only the existence
of other planes of conscious activity con-
tiguous to those of the mortal but dis-
close what connections may maintain be-
tween them. As we determine these, we
determine what the many phases of con-
scious life may be, or rather, what the
many aspects are which consciousness
may take.

For instance, referring again to the an-
nals of the French Society, consider the
phenomena occurring suddenly in the
little French village of Valence-en-Brie,
a peaceful little place of 700 inhabitants
—phenomena obviously from discarnate
sources that produced a human voice of
unprecedented volume from the deep
cellar on the premises of one Monsieur
Lebegue. Lebegue, by the way, was not
interested in any way, in psychical re-
search.

The Lebegues, an elderly man and
wife, with grandchildren living with
them, had a maid-servant who went into
the cellar after coal one morning, carry-
ing a candle. The candle is reported as
having been suddenly snuffed, and a
gruff voice, very loud and uttering coarse,
abuse, was heard, seeming to arise from
the earthern floor of the cellar beneath
her feet. The girl screamed and fled
back abovestairs, awaking master and
mistress. They listened, and plainly heard
the deep, gruff voice continuing in the
cellar even though the maid had gone
out of it. It was the commencement of
a couple of weeks of the most violent
antics in the house, resulting in no little

property damage. For what purpose? It
seemed to have no purpose.

However, it isn’t the purpose behind
such occurrences which interests us, but
the nature of the performances that in-
telligence out of organism can display
upon properties in our material world . .

IN THE DAYS following, the “voice”
in the Lebegue cellar continued to be
heard. The whole thing happened be-
fore the invention of radio, and was too
sustained and steady for any local prank-
ster to have kept it up merely for the
sake of mystifying or terrifying the old
couple. The Voice made such an uproar
that neighbors soon overheard it and
were drawn to the premises. Soon, to the
Lebegues’ consternation, it transferred
out of the basement of the modest little
structure and began to spread itself all
over the house. Investigators who came
to take notes on it confirmed the fact
that a week after the commencement of
the phenomenon the Voice could be
heard not only in the cellar but even in
the vestibule, in the kitchen, at the front
door, and in all rooms of the first floor
at the same time. The same voice, in oth-
er words, was reproducing itself, first in
one place and then another, even while
auditors were present and listening.

A Doctor Encausse, who made a de-
tailed record of the happenings for the
French Society, declared that in each in-
stance the Voice seemed to come out of
the ground, “but,” said he, “the tone is
so distinct and it breaks out in so many
places that any trickery seems impossible.”

Thereupon kinetic phenomena began.

SOME enormous planks, as well as a

cask, too heavy to be manipulated by
any single person, were on three occa-
sions moved from one end of the haunted
cellar to the other, an unoccupied room
on the first floor in which furniture had
been stored, had these articles lifted,
moved, turned upside down and general
confusion done among them. Two weeks
of this sort of thing, keeping up steadily
both night and day and suddenly the

of the house began to fly

window-panes
to pieces.

This last started to happen at four
o’clock of an afternoon, in broad day-
light and under the eyes of the bewil-
dered tenants and fascinated neighbors.
Further, a large mirror was broken in
such a way that it would have been im-
possible to reproduce the destruction ar-
tificially.

It was determined that this mirror,
and in certain cases panes of the window
glass, showed very clean circular holes,
not like holes made by a bullet or pro-
jectile having struck them from a dis-
tance, but with a convexity originating
from within the glass, some internal con-
dition of the material causing it to ex-
plode outward as from an electrical dis-
charge.

With all this unearthly manifestation
assailing the modest home, Lebegue’s
wife collapsed and had to be removed.
The children staying with the couple
were temoved as well. The maid was sent
elsewhere.

Here was a strange feature of the
manifesting, however, . . when Madame
Lebegue was transferred to the house of
a neighbor, the phenomena followed hber
there. Her bed was pushed about and al-
most turned upside down with the terri-
fied woman in it. Furnishings in the
neighbor’s room began to display anima-
tion. Fifty reliable witnesses attested lat-
er in court to the actuality of the whole
of it.

THE LITTLE Lebegue property was

almost ruined by the borings and ex-
cavatings that authorities carried on, to
determine whether mischief makers or
ventriloquists could have been responsible
for the mysteries. No electric wires nor

(Continued on Page 13)
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Leadership

S TIMES get tougher,

3N, 9.2 = a2

D

v, \W] the greater the percent-
A X3 age of human intellects—

3 X'( apparently—who allege to
o2 2" feel the urge toward do-

ing  something  about
them. Doing something about the times
takes the aspect in majority of cases of
addressing the human race in terms of,
“Do as I suggest you do, and your trou-
bles end.” Strange that few persons feel
the urge to point out better ways of liv-
ing to the race when times are good and
everyone is making money. Undoubted-
ly this last can be rationalized by the ex-
planation that when times are good and
everyone is making money, the human
race has no real troubles that need solv-
ing.

The spiritual progress of a people at
any given time in cosmic history is rare-
ly the cause of particular concernment.

A digest of the instructings in the
Golden Scripts would have it that true
leadership—a grandiose term for mentor-
ship—is merely the carrying out of a
compact made before entering flesh. On
any such basis, it pays no particular at-
tention as to whether the times are good
or bad. Its concern is executing the er-
rand for which it came into flesh.

Legion are the numbers of souls who
feel a divine dissatisfaction with the
earthly society into which they have come.
They desire to see the mundane world
patterned more along lines of the higher
octaves. Just as a constitutionally neat
woman flies into an indignation at being
asked to dwell in a slatternly house, and
rolls back her sleeves and starts the dirt
aflying and the clutter going out, so too
many gestures toward what is called

Leadership have the same motivation. It
isn’t necessarily mentorship of the race,

m it’s personal indignation at clutter and

confusion.

Nevertheless, there are the souls who
feel strange galvanisms of conscience to
do something more for society and its
bedlams than merely rant at them. These
people cast about for “what they can
join” that seems to hold practical possi-
bilities of social improvement—or eco-
nomic improvement, or political and civic
improvement. Choosing the likeliest—
meaning the movement that bestirs least
animosities in their own temperaments—
they roll up their sleeves like the indig-
nant housewives and prepare to make the
dirt fly. But soon they run against idio-
syncracies of individualities in those who
have formulated the current gesture, and
when they open the wrong window to
throw out certain debris, or fail to clean
some particular corner in the manner
that the founder of the enterprise ap-
proves, they are off upon a different tan-
gent to discover someone who approves
of what windows they open or their meth-
ods of cleaning corners so that dirt does
not abide.

What has Prenatal Compact got to do
with any of it?

Feeling the urge to make the true ges-
ture with Prenatal Compact the basis
is something that happens strictly within

the secret depths of the being, and wheth-
er society at the moment is doing good
or ill is wholly irrelevant.

Verse 10 of Chapter 81 of the Golden
Scripts declares, “These things are good
and profitable, that men must have a
leader in all ways wiser than themselves;
they must have a leader who harkeneth
to the counsel of perfection in affairs; he
must know his own godhood that he may
tell men of theirs.”

How many of the social busybodies,
who are “going to clean up this situa-
tion”, are so acutely aware of their own
godhood that they can tell men about
their own? The average social busybody
isn’t aware he’s got a godhood; what he’s
got is a vanity demanding exercise. Verse
41 of Chapter 80 tells of the real emolu-
ments for leadership: “Teach men, and
in teaching profit; help them, and in
helping, receive; ennoble them, and en-
nobling, know the blessings of service
which are compensation.”

Never was greater leadership in de-
mand than in times of the present, but
it comes of inner illumination after long
and sincere cogitation—or rather, Mem-
ory of the Pact comes after long and sin-
cere cogitation.

What is the criterion of true leader-
ship?

We might put it that leaders are iden-
tified as those who have gone all the way
through with teaching, helping, enno-
bling, whether the times be good or bad,
and are still going on in advance of the
human procession long after the mere
“indignant housewives”—male or female
—have shut the windows on what seems
to be a clean household and pronounced,
“Now we’ll live in a place that’s fit for
something higher than a pig.”

Time Running Out

{ENATOR Pat McCarran
of Nevada declared in
Denver on September 23,
“there is danger of a di-

2 X rect attack on the Unit-

ed States by the forces
of Communism.” He made the statement
to the western division convention of the

American Mining Congress. “For the

first time in our history,” he said, “we

are faced with the threat—and I mean
threat in the sense of recognized possi-
bility—of a direct attack upon our home-
land.” Then he went on to expound that

“attacks by Communism from within,

already have made fantastically success-

ful progress in the United States.”
This startling bit of information comes
somewhat in the nature of anti-climax.

Pelley of The Silver Legion was saying

that same thing back in 1936, only say-

ing it more effectively in fact that Mc-

Carren’s own Democratic Party led off

in screaming “Fascism!” and McCarran

stood by and uttered not a word when
and while Pelley was being dispatched to
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prison for actualizing his perspicacity.

McCarran is a good senator. He is
head of the Senate subcommittee on in-
ternal security. But what is he doing to
actively aid men like Dr. John T. Wood
of Idaho, who has the grey matter to
recognize that the greatest and most per-
nicious feeder to Marxism which we con-
front in America is the nefarious United
Nations, the secretary-general of which
was for years Josef Stalin’s personal
agent in Norway? What is he doing to-
ward evicting from American soil this
pestilential Moloch of confusion and be-
musement with a charter written by a
convicted felon upon pattern of the
charter of the U. S. S. R.? What is he
doing about the real brains of Marxism
ensconced in some of the highest depart-
ments of Washington government, possi-
bly the Supreme Court? The most effec-
tive directing heads of Marxism by no
means are so infantile as to go about
with membership cards of the Commu-
nist Party in their hip-pockets along with
their driving licenses.

Langer of North Dakota was the only
senator with the moral fortitude to stand
up in the Senate and inveigh against per-
secution of the anti-Communists by Me-
Carren’s own party and McCarren’s own
chief Executive. McCarren should get ex-
cited at this late day when the colt is
well-nigh out of the barn.

Nevertheless it’s nice for the Ameri-
can Mining Congress to be let in on the
1936 secret that Marxism in the United
States constitutes a clear and present
danger. Maybe in 1968 Brother McCar-
ren will arouse himself to tell the Amer-
ican Mining Congress that practically the
same interests using Marxism for the dis-
solution of the United States were the
personages pulling strings on the Demo.
cratic and Republican candidates behind
the scenes.

Time is running out, Senator.

By 1968 it may have run out entirely.

Fascist!

Locusts

P AAYS Manchester Boddy
ALY in the Los Angeles Daily
& News—
“Last Tuesday, from the
1l United Nations Food and
oY Fals | Agricultural  Organiza-
tion’s headquarters in Rome, came news
of a disastrous plague of locusts that may
alter the entire nature of the course of

events in Asia and the world. According
to FAO—

Tens of millions of desert locusts have
swept from their East African breeding
place with dramatic rapidity since the
start of the year.

Vast areas of French Somaliland, Eri-
trea, the Sudan, Aden, Yemen, Saudi
Arabia, Oman, Kuwait, Jordan, Egypt,
Israel, Syria, Iraq, Iran and Pakistan
are infested.

Present swarms are now breeding and
“a new generation of young locusts soon
will be on hand threatening the cotton
and grain of the Nile Delta on one side
and the rice fields of India on the other.

FAQO estimated that between 500 and
600 hectares (1.1 to 1.3 billion acres) of
Iran, running from the border of Iraq
to that of Pakistan, are infested with des-
ert locust eggs. That means a new plague
for the future.

On the day this news was released, the
India Food Relief committee (N. Y.)
sent out an appeal marked “urgent” that
said famine and trouth have struck 10
million people in Madras province, India,
where for seven years there has been in-
sufficient rainfall.

At the same time, the Daily Express of
London was voicing concern about the
spread of hoof and mouth disease in
Britain. It noted that since the present
outbreak started 34,000 animals have
been destroyed in an attempt to stamp
out the devastating disease.

The hoof and mouth disease is still on
the rampage in Canada where it is tak-
ing a heavy toll of beef. During the last
five years more than one million head of
cattle in Mexico have been destroyed
during the fight against the dread dis-
ease.

The world’s population continues to
grow. Every morning more than 68,000
new people appear at the world’s break-
fast table. That is the net increase of
births over deaths. Since World War II
broke out in 1939 it is estimated that
the world population has been increased
by no less than 200 million people; in
other words, by more than the entire
population of the United States! And
the increase continues at an accelerated
pace.

This means that, in terms of people,
a new population greater than the popu-
lation of the United States, will be add-
ed to our already crowded world every
10 years. And these new people don’t
wait until the 10th year to appear. New
stomachs are added every day!

A Book that will give
you something to think
| about so long as you
M} are alive! . .
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Why I Believe

THE DEAD
ARE
ALIVE!

!
O MATTER what your views
may be on the After-Life, hold
them in abeyance until you have
read this challenging volume nar-
rating most of the supernatural ex-
periences undergone by the Record-
er of the SOULCRAFT ScRIPTS, prac-
l tically all of them attested by wit-
nesses, then deny or refute continu-
' ity of existence if you can
i

Here are three hundred pages of
“true ghost stories” that carry a
stupendous significance. If they
had happened to you, would you
have reacted to them any different-
ly than the Author. taking him into
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SOULCRAFT PRESS, INC.
NOBLESVILLE, INDIANA

his role of the present?
! $3.00 the Copy
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Hundred of millions of dollars have
been expended in efforts to learn, as ex-
actly as possible, how the wotld popu-
lation is fed. While many conflicting in-
terpretations and conclusions have come
from these studies, on these points there
is complete agreement:

Two-thirds of the world’s people are
undernourished and a large proportion
are constantly threatened with actual
starvation.

The rate of food production has been
and is actually lagging behind at rate of
population increase.

Much of the world trouble—especially
in Asia—is caused directly by the con-
stant threat of starvation.

With such facts in mind, the vital sig-
nificance of news from Rome that the
worst plague of locusts in a hundred
years is threatening food supplies in Asia
becomes apparent.

Food is the most precious thing in the
world today. Properly used, it can do far
more to preserve peace in the world than
any number of atomic bombs, war planes,
tanks, cannon and soldiers.

As Sir John Boyd Orr, head of the
UN Food committee, put it:

“It is evident from this survey that
about half of the world’s population was
subsisting before the war at a level of
food consumption which was not high
enough to maintain normal health, al-
low for normal growth of children, or
furnish energy for normal work.

“World hunger is a far greater danger
to civilization and mankind than the
atomic bomb could ever be. If the
food problem is not solved, there will be
chaos in the world in the next 50 years.
The nations of the world are insane.
They are spending one-third their na-
tional incomes preparing for the next
war. They are applying their energies to
building up a war machine instead of ap-
plying world steel and industrial produc-
tion to conserving resources of the land,
in arresting erosion.”

SKEPTICS sniff contemptuously when

the proposition is seriously advanced
that God Almighty can take a hand in
this worldly mess and alter conditions
for man’s improvement or change of so-
cial trend.

The change of international trend, at
any rate, in the Near East, can have the
most basic repercussions from universal
famine beginning shifts of whole peoples
this way or that—presumably westward.

We shall probably hear much made

of the Locust Swarm. American food
will be requisitioned to lay relief on the
line, with economic effects on our hinter-
land farmers. We shall be asked to pay
the bill—when our national moneys are
running out to pay any bills.

By the way, if Russia is so big and so
altruistic, why doesn’t she come forward
in a mass gesture of altruism to help the
Near-Easters? providing sovietism
isn’t so powerful in Washington as to
put the inquiry in the category of sedi-
tion? . .

Discarnate Life
(Continued from Page 6)

strable aspect. All of which adds up to
this—

We find the units-of-Consciousness
that are our thinking or considering
selves precipitated into arenas of Form
that are mundane situations, or even
physical predicaments in order to arrive
at still more enhanced considerations of
our perpetually-discovered possibilities
as we progress upward through all con-
ditionings of Matter.

This being the accepted conclusion, it
follows that Life without any fleshly ve-
hicle must hold precisely as much “mean-
ing” as Life occupied with, or operating
in, any physical incasement, since both
are renderings of Eternal Spirit for
keeping all forms of so-called evolution
perpetual.

Let no one be so childish as to assume
that Life, as Life, can ever be totally un-
conscious, or unaware of itself as a
demonstrating phenomenon. Even when
we seem to be engaged in so-called
dreamless sleep, we are nonetheless think-
ing about ourselves. Because “think-
ing about ourselves” is the very essence
of physical occupancy or earthly habita-
tion.

Travel where you will in any octave of
self-confessed Reality, always you will
discover there the ability of occupying
units to think of self objectively.

Even subjectivity of Consciousness is
the child of objectivity.

It seems to be for the purpose of ar-
riving at subjectivity through objectivity,
that we have the phenomena of Con-
sciousness operating in—or bothering
with—mundane aspects of formal worlds
at all.

The lesson is a deep one and not to
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be lightly considered and then ignored.
The very essence of our being on earth
in the evolving spiritual manner, has its
premise in this great law of possession
and evacuation of that which educates
via expetiencings in Form.

Take that away, and even the very
thought of self-performing careers is ab-
ject senility.

What difference does it make “where”
you are?

The thing that counts is “what” you
are—in the light of what you have en-
dured as a three-dimensional world has
inexorably “shoved you around”—and
the conclusions you have drawn from the

control exercised over you by circum-
stance!

Forging Strength

(Continued from Page 2)

ly are actually fearful of nothing de-
veloping anywhere on this planet.

What truly seems happening is, that
God Almighty is putting enough squeeze
on the species in general to make it run
out of breath for its cacklings and give
serious thought to who, or what, is creat-
ing all the international disturbance and
why, and become a little more amenable
to a caste and corps of wits that can
still think dispassionately and make re-
adjustments that get our own Republic
through this bottleneck.

As for the bushel-baskets of so-called
expose literature, it all says one thing in
a hundred varieties of screeching, viz . .
Barney and Felix and Herbert—not to
ovetlook Anna—now have everything in
the bag and it’s only a question of time
before an odd hundred-million of native-
born Americans are to be shot against
the walls as kuliks, to give Barney, Felix,
Hetbert and Anna unobstructed sway.

Barney and Felix and Herbert—not to
overlook Anna—are being greatly over-
rated. They exist mainly in importance
because of all the notoriety in such prop-
aganda, and can be yanked off the scene
permanently, as one David was this past
week, by God Almighty, without so much
as a Now-you-see-’em-and-now-you-don’t.
Meantime, with or without them, the hu-
man race still has troubles requiring in-
tellect to solve.

Let’s stop thinking in personalities and
and get big enough to think in ideas and
nobilities.

There certainly is plenty to worry a-

(Continued on Page 15)
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Announcing the Soulcraft .

“ELUCIDATA”

(Pronounced “E-loo-cee-day-ta”)

A POCKET GLOSSARY OF 100 TERMS

THAT PUZZLE SOULCRAFTERS

No more running to the dictionary to
learn meanings of words while reading
Soulcraft literature. With the pocket-
sized ELucibATA at hand you turn to its
Index and find in a matter of seconds a
carefully prepared explanation of the
ten-pound word that baffles you . .

56 Pages Burgundy Binding
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“ALL ABOUT SOULCRAFT”

96 Pages of Information on Every
Activity and Angle of the Doctrine

OR YEARS Soulcrafters, chaplains and students alike, have
needed the whole story of Soulcraft contained in one pair
of covers, small and compact, that could be handed to in-

quiring friends for their understanding enlightenment.

this vital and handy little volume is available. Like the Gold-
en Scripts, it will be supplied without cost, in reasonable quan-
tities, to any and all who will use it for bringing to the spiritu-
ally hungry or unlearned what they most need to know for
their “peace of mind through Soulcraft.”

Now

Send to Soulcrajt for Copy Now!
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(HIS WEEK we've been
quickly  reprinting My
Seven Minutes in Eternity
here at the plant, while
Pve been struggling with
the closing chapters of
Something Better. I did have to take a
little time out to bring The Aftermath
up to date. And it was the fourth time
I’ve brought The Aftermath up to date.
I had an odd feeling when I realized
that Seven Minutes happened when I
was thirty-eight years old and that now
I'm nearly sixty-three. Which means that
The Aftermath covers practically twenty-
four years, almost a quarter-century.
Speaking to those of you who are fa-
miliar with the Seven-Minutes story, I
marvel that details of the dis-
carnation are still as graphic
in my mind as though I’d ex-
perienced them last night.
Must be that when eternal
mind functions in this more
splendorful dimension—devoid
of the tricks or drawbacks of
strictly physical brain—impres-
sions are sharper and there-
fore more lasting. But liv-
ing the spiritual adventure a-
gain, by reason of editing and
okaying the story for the final
time that I shall probably
ever do it, the truly difficult
thing is to accept this physico-
mortal plane with anything
like the seriousness it com-
mands. After you've gone
through an adventure like that, you won-
der how people can become obsessed with
the notion that the only reality is carry-
ing on an existence down in the cellar,
amid the gloom and odor of the coal-bins
and turnip crates, absolutely denying any
more pleasurable experiences can be pos-
sible on floors above, and calling anybody
a little balmy who also says there’s a life
on the very roof itself where one can at
all times see the Everlasting Sky. How-
ever, if you've taken a job to clean out
a few coalbins—to make life a little
more bearable for a couple of billion peo-
ple who do have to exist down there for
a time in order to appreciate the contrast
of life on the Roof—you still keep at it,

and take good care that you don’t tread
on old garden-rakes and get your fore-
head bashed in, or slip on a couple of
overturned syrup tins and break your E
Pluribus Unum. What I started to say
was, that reading through the typo-
graphical detail of the new printing of
Seven Minutes, carried me back into that
period of twenty-four years ago and gave
me a slight feeling of nostalgia at seem-
ing to lose touch completely with the
persons who were my intimates then.
Maybe a bit of reminiscence about it
ought to go into the record . .

0—o
HE BUNGALOW itself, wherein I

experienced the discarnation, went
into possession of a local Altadena physi-

cian with property adjacent to what had
been mine, when I pulled up stakes and
moved east permanently. The reports
that have come to me disclose that he
sold or leased it to people who presently
painted the structure white. Back in 1927,
when I had been the first tenant to occupy
it after erection, it had been covered with
a layer of sturdy, warm brown cedar
shingles. It was situated on the left-hand
side of Mount Curve Drive, which you
find at the top of Lake Avenue hill in
Altadena, and in my day was numbered
3336. This number, I understand, was
subsequently changed, but those of you
who go to California and want a glimpse
of it, can locate it as the house nearly

opposite Oceanview Avenue, yvhere .the
latter thoroughfare comes up into bisec-
tion with Mount Curve. By the way, 1
left a perfectly good ivory-painted bed-
stead in the upstairs bedroom at the back
—being unable to crate it anf‘l ship it to
Manhattan. Whoever came into posses-
sion of it, came into possession of the
literal bedstead on which national Soul-
craft can be said to have been born. My
sympathies, however, went out
to the good family who next
occupied the residence, because
callers must have been inces-
sant after the publicity con-
cerning it went out from New
York. Laska, the big police
dog—who, by the way, had
happened to be a granddaugh-
ter of Peary’s lead-dog when
he was reputed to have dis-
covered the North Pole—I
presented to a friend with a
ranch down Imperial Valley
way, and she passed her days
as a Coast Defender, New
York being no humane desti-
nation for a canine whose an-
cestors had mushed all over
the top of the world. True
New York has been celebrated for its
frigidity in the estimate of persons who
have gone there and run out of money,
but Laska was spared. Doubtless she
has long since had her own Seven Min-
utes and been sensible enough not to come
back o’ morning. She never sent me so
much as a bark on a post card after I
parted with her to take the train East.
Too bad, . . I wish now I'd kept her
and boarded her in Jersey so that in due
time she could have ruled the Indiana
Roost over Emma, Fritz, Butch and Buz-
zie. These Soulcraft pooches of the pres-
ent have never been to the North Pole,
but Fritz and Butch bear scars to indi-
cate they have been everywhere else . .
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I MOVED through to New York and
took the apartment in West 53rd
Street, on the south side of the thorough-
fare a couple of doors from 6th—or the
Boulevard of the Nations or some such
fol-de-rol which they renamed it the mo-
ment I quit the place and went to Wash-
ington, North Carolina, Terre Haute
and other American localities where wis-
dom is to be absorbed, take it or leave it.
Odd about this 53rd Street flat, too, they
pulled it down for a parking-lot one or
two years later. You hunt for Number
56 today and you bark a shin on some-
body’s Westchester Cadillac. However,
to the second-floor walk-up apartment
that now isn’t there, I brought most of
the furnishings of the Altadena bunga-
low, sans bed, in fact I've kept almost
every article and they are all about me
this moment here in my Indiana studio
at Soulcraft. But when it became neces-
sary to transfer my personal activities to
Washington, D. C., and then to Ashe-
ville, N. C. I seemed to pass out of the
auras of the psychical group who fre-
quented the place, as though it had never
existed. I had Mary, the assistant editor
of The American who had been most re-
sponsible for publishing the article, out
to dinner a couple of times on my visits
to Manhattan after moving to North
Carolina. But presently she departed
New York herself and our paths did not
cross further. Hazel went to Minneapolis
and that’s the last I heard from her. The
minute you go from New York, apparent-
ly, the hinterland eradicates you. Talbot
Mundy, the men’s novelist, went to In-
dia—and died. Mrs. Leslie’s son—the
mother being so accurate as a clairvoy-
ant—I last heard from as editor of a
psychical monthly that folded. Maybe he
is somewhere about the world, like Mary,
still thinking his thoughts. But when I
became the hottest thing in the New-
Deal Bag o Worries, and had all the
Commies in America yowling for my
gore, it became on the whole not the dis-
creet thing to say you’d known me—al-
though the pendulum is swinging in the
opposite direction now until friends are
looking me up I never knew I had. Con-
nie, my lawyer-buddie, is still slugging
it out in the courts of New York, and
he writes me when he can afford a post-
age-stamp. But in the main they’re gone,
all gone .- . insofar as they figure in
current embroilments. I always had rea-
son to suspect that Tom Beck, who came
to the Chairmanship of the Board of
Crowell-Collier, was able to borrow the

SIX BEAUTIFUL BOOKS

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

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

timely comment.

BIGRAI s

fairs. There will be 12 volumes of these Scripts, holding
156 discourses in all, covering eventually all the esoteric
matter formerly issued in the Liberation Pink Scripts in-
corporated into the Soulcraft series with additional and

$5.00 the Volume, Deluxe Binding
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We now have
VOLUME SIX
ready for delivery!

The
SOULSCRIPTS

and quandary in human af-

STERE

money to get stock control, by approach-
ing ecclesiastical interests in New York
that were ready to lay it on the line pro.
viding he guaranteed that no more hy-
perdimensional articles told about the
dead going to any other place than Pur-
gatory or Judgment. Anyhow, immedi-
ately on Tom’s ascension, everyone who’d
had anything to do about publishing
Seven Minutes seemed to get the bounce,
or rather “their services were no longer
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required”—new people went in, and The
American hasn’t been heard of since.
0—o
I’D GOTTEN on the writing staff of
the magazine in early 1917 by doing a
short story called Their Mother that sold
the magazine out to the last copy long
before I repeated the performance with
Seven Minutes. John M. Siddell, a
doughty Scotsman from Cleveland, had
taken a moribund mag with a 200,000
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Behold Life

The Outstanding Book

SOULCRAFT

| You need one book in which the
entire pattern of mortal life has
been expounded, so that you under-
stand whereof the Soulcraft doc-
trine treats of it. Behold Life is such
a book. Now in its Second Large
Printing, it gives you the true back-
ground for all mortal processes—
331 pages of a new interpretation
for all sentient existence . .

$4 Leatherette $4

“Thresholds
of Tomorrow”

Don’t worry
that America
isn’t coming
back in
a big way!

{ That the United
States is seen clairvoy-
antly as emerging triumphant from
this current bottleneck of politics
and economics, is described in this

valuable volume of 320 pages.
 You will discover Thresholds of

Tomorrow to be a God-
$5 send to your peace of
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circulation and begun to add a couple of
million to its circulation. Bert Boyden
was his Assistant back there 35 years ago.
Bert died in the Argonne while I was in
Russia, and John passed in 1923 of can-
cer. When I sank through the Blue
Passage I describe in Seven Minutes—
ten earthly years later in respect to Bert,
and five years later in respect to John—
it was Bert who engineered my orienta-
tion, and my memory of the change in
John Siddell, as he appeared among the
visitors to the patio in the second half of
the experience, was one of its highlights.
Funny thing about John, believe it or
not, I distinctly recall he was sporting a
walking-stick and by no means limping
upon it, either. One night in West 53rd
Street, during the period when I was re-
cording the major portion of the Golden
Scripts, John entered my writing room in
the invisible, greeted me in the clairaudi-
ent manner and began to hold forth in
characteristic sulphurous remarks on
what his successors were doing to The
American. Hitler in Hester Street, New
York, back in 1937, would have rated
higher than these later editors in Old
John’s estimation. T still have the mes-
sage—and it smoulders. As I happen to
own stock at present in Crowell-Collier,
and owned considerably more before I
sold it because Soulcraft needed the
money, I can talk’ thus about my own
company if I choose . . As a matter of
fact, by the points of sheer seniority, I
guess Bruce Barton and I are the only
staff authors now alive who remember
the set-up of the American office when it
was down at 381 Fourth Avenue, and
The American as' a periodical was a
monthly sensation on the newsstand, and
I’'m still Hitler-in-Hester-Street to Bruce
because of his New York advertising
clients . . '

0—0

H, WELL! . . Time Marches On!

As the movie bazoo reminds us af-
ter we’ve watched the latest in Marxist
propaganda on the screen. I was in at
the start of The American success, and
I was in at its finish. As I tell in the cur-
rent Aftermath, one noon at a luncheon
to Dr. Robert Norwood, pastor of St.
Bartholomew’s and author of Sunset Ov-
er Nazareth, the Managing Editor as of
1930 sat across the board from us in a
private home uptown and advised Dr.
Norwood for my benefit that “publish-
ing Seven Minutes was the greatest mis-
take The American ever made. We could

not turn the magazine into an esoteric
monthly,” he griped, “even if half its
reader list was eager for Pelley to write
more along that line”—what he was try-
ing to say was, that the Romanists were
raising ’ell about the article ever having
been published at all—"and on the
whole,” concluded the M-E, “a darned
good writer’s been ruined to make a sec-
ond rate metaphysician!” . . Ho-Hum!

Ruined! . . Contemplating my pile
of unanswered morning mail here at
Soulcraft twenty-four years later, it was
a funny kind of ruin. Fifty thousand
dollars’ worth of Golden Scripts given
away absolutely free last year—in 844-
page books—all stemming out of Seven
Minutes . . well, I suppose Abe Lincoln
was a ruined man after John W. Booth
shot him, and George Washington was
a ruined man after the doctors got
through bleeding him, and even Christ
Himself was a ruined Man after Pilate’s
strong-armed boys fixed Him up out on
the Hill of the Skull. Tell me, just what
is ruin? At 36, I knew. Darned if
I know when the birth-figures are re-
versed . .

—THE RECORDER

Man of Evil
(Continued from Page 4)

whomsoever he turns out to be, is a fac-
tor in the forthcoming world situation,
and the stipulation is one of counsel as
to treating with him. Prince Baha may
be an entirely respectable potentate, and
there must always be care exercised that
his own mortal adversaries have not
launched the libel in order to discredit
him in the field of international politics,
particularly with the Near Eastern situ-
ation developing swiftly as it is.

But the greater conundrum maintains,
as to why a character professedly so ac-
complished in the higher occult arts lacks
the perspicacity to discern his own fu-
tilities in such alleged role. If our own
Golden Script adjurations originate in
the Sources we have every reason to be-
lieve they do, and the ultimate failure
of this personage to achieve his designs
is known reliably in advance, why not
be equally known reliably in advance by
the Evil One himself? And why expend
himself on any program marked by fail-
ure in the end?

Also there is the question, how any
American, no matter how well-traveled,
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can speak with truth about the Prince’s
esoteric achievements. How much of this
evil repute is mere hearsay? Those wise
in the ramifications of Near East politics
recognize the intrigue and counter going
on constantly, the chief basis of which
is by no means everyday power politics
so much as covetousness of the stupen-
dous chemical wealth contained in the
Nead Sea basin. This chemical wealth
has been scientifically estimated to lie in
the neighborhood of three trillion dollars.
There are those believing that the new
State of Israeli was established to secure
and dominate it.

Workers of iniquity are not the only
persons with the sagacity to discern such
Near East power values.

Certainly it would seem to be the
height of folly for anyone aspiring to
the role of World Messiah, acceptable
to both Arabs and Israelites, to have his
origins in the lineage of the Sultan of
Turkey and live in oriental splendor and
luxury prior to exercising his claims to
such messiahship.

The whole thing reeks of propaganda
for some clandestine purpose.

It is well to suspend judgment upon
it until the indications are clearer as to
how much it can be credited.

Forging Strength
(Continued from Page 11)

bout, but there’s nothing to get hysterical
about but humankind’s perversity a-
gainst facing accurate issues.

It requires brains and fortitude to
squeeze through this bottleneck, but cool
heads and steady nerves can achieve it.

The Payoff is in Strength for an en-
tire people.

Again VaLor declares, only that which
hurts, educates! So come on, Hurt, we
can take it, and master it.

Strange Experiences
(Continued from Page 7)

acoustic apparatus of any sort were
turned up.

M. Hainot, mayor of Valence, the lo-
cal schoolmaster, and the village priest,
all heard the voice phenomenon and saw
the levitations of articles, both in the Le-
heone home and in the bedroom of the

‘shbor.

Then, as quickly and sharply as it had

all begun, the whole thing stopped. Ex-
pert psychical researchers have deter-
mined in many similar sequences in other
places that there seems to be indication
that some entirely innocent individual
may be the cause of the happenings, mo-
tivating them subconsciously or supply-
ing the kinetic power. But in the Lebegue
Case, when the phenomena ceased, all
the inhabitants of the house returned as
before, set about repairing the damage,
and there was no reoccurrence.

The mystery then lies in why any dis-
carnate—if it be such—should have the
capability of working the upset for a
I'mited period, or why it should have se-
lected the Lebegue home in this instance
for its manifestation, or gotten bored
with the effects it was causing and gone
e!sewhere.

Poltergeists, or “mischievous spirits”,
have been known up through civilized
times as either children or aberrant per-
sons out of organism who have found it
possible from their dimensions of Time
and Space to exercise material force on
objects in our three-dimensional world.
Whether this force is magnetic is debat-
able, inasmuch as it can affect materials
that do not respond to electromagnetic
impulses—such as wood or china.

But the proposition advances itself, if
by “taking thought”, people themselves
in organism in this dimension can project
from their minds thought materializations
—such as objects whose contours can be
ascertained by such an instrument as
Cameron’s Aurameter—why could it not
be possible for such thought-forms to
contain energy of themselves and per-
form acts from the invisible that are less
effective merely because the human eye
cznnot see them?

If a thought-form, for instance, took
the shape of a completely organized or
assembled steam engine, could it not pull
a rope that overturned a table and the
table respond even though thought-form
engine and rope were not discernible? . .

It is something to think about in con-
nection with Thought Forms.

ONES was proudly exhibiting his art
treasures to a friend “who had known
him when” .

“See this exquisite big jar? You know
how much that cost me? Just for that
one jar I paid $1,200.”

The friend was impressed. “But what
on earth did you do with all the marma-

lade?”

“MARCHING
SPIRES”

The Stories of the

Thirteen Civilizers
O YOU remember the

unique magazine “Little
Visits with Great Americans”,
published under the Soulcraft
auspices in 1941? It had run to
something like 40 numbers
when the Recorder was prohib-
ited from furnishing further
manuscripts. But two volumes
of numbers had been collected
and bound under the titles of
Bright Trails and Cabin Smoke
. . The third volume was about
to appear under the title of
Marching Spires when the Soul-
craft work went into holiday.
Now 340 copies of Marching
Spires have been completed in
deluxe burgundy bindings and
are available to those who want
to make their shelf of Pelley

Writings as complete as possible.

There are 340 copies of
this book now available, 4

done in leatherette: . . .

Soulcraft Press, Inc.




A MAN applied for job as driver for
a drygoods house. References were
">manded. He turned the matter over in
fus mind and finally sought out a brother
driver at the place that had last employed
him. This teamster was willing to help
the jobless one get the employment. His
letter of recommendation said—

“Sirs: This is to let you know that
Bill McGinnis worked for this other
firm four months. His honesty was prov-
en again and again. He was arrested nine
times for stealing in them four months
and every time he was acquitted.”

A FARMER, making his first visit to
New York, came out of Grand Cen-
tral Terminal to the rush and roar of
42nd Street. Standing bewildered, he
risked his neck in the traffic to accost the
policeman, who happened to be having
his hands full.

“Officer, officer,” the rural one inter-
rupted, “I want to go to Central Park.”

“Do you?” said the officer, “well, you
can go this time. But don’t you ever ask
me again.”

HE REAL estate salesman was hold-

ing forth on the health of the dis-
trict where he was trying to sell a house.
“T tell you, sir, the death-rate is lower in
this suburb than anywhere else for miles
around.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” said the sour cus-
tomer. “Anybody who’d be found dead
in the place oughta have his brains ex-
amined.”

CLERGYMAN demanded of
the proud father, “You’ve named
your new baby son Percy Montmerency
Oswald McShaddie? Why on earth give
the poor little tad any such name?”
“It’s this way,” said the father, “I al-
ways wanted a son who’d grow up to be
a prizefighter. I figure that with any such
name as that, he will!”

HE EDITOR demanded, “You mean

to tell me you wrote this poem your-
self?”
“Yes, sir,” said the other. “Every word
of it.” '
“Glad to meet you, Edgar Allan Poe.
I thought you died in 1849.”
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CITY EDITOR Chapin of the old
New York World held a reputation
for hard-boiled irascibility. Reading what
he thought was an inane story turned in
by a reporter he had never liked anyhow,
he went into a dither when the man ap-
peared in answet to his summons.

“I never read such a piece of tripe!”
he raged. “You ought to be back in the

‘grammar school writing -Friday afternoon
~ compositions. In fact, any reporter who’d

take up a newspaper editor’s time with
this drivel, has something wrong with his

brains. I’'m not only firing you for be-
ing non compos mentis, I'm firing you for
being just plain crazy!”

The editor turned and resumed work.

The discharged man got his money
from the cashier, headed straight to the
Psychiatric Ward of Bellevue, paid to
have an examination and got an official
certificate of perfect sanity. He brought
it back to Chapin.

" Chapin read it and deflated.

“Now,” said the reporter, “you get

one.”





