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FOOD! Golden Times Economics 
Mean New Solution 

LET'S HOPE that these raucous prophets of doom 
show signs of running out of words, paperstock, ra

dio time and breath of life-and the sooner the better. 
A great and beautiful time is ahead for humanity and it's 
high time that constructive thought was paid to it. 

6 

to Problems 
of Hunger. 

AMERICANS are wearying to the 
core of a dour roster of terrible 

things ahead for humanity. 
Ten years ago it was a timely and pa

triotic thing to tell the grim truth about 
the alien agents and marplots weaseling 
into strategic places in government. 
Today that sort of thing is hysterically 
archaic. The nation is everywhere aware 
of the existence of scoundrels • and was
trels, but the bullfrog chorus dies hard. 

Now it's the timely-and Christian 
-thing to tell of the times of unbeliev
ably good fortune ahead for our Re
public and the world. 

For they're coming fast on the heels 
of an earthwide collapse and unmask
ing of Communism! 

WHEN the final military convul
sion has been surmounted and 

the Christ Men come forward under 
Aquarian. auspices to build a new and truly civilized or
der of life-in a United States that is presently to 'POS· 

sess a population of over 300 millions-an economic or
der based on the soundest and advanced principles of Co
operation is to supercede this traditional period of indus-
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trial and financial turmoil. In this Aquari
an Economic Structure, incredible as it 
may sound to persons reared in the an
cient school of the Economy of Scarcity, 
Food is apparently to become quite as 
much a civic provision for the human 
race as cities and towns of this current 
closing Piscean period make provision 
for a plentiful and free supply of pure 
water. 

Such a renovation has to come in, due 
to the very problems presented by in
crease of population, diminishing land 
areas given over to agricultural produc
tion, but most of all the gradual eman
cipation of heavy labor from the soil due 
to improved farm machinery. 

One thing which the average layman 
doesn't realize is, that time doesn't stand 
still in economics. An America with a 
population of 100 millions-as it was at 
the turn of the century-can't be the 
same type of America that it will be at 
the close of the century with a popula
tion of 200 millions. Halfway through 
this century we've acquired a population 
of 150 millions, with 50 years-or at any 
rate 48 years-still to go. The total land 
area of the continental United States in 
1940 was 3,022,387 square miles. It 
shocks the average American to learn 
that all China in Asia, is only 3,760,339 
square miles, while China proper is only 
2,279,134 square miles. 

Figured territory against territory, for 
living purposes, the United States is big: 
Rer than China proper by almost a mil
lion square miles. 

CHINA, however, already has a total 
population in 1948 of 463,493,418-

almost three times our current popula
tion, on a million miles less territory. 

Such populations, with their probable 
increases, considered against tillable ter
ritory, have to be looked at and taken 
into consideration, for they are the real 
pressures that make or unmake govern
ments. Certainly they dictate what the 
physical living conditions in a country 
shall be. 

Incidentally, while we're on the sub
iect, Soviet Russia at the present moment 
has a pooulace of 211.384.985 on a total 
area of 8,473,444 square miles. However, 
vast reaches of this area are either barren 
desert or arctic ice. Sauare mile for 
squc1re mile it is donbtful if Soviet Rus
~ia h::i.s as much tillable land. in what 
mh,.ht be c::111 ed Livable Climate the vear 
round, as the United States-and it is 
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required to support 63 millions more per
sons. 

The quandary f how to feed such 
millions constitutes one of the major 
problems of real statesmanship. There is 
a direct relationship between the nourish
ment of a nation !physically and its in
itiative and natioqal energy. Americans 
have become the race they have, because 
they have been more than normally well
fed under their Economy of Scarcity. 
Had China been nourished man for man 
as Americans have been nourished man 
for man over the past 161 years, the Chi
n se today would be the dominant na
tionals of the earth! . 

I 

THEN THERE'S another item to be 
taken into consideration in Ameri

ca's holding her place beneath the sun. 
It's the question of farm Iabor. 

Back over the p 1 st century and a half, 
the United States was filling up with a 
highly desirable and valuable peasant 
citizenry from Europe, tough, indu trious 
human beings who migrated from th 
Old World to escape its exhaustions and 
tyrannies. These and their progeny drift
ed gradually west Find south, and became 
the backbone of bur great resources-de
veloping labor. With ~he whole political 
picture in the Old World shifting, how
ever, thesP. hardy basic laborers are no 
longer coming. Ahd the second genera
tion has no liking! for going upon farms 
and oerforming lgrubbv, backbreaking 
toil. It want~ to c;enter in cities where it 
en joy the diversions of tightly-packed 
community life. However, ohysical life 
being what it is. and requiring the sus
tenance that it does, an increasingly ur
b,in oooulation uosets the whole econom
ic aool«-' cart. Even farmers sowing ancl 
gathering their crops bv tractors and oth
er machines, don't solve the problem. 
And for this reason-

Let's sav fot exolanatory purposes that 
a h;:!Jf-::1.-million tractor onerators can 
raise enough food for 200 millions of 
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peopl . H w will 199-½ millions eating 
such fo d acquire the finances to pay 
for it? Figuratively speaking, the 199-½ 
millions shall have congregated in the big 
cities where their intersocial activities, 
considered productively, fall in the class 
with taking in each other's washings. Yet 
they must send the value of foodstuffs 
out from their laundry economies to the 
half-million laborers running the tractors. 
But the laborers on the tractors by no 
means receive the sum-total of the pay
ment so supplied by the city folk. No 
matter how much food their tractors pro
duce, they themselves get only an infini
tesimal share in "wages" . . True, they 
can perhaps live better than their city 
brethren cooped in the tenement warrens 
of congested cities, but by no means can 
they return to those city folk anything 
near what the latter are required to send 
to the countryside for sustenance. 

Jn another fifty years, we would en
vision the farmer-employer of labor
in tractor-seats or anywhere-as the na
tion's real banker-capitalist, since he 
ought to receive the value of the food 
the city people remit from thc'r m·1t'.J:.il 
laundry earnings and yet pay out only 
a fraction of it in wages. 

Of course he can do nothing of the 
sort, because with increased city popula
tions the citi s ar sprawling further and 
further int th agri ultural areas, mean
ing tliat th latter are growing smaller 
and small r. Not only does the farmer• 
mploy r hav onstantly less ground to 

till, but th problem of procuring those 
laborers for th tractor seats grows hard
er and hard r. Only higher and higher 
wages tempt th city worker to quit his 
electrically-heat d :flat and fine clothes 
and go out to labor long-or short
hours on a farm. And as the farm tabor 
situation grows worse and worse, the in
dividual farm worker is demanding more 
and more. 

One Indiana farmer- mployer recently 
visiting Soulcraft Headquarters is run
ning a Hoosier farm worth $40,000 with 
three male employes besides himself. All 
three are family men. And what do they 
want for comoensation? Each must have 
a house on the Indiana. farm almost as 
good as the employer's. He must be pro
vided with a cow and a pig a free motor
car to travel to the nearest city when he 
or his family feel like it, together with 
free irasoline for its tank, and receive a
round $200 a month in cash-money be-

(Continued on Page 10) 



Are the Methodists 
Espousing Communism 
Without Knowing It? 

rJJ~~:.Q~HE Indianapolis Star "lays 
the Methodists out in lav
endar" in a recent Sun
day editorial directed a
gainst the utterances and 
recommendings of some 

of their leading bishops. This editorial 
deserves a wider reading than is afforded 
by The Star's Hoosier circulation. It is 
Indiana's greatest newspaper and is cur
rently publishing some of the finest spir
itualized editorials appearing in any 
American newspaper today. Here is its 
arraignment of the Methodist officials-

THE OFFICIAL organ of the Meth
odist Church in America, The Chris

tian Advocate, on January 24 this year 
featured an article by Bishop A. Ward. 
In this article the Bishop states, "The 
New Testament tells of Communism 
which was practiced in the early church 
in Jerusalem. There are sincere Chris
tians todav who believe that humanity 
would be better served by a social and 
economic order in which natural resources 
and major processes of production and 
distribution are owned and controlled by 
the people ( meaning, of course, the gov
ernment) ... 

"They believe that the Communist 
Party can make progress toward these 
ends more quickly than can other polit
ical organizations. They believe they 
should work for a Communist order 
which provides these and other things. 
But they can never accept the ohiloso
phy of atheistic, materialistic Commu
nism and its implications. Thev repudi
ate totalitarian control and forcible regi
ment;:,tion ... 

"We might do well to differentiate 
people who might be called Christian 
Communists and Communists of the 
l\1oscow type." 

Now let's examine this ridiculous 
statem~nt for a moment. In the :first 

place the New Testament does not tell 

of Communism being practiced in the 
early Christian Church. The communal
ism described in the Acts was a volun
tary sharing of goods that had nothing 
to do with Communism which is a po
litical philosophy formulated by Karl 
Marx and Frederich Engels in 1848! Ob
viously the Bishop does not know what 
Communism is or what the Communist 
Party seeks to accomplish or what a 
Communist order means in human soci
ety. If he did know he could not possibly 
use "Christian" and "Communism" in 
the same breath. 

The Communist Manifesto, the bible 
of Communism, the source of Commu
nism, the inspiration of Communism de
scribed Communism thus: "The theory 
of the Communists may be summed up 
in the single sentence: Abolition of pri
vate property . . . This . . . is called 
by the bourgeois, abolition of individu
ality and freedom. The abolition of 
bourgeois individuality, bourgeois inde
pendence and bourgeois freedom is un
doubtedly aimed at . . . In a word, 
you reproach us with intending to do 
away with your property. Precisely so; 
that is what we intend." 

Now what is Christian about that, 
Bishop Ward? And what is Christian 
about this? Karl Marx, father of Com
munism, wrote, "The democratic concept 
of man is false because it is Christian 
(italics ours). The democratic concept 
holds that each man is a sovereign be
ing. This is the illusion, dream and post
ulate of Christianity." Does Bishop 
Ward or any Methodist or other church
goer who agrees with him believe Chris
tians can support a system that declares 
war on Christianity? 

"Christian Communism" is a contra
diction in terms and it is surprising that 
a high churchman in the Methodist 
Church does not know it. Communism 
calls religion the "opiate of the people" 
and the kind of "tolerance" of Commu
nism that Bishop Ward preaches will 

certainly turn it into an opiate that will 
dull and destroy the soul of Christianity. 
The "Communist order" sought by the 
Communist Party which "Christian Com
munists" support, cannot be achieved 
without "totalitarian controls and forci
ble regimentation" and every leader of 
the Communist Party from Marx to 
Lenin to Stalin to Eugene Dennis says 
so loudly, repeatedly and without apol
ogy. If the good Bishop did not read 
these books and speeches betore com
mending "Christiap, Communism" to his 
flock he is guilty of a terrible mistake. 
If he did read them and still tolerates 
"Christian Communism" he is either not 
a true Christian or he is a very blind one. 

WHAT did Jesus Himself have to 
say about the profit system, which 

the "Christian Communist" condemns 
and which Moscow Communism would 
destroy? In the 24th Chapter of Saint 
Matthew we read the parable of the 
"talents." A man traveling to a far coun
try turned his money, in "talents," over 
to his servants, "to every man according 
to his several ability," not, as the Com
munists out it, "to each according to his 
need." Those two servants who traded 
with the money left them and who made 
a 100 per cent oro:fit he commended with 
the words, "Well done, thou good and 
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Minutiae 
FOUND the item in a journal sear, 

A weekly paper from New England town; 
A hundred years bygone its news was fresh 

And told amid the goin's up and down-
.. ill!..~_. ..... ,. "The spring comes early to the state this year, 

And winter's freeze gives way to April's green; 
Above a Main Street lawn this afternoon 

The season's first white butterfly was seen." 

Hail, tiny life I Because you th1 .s d1d pit 
Your dauntless fluttering vim to April's chill, 

You left a record up a century's scroll 
That thus you lived, and did your insect will. 

What did you do? You dared essay to wing 
When all your world said No!-the times weren't apt; 

'Twas not bug sense to venture Main Street's waste 
When sod and shrubs and wings in chill were wrapt. 

Yet thus the valor of immortal strain I 
You never know what eye would mark your flight, 

You never dreamt that up a hundred years 
I'd note this exploit of your life tonight. 

Somehow, I like to think, 'tis valor's creed, 
That as I dare, I too shall wing from sod, 

Let fluttering forth in chill be fame enough 
To make an item for the Eye of God! 

faithful servant." The one servant who 
buried his talent in the ground for safe 
keeping he called "wicked and slothful," 
and he said, "Cast ye the unprofitable 
servant into the outer darkness." 

Can a Christian be a Communist? 
Communism is the anti-Christ. It is a 

doctrine of Godless materialism that 
seeks the destruction of Christianity. 
How can a supposedly Christian bishop 
maintain that Christianity and Commu
nism have something in common when 
the Communists themselves say that 
Christianity must be destroyed before 
Communism can win the world? 

Former Communist Whittaker Cham-

hers wrote, ' 1The Communist v1s1011 is 
the vision of Man Without God. It is 
the vision of man's mind displacing God 
as the creative intelligence of the world." 

Can a "Christian Communist" live 
without God and still be a Christian? 

Many of our churchmen plead for ~ 
regeneration of Christian fervor and a 
new spiritual and moral resurgence of the 
Christian faith. If Bishop Ward's views 
are well accepted in his church, and sim
ilar views are accepted in the organiza
tions of many other churches, may we 
suggest that this moral and spiritual re
generation of Christianity start from 
within the Church and not from without. 
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"REVITALIZING 
OUR TIMES'' 

The New Volume about 
General MacArthur 

1 PRICELESS book has 
appeared in the nation's 
Re'Yitaliz.ing a Nation. It's 

.,,__.~~~ a statement of the be
liefs, opinions, and pol
icies embodied in the pub

lic pronouncements of General of the 
Army, Douglas MacArthur. It is pub
lished by the Heritage Foundation, Inc., 
75 East Wacker Drive, Chicago 1, Illi
nois. The captions are by John M.Pratt 
and the introduction by Norman Vincent 
Peale. It states, in concise and dramatic 
form, what the ideals and expressions of 
the General are, for the regeneration and 
resurgence of the United States. 

Incidentally, it costs $2 per copy-but 
is worth it. 

However, on Page 30 of this book, 
the General p ns a reply to the New 
Prime Minister of Japan, Shigeru Yo
shida, answering the Prime Minister's 
I tt r ext nding his felicitations to Mac
Arthur for the General's part in formu
lating the new Japan. In recommending 
th:i.t Japan follow the United States in 
d, establishing of civic principles, the 
General makes this fecund statement-

"The preservation, inviolate, of the 
economic system, based upon free, pri
vate, competitive enterprise, alone maxi
mizes the initiative, the energy, and in 
the end the productive capacity of the 
people." 

Regardless of the fact that V ALOR is 
unreservedly in favor of Douglas Mac
Arthur as the nation's next Chief Execu
tive, it is in no spirit of criticism or disa
greement that this journal postulates a 
problem to the General-

you belong, Sir, to the same genera
tion to which the editor-recorder of the 
Sou lcraf t Scripts has belonged, and come 
to sunset maturity; 

But, General, are you aware that the 
econnmy of the United States and the 
world has undergone a decided altera
tion since we have been living our lives? 

We have passed from the Economy of 
Scarcity to the Economy of Abundance. 
An Economy of Abundance means that 

(Continued on Page 9) 
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OVE, we learn, is pretty 
much a misnomer when 
commonly applied to that 
attraction which man has 
for woman, and woman 
has for man, in the ma-

turity :of their years when they come 
together as wife and husband, or mis
tress and lover. 

Love is ordinarily estimated and ap
praised as an alf ection, and the two 
terms, Love and Alfection, have become 
so closely intertwined and synonymously 
used that there is today almost a breach 
of etiquette in trying to think of them 
as having separateness of meaning and 
individuality of essence. 

Love is that term which those in the 
higher octaves of Cosmos-or those in 
the more complicated dimensions-ap
ply, not to sex attraction with its rami
fications in emotionalism, but to the 
Great Forward Movement of divine life 
in propagation and propellation which 
keeps the universe in form. 

It is Cause and elfect in one-a con-
structive pulsing, beneficial Force-in 

Row Romantic 
Love Is Viewed 
in Realms of 
the Alter-Lile . • 

A New Serie~ 
on the Soul's Progress 
Up through Cosmos 

that it takes all things and brings them 
into harmony, one with another. 

Most of us have gathered from pre
vious instruction how the Divine Law 
exercises to bring about harmony in all 
-and throughout all-the created uni
verse. This is true love of the highest 
type. Because there does accrue harmony 
of a sort between two indivduals who 
bring their lives into the one alignment 
by exercising the emotional and conserv
ing factors of the sex relationship on one 
another, we call the sex attraction a va
riety of Love. 

After a fashion, this is erroneous. To 
speak of the sex attraction itself-or ev
en the motives and causes behind it-as 
being true Love, is both fallacious and 
damaging to the concepts of Love in 
their purity of application. 

Consider the subject in this manner
The universe must have some cement

ing Force within it, and through it, to 
make its units coalesce together-or per
haps we might say, some Vital Principle 
to keep it in motion. 

The whole world of materialism as 
earthly men know it being only Energy 
-that is, a form of motion by etheric 
substances manifesting at various rates 
of speeds-it follows that if this force 
behind motion were withdrawn or halted, 
the whole universe would fall apart in 
the flash of an eye and the Cosmos would 
return to its original state of pure con
sciousness-quiescent and formless. 

Think of it in this way: think of a 
barrel of oil that has become impreg
nated by a spark of fire. It flames up 
and burns as long as the oil endures un
der conflagration. Now the burning oil 
is not fire, although fire results when the 
oil burns, and the result is combustion 
when oil and fire meet. Take away the 
oil and there would be neither fire nor 
combustion in the strict sense of the 
terms. 

Love might be likened to the oil in the 
barrel. If the barrel were miraculous and 
could be replenished in some manner, the 
fire would burn on forever and me11 would 
accept that fire in this instance was a 
contingent part of oil when confined in 
a barrel. 

It might even become a principle of 
physics that when oil was poured into 
a barrel, continuous fire resulted. In 
time, learned professors would deliver 
lectures on their own astuteness in dis
covering the connection between barrel, 
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oil, and fire. 
This is one of the cardinal principles 

of physics, observable since there was a 
race, that given certain factors for hu
man psychology to work upon in the 
field of observable facts, the human 
brain will at once begin to tell how 
things came about, and rest content on 
the results of observations. 

Now liken the barrel of burning oil, 
inexhaustible in supply, to the universe 
materially created, but put your defini
tion of Love in terms of the combustion 
resulting when the oil supply is bound
less, and you get a more or less work
able analogy for all present purposes. 

Love in its essence is not so much a 
principle or condition as it is a state of 
Force! 

It is an attempt on the part of the Uni
versal Idea to keep the universe burn
ing, so that it will not extinguish and 
the sublime holocaust that is Life turn 
into the smoke and ashes of the blind 
and inarticulate consciousness from which 
the whole emerged in the first place. 

LOVE therefore is a force making for 
a condition! 

You may read this glibly and accept 
it as a platitude, but you will be making 
an expensive blunder if you do. Give it 
a bit of thought! 

People all over the universe continually 
find themselves in what they term love
troubles. They are not really much, of 
course. They simply do not understand 
what Love itself is. 

They would interpret it as a condition, 
whereas it is the Force that Makes for 
the Condition. 

There is a world of difference. 
If all of us could consistently translate 

Love in terms of "the Urge to Sentien
cy" or the pushing and pulsing desire to 
be aware of self and grasp the fecundi
ties of the Cosmos through the means 
of the many senses, we would have as 
apt a definition, perhaps, as can be de
scribed in the language of mortals. 

Instead, consider what we do. 
We confuse Love with the state of 

feeling amorous, miscall it Romance, use 
it interchangeably with Affection-or 
habits of thinking and living reduced to 
the sentimental status-and generally 
conceive it as being anything that has an 
altruistic or sentimental urge. 

The universe has benefited from Love 
as the great impellation toward Sentien
cy, and we might say "has gotten an 
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agreeable sensation from being alive" if 
such a thing is possible to grasp. 

Love is theref re wrongly interpreted 
from the cradle to the grave, and the 
race goes on from error to error concern
ing it, magnifying its potencies and pow
ers all out of proportion to its original 
significance. 

We should try to think of Love in this 
regard: that it is the impcllation behind 
All Force in Circumstances, generally 
called by science, Energy. 

We come closest to the truth of un
derstanding it when we consider Love 
and Energy as synonymous. 

Love is a dynatnic aggravation in Cos
mic stuffs that produces materiality-no 
more, or less! 

Now taking up the various forms of 
its manifestations in the guises of the 
misrepresentations that men allot to it, 
the first form which we encounter which 
overshadows all other forms is the Sex 
Attraction Principle called amorousness, 
or romantic devotion to a sentimentalized 
idea transcribed in terms of sex adora
tion. 

Adept students of Cosmos ultimately 
come to grasp that men and women do 
not "love" one another in the correct 
root-meaning of the term, anymore than 
they could give life, or impelling force, 
to one another by the simple fact of be
ing in contact. 

You cannot "love" a person, because 
love is not a bestowal of anything other 
than primal eneigy toward a condition 
or result that makes for some sort of 
function in senseiawareness. 

Love, therefore, can't be used as a 
verb. It is strictly a noun denoting a 
Force of Creation-or rather, behind Cre
ation-which impels toward materiality. 

A mother might be said to "love" her 
child in that she has supplied it, to a de
gree, with the life factors of energetic 
physical equipment. 

But ''loving" it in the sense of pouring 
out sentiment or affection, is so wrong 
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a notion-and indeed the use of the 
word Love is so grievously prostituted
that the true meaning of the term and 
the process has become a lost concept. 

A man can't love a woman, in the cor
rect Cosmic sense, because he is unable 
to supply or contribute one iota of that 
dynamic Energy, or sentient precocity of 
Matter, that makes her what she is when 
he takes her in his arms. 

He may feel passion for her, in the 
sense of desiring her as his physical part
ner in the processes of procreation, legiti
mately or otherwise, and out of such con
tinued cooperation may come Affection 
-or rather, perfect alignment of habit 
and opportunity for mutual service. But 
all of it is merely acting or behaving as 
the carrier or agent for the Primal Force 
of love, which of itself-and otherwise 
independent of the principals-does the 
real physical creating. For a man to say 
"I love this woman" is equal-in the 
Cosmic interpretation of the term-to 
say, "I am the original Force which 
brought this woman into being." 

Even though he be the father· of the 
woman, and speaking of her as his 
daughter, he could not be employing the 
term correctly. 

NOW the Sex Attraction-or rather, 
the attraction which the sexes have 

lor each other-seems on examination to 
be twofold in nature. Perhaps we should 
put it that it is made up of independent 
halves of interest, impelling toward pro
pinquity and mutual consummation of 
biological function. 

The first half is Spiritual. 
In other words, underlying any attrac

tion which a woman has for a man, or 
a man has for a woman, there are first of 
all the inexorable karmic relationships 
of their psyches involving one another in 
their careers up the worlds. 

This holds and is inescapable regard
less of whether or not they may be 
equipped with adequate vehicles for phys
ical expression. 

The Life Principle is working out by 
two people recognizing one another sub
consciously as having had prenatal as
sociations, and they are coming together 
in current life-'cycle to work out such 
problems in their destinies that they may 
be voluntarily concerned in unknotting, 

Although mankind little dreams it, 
this is the biggest factor in sex attraction. 
Most assuredly it accounts for the vari

( Continued on Page 15) 
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- .• ~ Strange 
Experiences ~-' • -·"· ) •• 

~-

~ ~ 
Manifestations of the Departed 

~~~~~~~-~-o-~-~-a-a-~a.. 

w,~~~QNE MORNING in July 
of 1944, I left an island 
in the Southwest Pacific, 
scheduled flight to Ma
juro Island in the South
ern Atoll of Majuro, and 

I was at the controls of a Billy Mitchell 
bomber-B-25. My co-pilot was Lt. 
Harold Downer of Black River Falls, 
Wisconsin, and quite a buddy. Sudden
ly he turned deathly pale and I asked if 
he were ill.· He gave me no answer and 
I had to ask again. 

"No," he returned finally with shak
ing voice, "but beside you is the image 
of a man. It's Col. Bond, and I'm not 
joking." 

Now Col. Bond had been killed about 
three weeks before. He had collided with 
a Navy plane, south of Roi Island in the 
Marshall Group. I looked over at Down
er and demanded-

"What have you been drinking, Lieu-
tenant?" • 

''Nothing, Captain. Honest," he re
plied. 

"Tell it to a chaplain," I said. "Sup
pose you take over the controls and give 
me your liquor. I'd like to get hopped 
along with you." 

He merely sat in a silly stupor and 
stared at me. After a while he asked

"Would I have any reason for lying 
to you, Edwards?" 

"Maybe not," I still joked. "Am I 
looking a hole in him now? Here, take 
over for a while." 

"You're a hard person to convince," 
Downer said. But his body was a bundle 
of nerves .. 

J DIDN'T know what to make of him. 
I didn't want to turn back and have 

him released from my crew, but some
thing might have to be done. I asked my
self, was it war nerves, liquor, or was he 
cracking up? I was puzzled. 

I looked at him again. He was still 
pale· and shaking. 

"See here, Downer," I said, "we've 
both been through a lot. Maybe we can 
get a rest-recuperation furlough. I'll 
touch the Old Man on the subject when 
we get back. Okay?" 

He continued to smile queerly. 
"Captain, I'm not joking," he insisted. 

"He's still here-Col. Bond-and right 
beside you. Honest, he is." 

I shook my head back and forth, 
thinking to myself, Boy, this is not all 
right. 

Then I distinctly felt a hand laid on 
my right shoulder! 

I looked to see if Downer could have 
done it, but to my own amazement he 
couldn't. I turned and looked back at 
our crew members. They were talking 
and laughing behind us. 

Sort of shaky myself then, I reached 
and unsnapped my throat-mike and head
phones to release their pressure. I glanced 
at Downer again. 

'Did you just feel anything?" he in
quired sharply. 

I had, but determined not to admit it. 
I said, "All I feel, Lieutenant, is like 
getting on a big drunk." 

"Don't kid me, Captain. You know 
you felt something. It was Colonel Bond 
who touched you. I notice you're not 
smiling now. Why not? You know I'm 
right, now. Don't be sore at me." He 
spoke this all rapidly. 

I said, "Great relief, Downer, Old 
Buddy-right over there is Majuro. 
Pleasant sight, isn't it?" 

"You're not kidding me," Downer 
said. "You know I'm right." 

"Is he still with us?" I asked. 
"Yes," Downer said. "He is!" 

I HAD CALLED Majuro Tower for 
landing instructions and as I was 

forming the traffic pattern to the left, 
wheels down and locked, pulling back on 
my throttle and letting down on my 
wing-flaps to stall my speed, all of a sud
den Downer yelled-

rrPull up, Captain! Pull up!" 
A fighter plane was making a dead

stick landing right under us but from the 
opposite direction. I never saw this plane 
until Downer called. I reopened the 
throttles, barely escaped crashing the 
fighter plane, and once again circled for 
the pattern to land. 

Now I was the bundle of nerves . . 
As we landed safely and were taxi-ing 

up, Downer said to me-
"It was Colonel Bond who beckoned 

to me, Captain Edwards. The moment 
I looked to see what he was pointing at, 
and saw that plane, he left. He's not 
here any longer. Thank God he came 
along!" 

What answer could I make? 

WE OFTEN talked of this incident 
later but never understood it. Had 

the two planes collided, we would cer
tainly have been killed. No part of it 
made any sense to me until I started 
work at Soulcraf t Headquarters after 
leaving the Service, and began reading 
the literature I was helping to print. 

Now, Harold Downer, wherever you 
may be, someday we will see each other 
again, and I'll do the explaining. 

I know now that the light-body of 
Colonel Bond rode with us, perhaps sens
ing that a crash was ending our flight 
and our lives which it wasn't then time 
for us to experience. 

ROBERT EDWARDS 

S TRAN GEL Y enough, when General 
Walker had been killed early in the 

Korean War in a jeep accident, the fly
ers bringing his remains home to the 
United States told a weird story, paral
leling that of Captain Edwards above, 
of his phantasm being seen in the main 
cabin of the B-29, near his flag-draped 
casket. 

Evidently they keep on flying, these 
airmen officials of ours. 

Flying forever. Let's hope. 
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Strange Tragedy 

...:::..--=>1•·.L........:. 

CLEVELAND bus was 
proceeding through a 
crowded business section. 
On it was a 20-year-old 
youth, smoking a ciga-

....iL..l~JM-~ rette. For some reason pe
culiar to himself, it amused him to touch 
the lighted cigarette-tip to the braids of 
a Miss Annabelle Frankie that were 
hanging over the seat-back before him. 
She protested and he made an argument 
out of it. Miss Frankie, incensed, went 
to the driver of the bus and reported the 
mischief. The bus driver, a woman, 
pulled up alongside a traffic policeman 
and asked him to come aboard and re
move the obnoxious youth. 

The traffic policeman's name was 
Stinchcomb. He was 55 years old and 
had been 30 years on the Cleveland police 
force. He came aboard and accosted the 
boy-whose name was Lawrence Golds
by. In a flash of temper • at being thus 
threatened with arrest, Goldsby reached 
for the policeman's gun, jerked it from 
the holster, and shot the traffic officer 
dead through the head. Thereupon he 
turned the gun on Miss Frankie, shot 
her dead as well, and pulled the trigger 
twice more. The third of his victims was 
a Mrs. Helen Garrison, aged 50, and 
William J. Powers, Chicago lawyer. 

It was all in the nation's newspapers 
for Tuesday, May 13th. 

Powers lived two hours after the shoot
ing. 

"I was just mad," Goldsby told the 
Cleveland police late Monday afternoon. 
He stated he had grabbed the police
man's available .45 and started shooting 
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because the girl passenger had reported 
his singeing of her hair. 

And who was this William J. Powers, 
thus drilled through the head merely be
cause he was a "innocent bystander" -
on that bus and 'in the line with the 
youth's fusillade of slugs? He was coun
sel for the Soulcraf t Recorder in the fa. 
mous--or infamous-mass sedition trial 
in Washington, D. C. in 1944. 

Hail and Farewell, Bill Powers! 

This tragedy calls to mind Thornton 
Wilder's famous novel, The Bridge of 
San Luis Rey. Wilder traced out the lives 
of all the persons who had been upon a 
certain bridge in South America when 
it collapsed and carried them all to their 
deaths. All, accor~ing to the author, had 
completed their lives and were ready for 
the "passing" . . 

Bill Powers walked into the Recorder's 
affairs in the early months of 1944 from 
Chicago, and volunteered to defend him 
from the Rogge' assault on the liberties 
of anti-Communists. The Recorder's 
daughter Adelaide closed a deal with 
him. He gave up his Chicago practice 
for almost three-quarters of a year to 
live in Washington, D. C. and make 
daily appearances in Judge Eicher's court. 
He and Gerald Winrod's attorneys, the 
Jacksons-father and son-were practi
cally the only lawyers at the infamous 
mass sedition trial who were not appoint
ed by the court and who received com
pensation from the defendants. Powers 
took a leading part in defending your 
Recorder for 119 court days. 

Now a maniac's bullet in a crowded 
Cleveland bus has erased him from mor
tal existence. 

Queer how life's contacts turn out. 
Powers dropped all Pelley matters with 

the conclusion of the mass sedition trial 
and returned to his Chicago-Detroit law 
practice. 

One wonders at what the karma was, 
that worked out in this sad affair. 

Verily, the Bridge of San Luis Rey to 
the life. 

Happy hunting, Bill. 
Now you know «what it's all about" .. 
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Groping 
NL Y an • in$ne person 

~.-111iia.--.i,,i would stand forth in the 
public places and stigma
tize the communicants of 
the Methodist Episcopal 
religious faith as Reds 

and Communists. Here and there a pow
erful church official has allowed himself 
to be captured by the economic delusions 
of the left-wingers and "been taken for 
a ride" up the alley decorated with the 
flags and bunting of the Hammer and 
Sickle. The editor of V ALOR knows 
something about these gentlemen, being 
the son of a Methodist pastor, raised in 
the Methodist faith, and in 1917-1918 
being retained by the Methodist Church 
to proceed into the Orient on a survey 
tour of Methodist Foreign Missions. The 
late Bishop Fred Fisher was known in the 
closing years of his life to be a Red sym
pathizer. The editor knew this Centen
ary head personally and wrestled with 
him on the points of Red doctrine for 
many noons over New York or Detroit 
lunch tables. 

But the rank and file of Methodists 
constitute a citizenry as zealously Ameri
can as any denominational membership 
in the nation. 

How do their officials ttget that way"? 
Because they're groping for something 

they can't designate in fifty words, and 
taking Communism ds the nearest ap
proach to it! 

They're groping for a more equitable 
economic order, where depression doesn't 
follow wild production in periodic regu
larity. 

What they're groping for, accurately, 
are the tenets of The Christian Common
wealth-which is about as far from the 
tenets of Communism, or even Socialism, 
as the national temperance movement was 
once removed from Al Capone's brand of 
Prohibition. 

Actually, of course, the Methodists are 
playing around in Economics because or
thodox Christianity doesn't carry the cor
rect answers doctrinally to the problems 
of our times. For that matter, neither do 
they carry the correct answers to the 
fundamentals of the After-Life and Soul
Survival. 

But the odds are nine to one that when 
The Christian Commonwealth principles 
come to be searchingly understood, the 
Methodists will embrace them harder and 
faster than any other theological sect in 

I 
I 

I 
I 



) 
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the American Scene. 
For one thing, the tenets of The Chris

tian Commonwealth, based on the farm 
cooperatives lifted to the national scale, 
demand not one shred of alteration in 
the American form of government. No 
tamperings are necessitated with the con
stitutional First Amendment. 

All of us are striving to escape the 
fatal bankruptcies embodied in indus
trialism become an uncontrolled epidemic. 
Something better and sounder is on its 
way in. And so it's a healthy sign that 
the Methodists are groping. 

Blessed are they who seek, for they 
may find. 

MacArthur 
(Continued from Page 4) 

we are now so equipped with machinery 
for doing the nation's work that if every
one were put to work at them, the needs 
of our people wouldn't only be swiftly 
supplied for any given period but the 
people operating those machines would 
be receiving wages only enough to buy 
a fraction of that production. 

Have you any answer to the problem, 
or solution for the quandary, General, 
when a given number of persons operat
ing machines receive only a pittance of 
the value of the goods turned off? Have 
you solved the headache of who is going 
to buy the remainder, and with what? 

The American wage-earner is likewise 
the American consumer, is he not, Gen
eral? His wages are figured as part of 
the cost of the goods his machine deliv
ers. To them is added the cost of raw 
materials and overhead-which includes 
selling expense. If the amount paid to 
the employee in wages is only one-third 
of the total cost of manufacture, let's 
say, no patriotism under heaven can pro
vide for his rebuying or acquiring more 
than one~third of the amount of' the 
goods coming off the belt-line. And in 
all the hard-headed sense for which you're 
famous, what is to become of the other 
two-thirds which no one in the public 
domain has the wherewithal to spend to 
get them? 

This excess of production-for" which 
there is no market because the machine 
operator en toto is the buying public en 
toto-has to be burnt up, plowed under, 
or given away in federal charity. It con
stitutes the glut that gestates periodic 
depression with a certainty that can be 

VALOR Page 9 

The Whole Soulcraft Wisdom in One Book 

"Behold Life!" 
NCE every fifty years a book comes along so sweeping 

and dynamic and revolutionary that you never forget 
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. 

A Description of the Whole Purpose 
of Mortal Experience, Written in the 
Style of V alor' s Weekly C agitations! 

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 SouLCRAFT doctrine-told in language that a grammar-school pupil 
can understand-reconciling Theology and Evolution, and explaining a hun
:lred enigmas in Holy Writ and Science, that have hitherto been annoying 
headaches to you. The world, with all its mystifying and freakish animal 
orders suddenly makes sense to you. A book for children as well .as adults! 

~-~•~-o-o_o-aaa_a_u_a_11_o_o_o_a_o_o_a_o_o_11_ox:w. 

Price, Leatherette, Copy $4 
~~•~~-a-~~~ 

SOULCRAFT PRESS, INC. 
Noblesville, Indiana 



Page 10 

''ROAD 

INTO 

SUNRISE'' 
tmt:ffl EZC3P"WtiM Wt ♦«J?liM 

A Happy Novel 
for Sophisticated 
People . . 

Why not read a novel that in
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figured. The old, wild days of uncon
trolled producing and hence "swallowing 
of losses" are gone, General. The new 
order of public official in our children's 
day muse come from the ranks of the 
economists. 

This isn't Communism-or any sug
gestion of Communism. 

"The preservation, inviolate, of the e
conomic system, based upon free, private, 
competitive enterprise" would seem to us 
like your saying that the preservation, 
inviolate of the efficient American mili
tary, demands that we retain the Gatling
gun for our armies and the Liberty mo
tor for propeller-driven aircraft. 

You would be among the first to de
mand that our military arm keep abreast 
of modern invention. Should not our 
economy as well keep abreast of modern 
invention? 

We have launched into an era of mul
tiple and ubiquitous machinery, every 
new unit of which is releasing more and 
more workers from _jobs and hence from 
Friday-night pay envelopes. Suppose the 
day comes that 95 percent of our man
ual labor is all performed by machines. 
Where is the American public's buying 
capability coming from to possess the 
necess1t1es of life? Five percent of our 
people can draw pay envelopes for run
ning those machines, meaning that five 
percent can go on living. 

We are working ourselves into one dev
il of a hiatus industrially, General, and 
the quandary takes precedence over ev
erything but Communist invasion. 

As good Americans, but in all sober 
logic, where is our present industrial 
trend taking us? 

We respectfully request you put your 
intellect to work on it. 

Tomorrow's Food 
(Continued from Page 2) 

sides. All this the employe demands and 
receives-else he will throw up his trac
tor-seat and join the ranks of the union
ized machinists and munitions workers 
in Indianapolis, total non-producers in
sofar as any necessities for maintaining 
!if e are concerned. In result, the farmer 
visitor to Headquarters announced he 
was cutting up his farm into house-lots, 
making a financial real estate killing, and 
moving into Indianapolis himself to go 
into the real estate construction business. 

Sooner or later, the whole vast army 
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of the real estate operators and muni
tions makers are due to quit work for 
lunch but find restaurants empty. Why? 
Because there's no food. Farmers can't 
make their farms pay, considering the 
multiplicity of additional households, 
motorcars, and television sets they must 
provide to get the help that their grand
fathers got from Europe at a cost of $2 
a day, with working hours from 5 a. m. 
to 7 p. m. 

It's a fine thing to thump the tubs 
about t•the glorious old Stars and Stripes" 
and free enterprise and initiative. But 
economics exist and operate inexorably 
in quite another department of human
ity's activities . . 

500NER or later, in a highly civilized 
State, with populations increasing as 

the !if e-expectancy period extends fur
ther and further, the nation as a nation 
must come to face the problem of "Where 
is the food?" 

This means that a balance must be 
struck between the absolute needs of the 
eating population and the available till
age area and cost of harvesting crops 
from it so that the flow of edibles to the 
congested urban areas strikes intelligent 
and workable balance. 

Communism and collective farms are 
not the answers. That's dividing up the 
land for contingents of slaves to till
who'll quit and go over the skyline the 
minute the overseer's lash is removed. So
cialism and dividing up the wealth-or 
the real estate garden plots, with each 
man tilling his own--eren't the answers, 
because generations of city-bred people 
won't do their own farming, granted 
they receive little plats of land sufficient 
to grow their own foodstuffs. That's 
what China has been doing the last two 
or three centuries, and getting nowhere, 
with famines taking off vast sections of 
the population every little while whole
sale. 

No, the answer lies in a system of In
telligent Cooperation, where the needs 
and resources of a whole nation are :fig
ured, and it is then more selfishly profit
able for a man to aid with farming or 
food raising than to live in a pocket
handi<erchief city apartment and take in 
the washing of his fellow tenant across 
the hallway. 

Under such Cooperation, attractive in
centives are offered the individual to pro
duce, but it's the United States Depart
ment of Agriculture, under the consti-
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tution:al Secretary of Agriculture, who 
receives the vast total product and func
tions as distributor. 

What actually seems to be ahead, is 
the whole United States turning into one 
gargantuan Farm Co-op, with all mem
bers profiting as their interests appear. 
And even our restaurants, eating houses, 
and markets are bound to alter and im
prove under such wholesale civic super
vision. 

But-and here's the shock for those 
not clairvoyantly endowed to see the 
changes which the population problem 
and the labor problem are due to bring 
about-maybe the citizen of the future 
will repair to his favorite eating-place 
and consume what food he wants with
out its costing him any more than it costs 
him at present to step up to a drinking 
fountain in the public park and procure 
himself a draught of pure, free water! 

FOOD free? The thought is electrify
ing. Wouldn't that be Socialism with 

a vengeance? 
No, it would be the Farm Cooperative 

Idea worked out on the higher national 
level, whereon all stockholders and par
ticipants in the Co-Op got their meals 
under an Economy of Abundance to 
which all contributed, precisely as in the 
old days the farmer's wife and daughters 
prepared the elaborate repast at noon for 
all the hired men and fed them as part 
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of the arrangement under the Economy 
of Scarcity. 

Did the ownership or management of 
the farm alter because the hired men re
ceived their rations enabling them to go 
onward and complete the toil which the 
farm as a whole represented? 

INSTEAD of caterwauling a long pro
gram of calamities and catastrophes 

which aren't slated to happen excepting 
in excitable imaginations-which assum
edly face the United States-let's look 
as sane people at the solutions which an 
intelligent populace of the future, under 
the leadership of the Christ Men, are due 
to espouse and embrace, to make the next 
1,000 years here in these United States 
the most wonderful in which to live, that 
the mind of und rnourished man can 
now conceive. 

These things ar coming in because 
increase of populations, along with di
minishing farm rev n ues and inability to 
obtain agricultural help, are going to 
force them. 

Not a single am ndment to our pres
ent governmental st. tutes is required to 
effect them. 

We're still due to have a "free econo
my" with proper r wards for initiative, 
ingenuity and industry. But in sheer self
survival it's got to b come an intelligent
ly adjusted economy, so that money and 
goods flow evenly . nd without obstruc
tion and glut produ ing periodic depres
sions where everyon who fancies him
self "wealthy" disc vcrs he's lost his shirt 
and his gains have b n only temporary. 

Yes, the time has arrived for cessation 
of all this caterwauling about doom and 
destructions. The time is here for level
eyed looking into th imminent future 
clairvoyantly and di c rning where these 
great social and c nomic pressures are 
taking us. 

Man may beat th spiritual law and 
the moral law-for a little time. But man 
has never yet beat n the economic law. 

The point is, that America is due to 
find sensible and ivilized ways for car
ing for the sum-to ta I of its citizenry eco
nomically. Communi m is making false 
inroads because th weightier class men
tally of our popula isn't turning its en
ergies to constructiv ways for remedy
ing national distemp rs. 

The Christ Men have the answers. 
They're the principles of Christ in ac

tion. 
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_._..,_..'7T'"'2HA VE what I call Cre
dulity Trouble with my 
grandchildren in respect 
to certain movie person
alities. They cannot un

LU.:!Wi,..~;11 derstand how their grand
sire, passing his sunset years in a small 
Indiana town, can possibly have known 
the screen celebrities he describes. The 
eight years he spent in Hollywood, from 
1922 to 1930, making sundry screen pro
ductions-21 in all-may have been the 
most colorful in his high-voltage life, 
but the children turn a fishy eye when 
he tries to convince them that Hopalong 
Cassidy's right name isn't Cassidy at all 
but Boyd and that in former sinful years 
their own grandpop played the unhal
lowed game of poker with him and Wal
lie Berry and Walter Long and Dot 
Reed at Grant Dolge's in North Holly
wood or that Joan Crawford isn't Joan 
Crawford at all but Lucille le Seuer and 
that "Gramp knew her when" she was a 
boisterous maiden in studio rompers, just 
out of the Chicago chorus, who delight
ed to come at him on the run from be
hind and try to sprawl him and rub his 
face in the greensward behind Eddie Ec
cles' office at M-G-M. I saw Joan in That 
Woman ls Dangerous at the local cinema 
the other night and what that gal has 
made of herself over the past 30 years 
brings my hat off in admiration. 

0-0 

THINKING back over my screen vi
cissitudes . . Already I've told of 

Theda Bara and something of Lon 
Chaney-although I propose to tell more 
in this paper. But there were others. Hen
ry Walthal, for instance, Little Colonel 
in The Klansman-but Edgar Allen Poe 
to the life. I was Henry's press agent for 
nearly three years, which function seemed 

• to necessitate attending various Holly-
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wood parties and helping him punish 
prodigious quantities of Bourbon, which 
usually inspired him to recite The Raven. 
When Henry, three sheets over, was in
spired to recite The Raven, you were in
spired to hear something worth hearing. 
Thereupon we repaired to the top of 
Sunset Mountain to watch the sun come 
up on California morning, usually with 
two other fellows, and apostrophized the 
solar orb with Sweet Adeline sung in the 
dampest of barbershop harmony. Mack 
Swain, another of my clients, was the big 
hombre who ate the licorice shoes in 
Charlie Chaplin's Gold Rush, also dou
bling on occasion as the huge Frenchman 
with the fierce whiskers in many of 
Charlie's best pantomines. Chester CQnk
lin, whose cat-pelt moustache carried him 
to comedy fame; Huntley Gordon, of 
the husband wife team with Irene Rich; 
Niguel de Brulier, remembered by the 
older generation for his effective work 
as Christus in Valetino's Four Horsemen; 
Jack Holt, with whom I often shot bil
liards at Casa del Mar; Tom Mix, for 
whom I wrote Ladies to Board, grossing 
more millions than any other opus he 
ever made for the silents; Blanche Sweet, 
Betty Compson, Lew Cody, Harry Land
don, Colleen Moore, Mary Astor, Buster 
Collier. Dick Barthlemess, Hoot Gibson, 
Anna May Wong, Sessue Hayakawa, 
Tommy Meaghen, Alec Francis, all these 
I enjoyed a Howya acquaintance with, 
back in those halcyon days. The most 
sporting of the lot, meaning the best lit
tle trouper of the bunch, was Betty 
Compson, I thought. She was the gal in 
the original Miracle Man, who migrated 
Hollywoodward and wedded Jimmy Cruz, 
the director. I'll never forget an after
noon when she was starring in my Lady 
Bird .. 

o-o 

IT WAS a flicker written against the 
background of Mardi Gras, and she 

was supposed to be a dancing gal in a 
New Orleans dive where the northern 
city slickers came to absorb juleps and 
local color. Incidentally, Betty was a 
dancer and I cast her to do a Paris 
Apache number with some big hombre 
whose name escapes me. Part of the fi. 
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nale was to be swirled till she went diz
zy, then lifted off her feet and tossed 
contemptuously over a table in the back
ground out of sight. Of course there had 
been a delightfully soft mattress spread 
on the studio floor beyond ye table, out 
of sight of ye camera. Between shots, 
however, some squeamish property-man 
had wondered who could have left a per
fectly dangerous mattress where players 
might stumble over it and break ankles 
or necks which would cost ye studio dam
age suits. So most thoughtfully he picked 
it up and put it away in ye property 
room. We came back from lunch, turned 
on the glims, and resumed the business 
of afternoon shooting. Ye Big Brute 
went into the finale with Betty, tossed 
her over ye table as ye script provided. 
But alas ye mattress was waiting to re
ceive her not. She landed on hard Ore
gon fir, barking more than pretty elbows 
and knees. Ye property-man was hunted 
down, taken out into the back alley and 
had his neck broken for his thoughtful
ness in striving to save his employer 
jeopardy . . But Betty batted not an 
eye. Plenty of mercurochrome was applied 
and back she went on the set, doing the 
same thing over again with the mattress 
restored . . Talk about trouping! 

o-o 

SOMETIMES, however, things were 
done maliciously that might have 

spelled tragedy. That brings me back to 
Lon . . We were making a picture in 
Fort Lee, N. J., across from Morningside 
Heights. A publicity man who kept his 
brains in his feet so they might occas
sionally get exercise, conceived the bril
liant notion that what we needed to pub
licize a flicker about Tennyson's Holy 
Grail was a publicity contest tor the 
handsomest man physically in New York, 
and when he had been chosen-with the 
cooperation of all the Bernarr MacFad
den publications-he'd be given a part 
in the picture. There was also a little 
item of earning a $1,000 prize but who 
ever saw a physical culture freak who 
thought about money? All he wanted 
was a chance to wriggle the biceps for 
the feminine element, and the competi
tion was a sell-out. Out of it came one 
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Joe Balamo, a young Italian-American 
from Brooklyn, whose name I'm mis
spelling purposely to save him present
day embarrassment. Joe was winner 
hands down-six feet-two of phenomenal 
physique, but unfortunately with the size 
of his head badly outranked by said bi
ceps. Joe likewise was naive-as young 
Italian-Americans born in Brooklyn have 
occasionally disclosed themselves to be. 
Somehow he acquired the idea that "get
ting a part in the picture" meant co-star
ring with Lon Chaney, or something of 
the sort. Anyhow, he banked the $1,000 
cheque and came around to the studio 
next day in "civvies" to "begin his screen 
r;ireer". His disillusionment started when, 
instead of being assigned a dressingroom, 
he was ordered into the chairs along the 
wall with extras who were to grace a 
commonplace restaurant scene. Joe did 
consume prodigious quantities of food 
on normal occasions, but this was scarcely 
stardom. Four days later the conditions 
of his "contract" were thought to have 
been met by assigning him a role as 
Policeman who had to chase Chaney up 
a back fire-escape in Harlem. Joe didn't 
see the slightest class to these roles, par
ticularly displaying of his boa constrictor 
muscles. He wanted to mount somewhere 
in pink tights, and, after flying through 
the air with the greatest of ease, come 
to grips with Chaney, the villian of the 
piece, and strangle him till his eyes 
popped. Again and again Joe heckled 
the director for parts that should display 
his MacFadden development. It was fi. 
na!Iy the director's eyeball that began to 
be disarranged-in exasp ration. After 
two weeks of sitting about the set, wait
ing to be given busin ss that meant a 
contract with Ho!lyw od wh n his gran
diose development was p rmitt d to break 
upon the screen, Joe b gan to g t nasty. 
He'd been promised a "pr min nt role" 
in the opus, hadn't he? Th pi ture was 
practically finishing and s ,1r ly a square 
inch of cuticle had h display d. The 
director had to do som thin r th pro
ducer face a law suit. H was a very 
hard-boiled director, wh nom I with
hold. "I'll fix the lousy wop," he vowed 
finally. "If there's one thing this Holy 
Grail needs to pep it up, it's a physical 
culture freak appearing in pink tights in 
a Fifth Avenue drawin~ ro m." H 'd nev
er approved of the physi a.I ulture con
test, anyhow. "Dismiss tl, ast for the 
dav," he ordered the Assistant Director. 
"Tell Adonis to get int his lov liest pink 
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FIVE' DELUXE VOLUMES 
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 tha you will have acquired a finished compendium 
of all pha and aspects of the Ageless Wisdom, expound
ing practi ally every enigma and quandary in human af -
fairs. Th r will be 12 volumes of these Scripts, holding 
156 discourses in all, covering eventually all the esoteric 
matter form rly isswed in the Liberation Pink Scripts in
corporated into the Soulcraf t series with additional and 
timely comment. 

$25 for the Five 
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tights, and you light up the big drawing
room set." 

0 

THERE were oth r i11structions given 
-chiefly to th ameraman, to go 

through with a fa cranking without 
film in his camera. Then the property
men were instruct d t rig up a block 
and tackle, in high overhead trusses. 
When Joe came fr m his dressingroom, 

he paused to wobble muscles and "lim
ber 'em up." Thereat all the mummery 
of filming a perfectly bona fide scene 
was begun, under full Kleigs and Coo
per-Hewi tts. "Joe," the director briefed 
him, "I want you to jump in through 
the balcony window where you've just 
made your escape from a passing circus
parade. You're looking for the dirty 
SCQ\UlJrel who's ruined your sister. B1,1t 
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a rope that you step in, catches your foot 
and trips you. See that you put your foot 
in the noose lying there on the floor. 
We'll explain the rest of the action la
ter." .. Joe was going to be starred in 
movies. He was happy at last. The 
cranking begun. He came through the 
window like an Italian gazelle leaping 
from crag to crag, all spotlights «frying" 
him. He placed his foot in the noose. 
The director gave a signal. Forthwith 
four property-aissistants began pulling 
on the cable. Joe had his foot jerked 
from under him, but before his head hit, 
he was off the floor. Joseph, in fact, was 
going up! In reverse! He was pulled out 
of the harassed director's hair by one an
kle. Straight up into the trusses he was 
hoisted and the end of the cable fastened 
to a stanchion. The director thereat 
shouted "Kill 'em!" meaning that all 
lights had the switches pulled. "Now all 
of you go home!" The cameraman in 
stantly picked up instrument and tripod 
and called it a day. Joe was hung by one 
foot high in the superstructure. The 
lights went out. The director and work
men departed. Joe bellowed, he shrieked, 
he kicked and he swung. There was 
nothing for him to grab on to rescue 
himself. He'd been hoisted by his right 
leg and therefore had no employment 
for his left. High over the snazzy draw
ing room this left leg fell outward at an 
angle and was perfectly useless as a leg. 
Apparently he was due to hang there all 
night. It was Chaney passing through 
the outer hall who overheard the howling 
and made it his business to investigate. 
Chaney would. He picked me up en 
route. It was the first that I likewise had 
learned of the director's grim maneuver 
to cure Joe thereafter of cinema aspira
tions .. 

0--0 

BUT TRY lowering a 190-pound A
donis down from the trusses of a 

movie studio, especially when he's terri
fied and disillusioned and weighs about 
ten pounds more than any would-be res
cuer. Lon and I got the cable unfastened, 
but it hadn't been over long and Lon 
happened to be clutching it. All of a 
sudden it was he who was going uo! Toe 
was coming down. It was simple hy
draulics. They passed each other in mid. 
air, although their heads were in oppo
site directions. I screeched at Toe not to 
unfasten himself or it might be Chaney 
who came down and broke both lef!S. He 
saw the point and I got hold of what 
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rope offered and started to pull to res
cue Chaney. Thereat it was Joe who was 
whipped off his feet again, going up as 
before. It wasn't a bit of fun for him. 
He was doing it twice. Lon hit the floor 
and yelled for me to help him lower Joe, 
but Joe had hold of the outer cable by 
this time and was lowering himself. But 
he couldn't get enough free rope, with 
Chaney and I not daring to span it out 
for fear of its slipping from our hands 
and the poor Italian doing a head-dive to 
the floor. Excitedly we gave each other 
much gratis advice in the semi-dark, but 
neither of us getting anywhere. When we 
finally got th .. e poor dago down, he had 
a sprained ankle and Lon had his palms 
bruised. Balamo was going to sue the di
rector ;is soon as he could get a lawyer, 
but Chan y strongly recommended his 
returning on the morrow and having the 
pleasure of pushing in the dir ctor's face. 
He, Ch.mey, would help Balamo push .. 
We took Joe across to the ferry in a cab 
and he hobbled up the elevated for 
Brooklyn, and out of my life. It was, 
however the meanest trick I ever saw 
played while I was in pictures, because 
we might have come back to the studio 
next morning and found Balamo dead. 
However, think I can get Pam or Winkie 
to credit all such bilge? You don't know 
my grandchildr n . . Ah, movies! 

-THE RECC'. )ER 

Love in the Afterlife 
(Continued from Pdge 6) 

ous ill-assortments and incongruous un
ions which we s 11rring all about us 
that are otherwi 1;0 in xplainable, and 
the results of whi h in rnma fill plays 
and books with what icty is pleased to 
call "plots" . . 

The Second II. 1f of die motivation 
behind Sex Attrnrtion i. lr. id alistic. 
Tt concerns th tri dy Ii I gi al and 
very little el . 

Society xhibit. . 
about referring t thi. I I. tontly r prom
iscuously for thr v ry implr r a n that 
it is not gen rally intl'rJ)rN ·d and under
stood-not s rnu h th hi I gi nl proc-
ess in any f it I hy i . I tricities 
of production a 1 !1 • f ulty lysis of 
the urge b hind thr I r 11th 

Furthermor , n I h r i mething 
that adult m rtt,ilu , rn11 t f there is 
the Oversoul p rpet-
uation of sirr, or 1111 ( il;n r sponse 
to the Polarity i( 1,1d n. 
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,,sTAR GUESTS'' 
A Book for you to 

read as early as 
possible in your 
Soulcraf t study! 

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 T,ife, and Star Guests. 

There are s v ral other Soulcraft 
volumes treating of special subjects, 
such as Thinking Alive, Earth Comes 
and Thresholds of Tomorrow, but 
the fir t thr e nam d give the whole 
plan of lif in pr gressive revelation., 

If y u'r int r sted in Christian 
Mysti ism tlm,r books will prove a 
rare treat to y 11. Along with the 
Golden Script,, which have just 
been reprint d in an 844-page edi
tion, the Soul rnft books offer the 
greatest wealth f esoteric informa
tion found in Am rica today. 

Here is everything contained in 
the Ageless Wisdom of the mystics 
plus the latest findings of modem 
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 D lux Edition is now exhausted on this fundamental 
Soulcraft w0rk, but 200 copies are still available in Cloth 
for $3 . h, prepaid. The whole Soulcraft background is 
contain d in this esoteric treatment of human origins . . . 
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We must treat with this ingredient for 
the thing which it i . 

FOR THE physi I train to be per
petuated, so that uls may have the 

adequate and unfailiu~ supply of me
chanisms for rein arn tional use, there 
must be an incentiv to copulation. 

This is commonly . lied Desire. 
Desire may start , blind glandular 

craving, but it is rv r provoked and 
strengthened in exa t r, tio to its extern_-

al arrestment or frustration. 
Here is one of the greatest mysteries 

in Cosmos, as to why this should be 
so. Speaking strictly of the biological 
urge for the moment, and ignoring the 
karmic instincts, a particular man wants 
a particular woman-or a particular wo
man wants a particular man-with ap
proximately the degree of desire that a 
strength of prohibition exists in some 
pha~e between them. 
' (Continued Next Wee~) 
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£ VERY morning for months he had 

paused before the beggar on a busy 
thoroughfare and silently dropped a dime 
into his hat. Now as he dropped the coin 
he apologetically announced-

"Sorry, old man. Afraid I won't be 
able to help you much more. Need all 
the dimes I can rake together. You see, 
I'm expecting to take a new wife." 

"What!" screamed the beggar. "Get
ting married at my expense!" 

THE CONCEITED young man had 
been in the hospital overly long and 

had been extremely well looked after by 
the pretty nurse. 

"Nurse," he cried finally, "I'm in love 
with you. I've got to tell you. I don't 
want to get well." 

"I have my doubts that you will," she 
responded cheerfully. "The doctor saw 
you kissing me this morning and he's in 
love with me too." 

THE NEW youn:g schoolteacher was 
having her first meeting with the 

school board in a remote mountain sec
tion. They were discussing the school 
and its program. Finally she asked-

"And what are your usual modes of 
punishment for unruly pupils?" 

"Waal," the hoard chairman drawled. 
cty ou try moral suasion fust. H that 
don't work, you just feel free to use 
capital punishment/' 

THE ANGRY father 
"Didn't you promise to 

boy?" 

demanded, 
be a good 

"Yes," the young hopeful admitted, 
"I did, sir." 

"And didn't I promise you a thrash
ing if you weren't?" 

ttYes, sir. But seein' I broke my prom
ise, you don't have to keep yours, dad." 

A GOLFER, no matter how poorly he 
played, was never heard to swear. 

One day an opponent remarked upon 
this fact. 

'Yeah, it's true I don't cuss," admit
ted the foozler. "But lemme tell you 
this: Every time I miss, I spit. And 
wherever I spit, the grass don't grow 
again no more." 

You Ought to Hear 
the Recorder's Talk 
on humanity's 

Ending· Poverty 
m the current electronic broad
cast. The first discussion of the 
fundamental issues of the Chris
tian Commonwealth began with 
the broadcast made for playing 
throughout the nation the week 
of April 20th. They will con
tinue for the next 20 weeks! 
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ST ART A CHAPEL! 
Get i~formation about a wire or tape Recorder, from 
Soulcraft Headquarters. The ree~.10..,,C nt you on a basis 
of your donating to the work w :onsider them to 
be worth, for the spiritual goo, have done you. 

THE PORTLY man was trying to get 
to his seat t a circus. 

ttPardon me, madam," he said to a 
woman. ctDid I ~tep on your foot?" 

t'Possibly," sh~ returned ."All of the 
elephants seem td be accounted for down 
m that ring." 

INQUIRED the political exhorter in 
Kentucky, "Can't the Democrats of 

this town get together?" 
"Get together!" exclaimed the man 

with one ear in court-plaster. "It takes 
eleven deputy sheriffs to keep 'em apart." 

SHE TOLD ~r persistent suitor. t'Mv 
father takes things apart to see why 

they don't go." 
"Why bring that up?" the young man 

demanded. 
ttSo you'd better go." 

THE LITTLE daughter of a newspa
per editor came home from Sabbath 

School with a fancy colored gift card. 
ccwhat's that you've got?" her father 

inquired. 
ttOh," said the child indifferently, "just 

an ad about heaven." 

TI--~~ CHAPLAIN preached a force
ful sermon on the Ten Command

ments, leaving one private in a serious 
mood. But eventually he brightened. 

''Anyway," he consoled himself, "I 
never made a graven image." 

THE NEW curate asked, "Ah, Mrs. 
Smithers, what did you think of my 

sermon this morning?" 
"Perfectly marvelous, Reverend. So in

structive. Fact is, we really didn't know 
what sin was till you came here." 


