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A TRIBUTE TO THE AUTHOR
AND THE STORY

The Magic Story written by Frederic Van Rensselaer 
Dey in 1900, and published first in Success Magazine, 
was later issued in book form by that publication, and 
ran into many editions. It has been claimed for it that 
it contains the philosophy of success. Whether this is 
so or not depends upon the mental attitude and recep­
tivity of the reader. It is true that it has reclaimed men 
and women from mistaken lives according to their per­
sonal testimony. A clergyman from Cape Breton Island 
wrote a letter to the author to say he would rather be 
author of The Magic Story than to be the possessor of 
many millions, adding "to be able to help mankind as 
this story helps is to be blest indeed.” There have been 
thousands of similar testimonials.

Mr. Dey (1861-1922) was born in Watkins, N. Y„ 
the son of David P. and Emma Brewster Sayre Dey. On 
his father’s side he was descended from Dirck Jansen 
Dey, who came from Amsterdam, Holland, and settled 
in New Amsterdam in 1641; on his mother’s side he 
was descended from Thomas Sayre who was in Lynn, 
Mass., in 1638. He attended the Columbia Law School 
in New York City, was graduated in the class of 1883 
and practiced law in Brooklyn for several years, was an 
assistant Corporation Counsel, a junior member of the 
law firm of William J. Gaynor, who later became the 
Mayor of New York. Mr. Dey wrote under a score of 
pen names, notably "Nick Carter, Detective,” of which 
he wrote more than a thousand stories.



When he wrote The Magic Story, I am sure that he 
had no idea that he had written a great story. He re­
ceived fifty dollars for it, and it has been printed in 
various ways at least a million times. Corporations have 
found in it a stimulant to salesmanship and efficiency.

The Magic Story was an inspiration and was written 
in a period of great happiness.

Haryot Holt Dey



The MAGIC STORY
PART ONE

I WAS sitting alone in the cafe and had just reached 
for the sugar preparatory to putting it into my coffee. 
Outside, the weather was hideous. Snow and sleet came 
swirling down, and the wind howled frightfully. Every 
time the outer door opened, a draft of unwelcome air 
penetrated the uttermost corners of the room. Still I 
was comfortable. The snow and sleet and wind con­
veyed nothing to me except an abstract thanksgiving 
that I was where it could not affect me. While I dreamed 
and sipped my coffee, the door opened and closed, and 
admitted—S tur te van t.

Sturtevant was an undeniable failure, but, withal, an 
artist of more than ordinary talent. He had, however, 
fallen into the rut traveled by ne’er-do-wells, and was 
out at the elbows as well as insolvent.

As I raised my eyes to Sturtevant’s I was conscious of 
mild surprise at the change in his appearance. Yet he 
was not dressed differently. He wore the same thread­
bare coat in which he always appeared, and the old 
brown hat was the same. And yet there was something 
new and strange in his appearance. As he swished his 
hat around to relieve it of the burden of snow deposited 
by the howling nor’-wester, there was something new 
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THE MAGIC STORY

in the gesticulation. I could not remember when I had 
invited Sturtevant to dine with me, but involuntarily I 
beckoned to him. He nodded, and presently seated him­
self opposite to me. I asked him what he would have, 
and he, after scanning the bill of fare carelessly, ordered 
from it leisurely, and invited me to join him in coffee 
for two. I watched him in stupid wonder, but, as I had 
invited the obligation, I was prepared to pay for it, al­
though I knew I hadn’t sufficient cash to settle the bill. 
Meanwhile, I noted the brightness of his usual lack­
luster eyes, and the healthful, hopeful glow upon his 
cheek, with increasing amazement.

’’Have you lost a rich uncle?” I asked.
”No,” he replied, calmly, ’’but I have found my 

Alladin’s Lamp, my Key to Riches.”
’’Currier,” said Sturtevant, at length, pausing with 

his coffee cup half way to his lips, "I see that I have sur­
prised you. It is not strange, for I am a surprise to my­
self. I am a new man, a different man,—and the alter­
ation has taken place in the last few hours. You have 
seen me come into this place 'broke’ many a time, when 
you have turned away, so that I would think you did not 
see me. I knew why you did that. It was not because you 
did not want to pay for a dinner, but because you did 
not have the money to do it. Is that your check? Let me 
have it. Thank you. I haven’t any money with me to­
night, but I,—well, this is my treat.”

He called the waiter to him, and, with an inimitable 
flourish, signed his name on the backs of the two 
checks, and waved him away. After that he was silent 
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THE MAGIC STORY

a moment while he looked into my eyes, smiling at the 
astonishment which I in vain strove to conceal.

'’Do you know an artist who possesses more talent 
than I?” he asked, presently. "No. Do you happen to 
know anything in the line of my profession that I 
could not accomplish, if I applied myself to it? No. 
You have been a reporter on the dailies for—how 
many?—seven or eight years. Do you remember when 
I ever had any credit until tonight? No. Was I refused 
just now? You have seen for yourself. Tomorrow my 
new career begins. Within a month I shall have a bank 
account. Why? Because I have discovered the secret of 
success.”

"Yes,” he continued, when I did not reply, "my 
fortune is made. I have been reading a strange story, 
and since reading it, I feel that my fortune is assured. 
It will make your fortune, too. All you have to do is to 
read it. You have no idea what it will do for you. 
Nothing is impossible after you know that story. It 
makes everything as plain as A, B, C. The very instant 
you grasp its true meaning, success is certain. This 
morning I was a hopeless, aimless bit of garbage in 
the metropolitan ash can; tonight I wouldn’t change 
places with a millionaire. That sounds foolish, but it 
is true. The millionaire has spent his enthusiasm; mine 
is all at hand.”

"You amaze me,” I said, wondering if he had been 
drinking absinthe. "Won’t you tell me the story? I 
should like to hear it.”

"Certainly. I mean to tell it to the whole world. It 
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THE MAGIC STORY

is really remarkable that it should have been written 
and should remain in print so long, with never a soul 
to appreciate it until now. This morning I was starving. 
I hadn’t any credit, nor a place to get a meal. I was 
seriously meditating suicide. I had gone to three of the 
papers for which I had done work, and had been handed 
back all that I had submittted. I had to choose quickly 
between death by suicide and death slowly by starvation. 
Then I found the story and read it. You can hardly 
imagine the transformation. Why, my dear boy, every­
thing changed at once,—and there you are.”

’'But what is the story, Sturtevant?”
"Wait; let me finish. I took those same old drawings 

to other editors, and every one of them was accepted 
at once.”

"Can the story do for others what it has done for 
you? For example, would it be of assistance to me?” I 
asked.

"Help you? Why not? Listen and I will tell it to 
you, although, really, you should read it. Still I will tell 
it as best I can. It is like this: you see,------------ ”

The waiter interrupted us at that moment. He in­
formed Sturtevant that he was wanted at the telephone, 
and with a word of apology, the artist left the table. 
Five minutes later I saw him rush out into the sleet 
and wind and disappear. Within the recollection of the 
frequenters of that cafe, Sturtevant had never before 
been called out by telephone. That, of itself, was sub­
stantial proof of a change in his circumstances.

One night, on the street, I encountered Avery, a 
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THE MAGIC STORY

former college chum, then a reporter on one of the 
evening papers. It was about a month after my memor­
able interview with Sturtevant, which, by that time, 
was almost forgotten.

"Hello, old chap,” he said; "how’s the world using 
you? Still on space?”

"Yes,” I replied, bitterly, "with prospects of being 
on the town, shortly. But you look as if things were 
coming your way. Tell me all about it.”

"Things have been coming my way, for a fact, and 
it is all remarkable, when all is said. You know Sturte­
vant, don’t you? It’s all due to him. I was plumb down 
on my luck,—thinking of the morgue and all that,— 
looking for you, in fact, with the idea you would lend 
me enough to pay my room rent, when I met Sturte­
vant. He told me a story, and, really, old man, it is the 
most remarkable story you ever heard; it made a new 
man of me. Within twenty-four hours I was on my 
feet and I’ve hardly known a care or a trouble since.”

Avery’s statement, uttered calmly, and with the air 
of one who had merely pronounced an axiom, recalled 
to my mind the conversation with Sturtevant in the cafe 
that stormy night, nearly a month before.

"It must be a remarkable story,” I said, incredulously. 
"Sturtevant mentioned it to me once. I have not seen 
him since. Where is he now?”

"He has been making war sketches abroad, at four 
hundred a week; he’s just returned. It is a fact that 
everybody that has heard the story has done well since. 
There are Cosgrove and Phillips,—friends of mine,— 
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THE MAGIC STORY

you don’t know them. One’s a real estate agent; the 
other a broker’s clerk, Sturtevant told them the story, 
and they have experienced the same results that I have; 
and they are not the only ones.

"Do you know the story?” I asked. "Will you try its 
effect on me?”

"Certainly; with the greatest pleasure in the world. 
I would like to have it printed in big black type, and 
posted in the subway stations throughout New York. 
It certainly would do a lot of good, and it’s as simple 
as A, B, C: like living on a farm. Excuse me a minute, 
will you? I see Danforth over there. Back in a minute, 
old chap.”

He nodded and smiled,—and was gone. I saw him 
join the man whom he had designated as Danforth. 
My attention was distracted for a moment, and, when 
I looked again, both had disappeared.

If the truth be told, I was hungry. My pocket at 
that moment contained exactly 15 cents; just enough 
to pay my fare up-town, but insufficient also to stand 
the expense of filling my stomach. There was a "night 
owl” diner in the neighborhood, where I had fre­
quently "stood up” the purveyor of midnight dainties, 
and to him I applied. He was leaving the diner as I 
was on the point of entering it, and I accosted him.

"I’m broke again,” I said, with extreme cordiality. 
"You’ll have to trust me once more. Some ham and 
eggs, I think, will do for the present.”

He coughed, hesitated a moment, and then re-entered
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THE MAGIC STORY

the diner with me.
"Mr. Currier is good for anything he orders,” he said 

to the man in charge; "one of my old customers. This 
is Mr. Bryan, Mr. Currier. He will take good care of 
you, and 'stand for’ you, just the same as I would. The 
fact is, I have sold out. I’ve just turned over the outfit 
to Bryan. By the way, isn’t Mr. Sturtevant a friend of 
yours?”

I nodded. I couldn’t have spoken if I had tried.
"Well,” continued the ex-"night-owl” man, "he 

came here one night, about a month ago, and told me 
the most wonderful story I ever heard. I’ve just bought 
a place in Eighth Avenue, where I am going to run a 
regular restaurant—near Twenty-third Street. Come 
and see me.”

He was out of the diner, and the door had been banged 
shut before I could stop him; so I ate my ham and eggs 
in silence, and resolved that I would hear that story 
before I slept. In fact, I began to regard it with super­
stition. If it had made so many fortunes, surely it should 
be capable of making mine.

The certainty that the wonderful story—I began to 
regard it as magic,—was in the air, possessed me. As I 
started to walk homeward, fingering the 15 cents in 
my pocket and contemplating the certainty of riding 
downtown in the morning, I experienced the sensation 
of something stealthily pursuing me, as if Fate were 
treading along behind me, yet never overtaking, and I 
was conscious that I was possessed with or by the story. 
When I reached Union Square, I examined my address
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THE MAGIC STORY

book for the home of Sturtevant. It was not recorded 
there. Then I remembered the cafe in University Place, 
and, although the hour was late, it occurred to me that 
he might be there.

He was! In a far corner of the room, surrounded by a 
group of acquaintances, I saw him. He discovered me 
at the same instant, and motioned to me to join them at 
the table. There was no chance for the story, however. 
There were half a dozen around the table, and I was 
the farthest removed from Sturtevant. But I kept my 
eyes upon him, and bided my time, determined that, 
when he rose to depart, I would go with him. A silence, 
suggestive of respectful awe, had fallen upon the party 
when I took my seat. Everyone seemed to be thinking, 
and the attention of all was fixed upon Sturtevant. The 
cause was apparent. He had been telling the story. I had 
entered the cafe just too late to hear it. On my right, 
when I took my seat, was a doctor; on my left a lawyer. 
Facing me on the other side was a novelist with whom 
I had some acquaintance. The others were artists and 
newspaper men.

"It’s too bad, Mr. Currier,” remarked the doctor; "you 
should have come a little sooner, Sturtevant has been 
telling us a story; it is quite wonderful, really. I say, 
Sturtevant, won’t you tell that story again, for the bene­
fit of Mr. Currier?”

"Why yes. I believe that Currier has, somehow, failed 
to hear the magic story, although, as a matter of fact, I 
think he was the first one to whom I mentioned it at all. 
It was here, in this cafe, too,—at this very table. Do you 
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remember what a wild night that was, Currier? Wasn’t 
I called to the telephone, or something like that? To be 
sure! I remember, now; interrupted just at the point 
when I was beginning the story. After that, I told it to 
three or four fellows, and it ’braced them up,’ as it had 
me. It seems incredible that a mere story can have such 
a tonic effect upon the success of so many persons who 
are engaged in such widely different occupations, but 
that is what it has done. It is a kind of never-failing 
remedy, like a cough mixture that is warranted to cure 
everything, from a cold in the head to galloping con­
sumption. There was Parsons, for example. He is a 
broker, you know, and had been on the wrong side of 
the market for a month. He had utterly lost his grip, 
and was on the verge of failure. I happened to meet him 
at the time he was feeling the bluest, and before we 
parted, something brought me around to the subject of 
the story and I related it to him. It had the same effect 
upon him that it had on me, and has had upon every­
body who has heard it, as far as I know. I think you 
will all agree with me, that it is the story itself that 
performs the surgical operation on the minds of those 
who are familiar with it. The author has, somehow, 
produced a psychological effect which is indescribable. 
The reader is hypnotized. He receives a mental and 
moral tonic. Perhaps, doctor, you can give some scientific 
explanation of the influence exerted by the story. It is a 
sort of elixir manufactured out of words, eh?”

From that the company entered upon a general dis­
cussion of theories. Now and then slight references 
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were made to the story itself, and they were just suf­
ficient to tantalize me,—the only one present who had 
not heard it.

At length, I left my chair, and passing around the 
table, seized Sturtevant by one arm, and succeeded in 
drawing him away from the party.

"If you have any consideration for an old friend 
who is rapidly being driven absolutely insane by the 
existence of that confounded story, which Fate seems 
determined that I shall never hear, you will relate it to 
me now,” I said, savagely.

Sturtevant stared at me in mild surprise.
"All right,” he said. "The others will excuse me for 

a few moments, I think. Sit down here, and you shall 
have it. I found it pasted in an old scrapbook I pur­
chased in Ann Street for ten cents and there isn’t a 
thing about it by which one can get any idea in what 
publication it originally appeared, or who wrote it. 
When I discovered it, I began casually to read it, and 
in a moment I was interested. Before I left it, I had 
read it through many times, so that I could repeat it 
almost word for word. It affected me strangely,—as if 
I had come in contact with some strong personality. 
There seems to be in the story a personal element that 
applies to every one who reads it. Well, after I had read 
it several times, I began to think it over. I couldn’t 
stay in the house, so I seized my coat and hat and went 
out. I must have walked several miles, buoyantly, with­
out realizing that I was the same man, who, only a 
short time before, had been in the depths of de­
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THE MAGIC STORY

spondency. That was the day I met you here,—you 
remember.”

We were interrupted at that instant by a uniformed 
messenger, who handed Sturtevant a telegram. It was 
from his chief, and demanded his instant attendance at 
the office. The sender had already been delayed an hour, 
and there was no help for it; he must go at once.

’’Too bad!” said Sturtevant, rising and extending his 
hand. ’'Tell you what I’ll do, old chap. Pm not likely to 
be gone any more than an hour or two. You take my 
key and wait for me in my room. In the escritoire near 
the window you will find an old scrapbook bound in 
aged leather. It was manufactured, I have no doubt, by 
the author of the magic story. Wait for me in my room 
until I return.”

With that he went out, and I lost no time in taking 
advantage of the permission he had given me.

I found the book without difficulty. It was a quaint, 
home-made affair, as Sturtevant had said, bound with 
leather. The pages were yellow vellum parchment. The 
story was strange and engrossing. The phraseology was 
an unusual combination of seventeenth century man­
nerisms. The Magic Story follows.
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The MAGIC STORY
PART TWO

INASMUCH AS I have evolved from my experience 
the one great secret of success for all worldly under­
takings, I deem it wise, now that the number of my days 
is nearly counted, to give to the generations that are 
to follow me the benefit of whatsoever knowledge I 
possess. I do not apologize for the manner of my ex­
pression, nor for lack of literary merit, the latter being, 
I wot, its own apology. Tools much heavier than the 
pen have been my portion; nevertheless, the fact I can 
tell, and that I deem the meat within the nut. What 
mattereth it, in what manner the shell be broken, so 
that the meat be obtained and rendered useful? I doubt 
not that I shall use, in the telling, expressions that have 
clung to my memory since childhood; nor doth it matter 
much how a thought is expressed, if it be wholesome 
and helpful, and findeth the understanding.

Much have I wearied my brain anent the question, 
how best to describe this recipe for success that I have 
discovered, and it seemeth advisable to give it as it came 
to me; that is, if I relate somewhat of the story of my 
life, the directions for agglomerating the substances, 
and supplying the seasoning for the accomplishment of 
the dish will plainly be perceived. Happen they may; 
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and that men may be born generations after I am dust, 
who will live to bless me for the words I write.

My father, then, was a seafaring man who, early in 
life, forsook his vocation, and settled on a plantation in 
the colony of Virginia, where, some years thereafter, I 
was born, wrhich event took place in the year 1642; and 
that was over a hundred years ago. Better for my father 
had it been, had he hearkened to the wise advice of my 
mother, that he remain in the calling of his education; 
but he would not have it so, and the good vessel he 
captained was bartered for the land I spoke of. Here 
beginneth the first lesson to be acquired:—

Man should not be blinded to whatsoever 
merit exists in the opportunity which he 
hath in hand. A treasure may lie buried in your 
own back yard.

When I had achieved ten years, my mother’s soul 
took flight, and two years thereafter my worthy father 
followed her. I, being their only begotten, was left 
alone; howbeit, there were friends who, for a time, 
cared for me; that is to say, they offered me a home be­
neath their roof,—a thing which I took advantage of 
for the space of five months. From my father’s estate 
there came to me naught; but, in the wisdom that came 
with increasing years, I convinced myself that his friend, 
under whose roof I lingered for some time, had de­
frauded him, and therefore me.

Of the time from the age of twelve and a half until 
I was three and twenty, I will make no recital here, 
since that time hath naught to do with this tale; but 
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some time after, having in my possession the sum of 
sixteen guineas, ten, which I had saved from the fruits 
of my labor, I took ship to Boston town, where I began 
to work first as a cooper, and thereafter as a ship’s car­
penter, although always after the craft was docked; for 
the sea was not amongst my desires.

Fortune will sometimes smile upon an intended vic­
tim because of pure perversity of temper. Such was one 
of my experiences. I prospered, and at seven and twenty, 
owned the yard wherein, less than four years earlier, 
I had worked for hire. Fortune, howbeit, is a jade who 
must be coerced; she will not be coddled. Here begin- 
neth the second lesson to be acquired:

Fortune is ever elusive, and can only be 
retained by force. Deal with her tenderly and 
she will forsake you for a stronger man. (In 
that, methinks, she is not unlike other women 
of my knowledge.)

About this time, Disaster (which is one of the heralds 
of broken spirits and lost resolve), paid me a visit. Fire 
ravaged my yards, leaving me nothing in its blackened 
paths but debts, which I had not the coin wherewith to 
defray. I labored with my acquaintances, seeking assist­
ance for a new start, but the fire that had burned my 
competence, seemed also to have consumed their sym­
pathies. So it happened, within a short time, that not 
only had I lost all, but I was hopelessly indebted to 
others; and for that they cast me into prison. It is pos­
sible that I might have rallied from my losses but for 
this last indignity, which broke down my spirits so that 
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I became utterly despondent. Upward of a year was I 
detained within the gaol; and, when I did come forth, 
it was not the same hopeful, happy man, content with 
his lot, and with confidence in the world and its people, 
who had entered there.

Life has many pathways, and of them by far the 
greater number lead downward. Some are precipitous, 
others are less abrupt; but ultimately, no matter at what 
inclination the angle may be fixed, they arrive at the 
same destination,—failure. And here beginneth the 
third lesson:

Failure exists only in the grave. Man, be­
ing alive, hath not yet failed; altvays he may 
turn about and ascend by the same path he 
descended by; and there may be one that is 
less abrupt (albeit longer of achievement), 
and more adaptable to his condition.

When I came forth from prison, I was penniless. In 
all the world I possessed naught beyond the poor gar­
ments which covered me, and a walking stick which the 
turnkey had permitted me to retain, since it was worth­
less. Being a skilled workman, howbeit, I speedily found 
employment at good wages; but, having eaten of the 
fruit of worldly advantage, dissatisfaction possessed me. 
I became morose and sullen; whereat, to cheer my 
spirits, and for the sake of forgetting the losses I had 
sustained, I passed my evenings at the tavern. Not that 
I drank overmuch of liquor, except on occasion (for 
I have ever been somewhat abstemious), but that I 
could laugh and sing, and parry wit and badinage with 
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my ne’er-do-well companions; and here might be in­
cluded the fourth lesson:

Seek comrades among the industrious, for 
those who are idle will sap your energies 
from you.

It was my pleasure at that time to relate, upon slight 
provocation, the tale of my disasters, and to rail against 
the men whom I deemed to have wronged me, because 
they had seen fit not to come to my aid. Moreover, I 
found childish delight in filching from my employer, 
each day, a few moments of the time for which he paid 
me. Such a thing is less honest than downright theft.

This habit continued and grew upon me until the 
day dawned which found me not only without employ­
ment, but also without character, which meant that I 
could not hope to find work with any other employer 
in Boston town.

It was then that I regarded myself a failure. I can 
liken my condition at that time for naught more similar 
than that of a man who, descending the steep side of a 
mountain, loses his foothold. The farther he slides, the 
faster he goes. I have also heard this condition described 
by the word Ishmaelite, which I understand to be a man 
whose hand is against everybody, and who thinks that 
the hands of every other man are against him; and here 
beginneth the fifth lesson:

The Ishmaelite and the leper are the same, 
since both are abominations in the sight of 
man,—albeit they differ much, in that the 
former may be restored to perfect health. The
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former is entirely the result of imagination;
the latter has poison in his blood,

I will not discourse at length upon the gradual degen­
eration of my energies. It is not meet ever to dwell 
much upon misfortunes (which saying is also worthy 
of remembrance). It is enough if I add that the day 
came when I possessed naught wherewith to purchase 
food and raiment, and I found myself like unto a pau­
per, save at infrequent times when I could earn a few 
pence, or mayhap, a shilling. Steady employment I 
could not secure, so I became emaciated in body, and 
naught but a skeleton in spirit.

My condition, then, was deplorable; not so much for 
the body, be it said, as for the mental part of me, which 
was sick unto death. In my imagination I deemed my­
self ostracized by the whole world, for I had sunk very 
low indeed; and here beginneth the sixth lesson to be 
acquired:

Poverty is very agonizing, and in some men 
it kills the very soul but it is the icy North 
wind that lashes men into Vikings. Poverty is 
terrorful, I must aver, but in many cases, the 
best thing that can happen to a young man is 
to be tossed overboard and be compelled to 
sink or swim for himself.

He is not acquainted with himself nor with others who 
hath not known adversity. Continual success shows us 
but one side of the world. Success surrounds us with 
friends who only praise and flatter us and it is only in 
failure that we hear from our enemies who extol not our 
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virtues but from whom alone we can learn our defects.
Truly Providence works in strange ways, my brethren, 

and until a man comes to the autumn of his days he can 
scarce say what hath been ill-luck and what hath been 
good. For of all the seeming misfortunes which have 
befallen me during my life, there is not one which I have 
not come to look upon as a blessing. And if you once 
take this into your hearts, it is a mighty help in enabling 
you to meet all troubles with a stiff lip; for why should 
a man grieve when he hath not yet determined whether 
what hath chanced may not prove to be a cause of 
rejoicing?

For my own part, believing as I now do that there is 
nothing of chance in this world, I feel that I had been 
exposed to these trials in order to dispose me toward 
finding my real Ego Self and that I had been saved in 
order to put this finding into effect. As an earnest of my 
endeavor to do so, I oft times kneel down and I pray that 
I may be of some use on the earth, and that I might be 
helped to rise above my own wants and interests, to aid 
forward whatever of good or noble might be stirring in 
my days. It is well nigh seventy years since I have found 
The Presence, but I can truly say that from that day to 
this the aims which I have laid down for myself have 
served me as a compass over the dark waters of life — 
a compass which I may perchance not always follow, 
for flesh is weak and frail, but which hath, at least, been 
ever present, that I might turn to it in seasons of doubt 
and of danger.

Well do I remember my awakening, for it came in 
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the night, when, in truth, I did awake from sleep. My 
bed was a pile of shavings in the rear of the cooper shop 
where once I had worked for hire; my roof was the 
pyramid of casks, underneath which I had established 
myself. The night was cold, and I was chilled, albeit, 
paradoxically, I had been dreaming of light and warmth 
and of the repletion of good things. You will say, when 
I relate the effect the vision had on me, that my mind 
was affected. So be it, for it is the hope that the minds 
of others might be likewise influenced which disposes 
me to undertake the labor of this writing. It was the 
dream which converted me to the belief—nay, to the 
knowledge,—that I was possessed of two identities; and 
it was my own better self that afforded me the ^assist­
ance for which I had pleaded in vain from my acquaint­
ances. I have heard this condition described by the word 
’'double.” Nevertheless, that word does not comprehend 
my meaning. A double can be naught more than a 
double, neither half being possessed of individuality.

Moreover, it was not the dream itself which affected 
me; it was the impression made by it, and the influence 
that it exerted over me, which loosed the chains of my 
being. In a word, then, I encouraged my other identity. 
After toiling through a tempest of snow and wind, I 
peered into a window and saw that other being. He was 
rosy with health; before him, on the hearth, blazed a 
fire of logs; there was conscious power and force in his 
demeanor; he was physically and mentally muscular. 
I rapped timidly upon the door, and he bade me enter. 
There was a not unkindly smile of derision in his eyes as 
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he motioned me to a chair by the fire; but he uttered 
no word of welcome; and, when I had warmed myself, 
I went forth again into the tempest, burdened with the 
shame which the contrast between us had forced upon 
me. It was then that I awoke; and here cometh the 
strange part of my tale, for, when I did awake, I was 
not alone. There was a Presence with me; intangible to 
others, I discovered later, but real to me.

The Presence was in my likeness, yet was it strikingly 
unlike. The brow, not more lofty than my own, yet 
seemed more round and full; the eyes, clear, direct, and 
filled with purpose, glowed with enthusiasm and reso­
lution; the lips, chin,—aye, the whole contour of face 
and figure was dominant and determined.

He was calm, steadfast, and self-reliant; I was cower­
ing, filled with nervous trembling, and fearsome of in­
tangible shadows. When the Presence turned away, I 
followed, and throughout the day I never lost sight of 
it, save when it disappeared for a time beyond some 
doorway where I dared not enter; at such places, I 
awaited its return with trepidation and awe, for I could 
not help wondering at the boldness of the Presence (so 
like myself, and yet so unlike), in daring to enter where 
my own feet feared to tread.

It seemed also as if purposely, I was led to the place 
and to the men where, and before whom I most dreaded 
to appear; to offices where once I had transacted busi­
ness; to men with whom I had financial dealings. 
Throughout the day I pursued the Presence, and at 
evening saw it disappear beyond the portals of a hostelry 
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famous for its cheer and good living. I sought the pyra­
mid of casks and shavings.

Not again in my dreams that night did I encounter 
the Better Self (for that is what I have named it), 
albeit, when, perchance, I awakened from slumber, it 
was near to me, ever wearing that calm smile of kindly 
derision which could not be mistaken for pity, nor for 
condolence in any form. The contempt of it stung me 
sorely.

The second day was not unlike the first, being a 
repetition of its fore-runner, and I was again doomed 
to wait outside during the visits which the Presence 
paid to places where I fain would have gone had I 
possessed the requisite courage. It is fear which de- 
porteth a man’s soul from his body and rendereth it a 
thing to be despised. Many a time I essayed to address 
it but words rattled in my throat, and the day closed 
like its predecessor.

This happened many days, one following another, 
until I ceased to count them; albeit, I discovered that 
constant association with the Presence was producing 
an effect upon me; and one night when I awoke among 
the casks and discerned that he was present, I made 
bold to speak, albeit with marked timidity.

’’Who are you?” I ventured to ask; and I was startled 
into an upright posture by the sound of my own voice; 
and the question seemed to give pleasure to my com­
panion, so that I fancied there was less of derision in 
his smile when he responded.

"I am that I am,” was the reply. "I am he who you 
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have been; I am he who you may be again; wherefore 
do you hesitate? I am he who you were, and whom you 
have cast out for other company. I am the man made in 
the image of God, who once possessed your body. Once 
we dwelt within it together as tenants in common. Then, 
you were a puny thing, but you became selfish and exact­
ing until I could not longer abide with you, therefore, 
I stepped out. There is a plus-entity and minus-entity in 
every human body that is born into the world. Which­
ever one of these is favored by the flesh becomes domi­
nant; then is the other inclined to abandon its habitation, 
temporarily or for all time. I am the plus-entity of your­
self; you are the minus-entity. I own all things; you 
possess naught. That body which we both inhabited is 
mine, but it is unclean, and I will not dwell within it. 
Cleanse it, and I will take possession.”

"Why do you pursue me?” I next asked of the 
Presence.

"You have pursued me, not I you. You can exist 
without me for a time, but your path leads downward, 
and the end is death. Now that you approach the end, 
you debate if it be not shrewd that you should cleanse 
your house and invite me to enter. Step aside, then, 
from the brain and the will; cleanse them of your 
presence; only on that condition will I ever occupy 
them again.”

"The brain has lost its power,” I faltered. "The will 
is a weak thing, now; can you repair them?”

"Listen!” said the Presence, and he towered over me 
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while I cowered abjectly at his feet. "To the plus-entity 
of a man, all things are possible. The world belongs to 
him,—is his estate. He fears naught, dreads naught, 
stops at naught; he asks no privileges, but demands 
them; he dominates, and cannot cringe; his requests are 
orders; opposition flees at his approach; he levels moun­
tains, fills in vales, and travels on an even plane where 
stumbling is unknown/’

Thereafter, I slept again, and, when I awoke, I 
seemed to be in a different world. The sun was shining 
and I was conscious that birds twittered above my head. 
My body, yesterday trembling and uncertain, had be­
come vigorous and filled with energy. I gazed upon 
the pyramid of casks in amazement that I had so long 
made use of it for an abiding place, and I was wonder- 
ingly conscious that I had passed my last night beneath 
its shelter.

The events of the night recurred to me^ and I looked 
about me for the Presence. It was not visible, but anon 
I discovered, cowering in a far corner of my resting 
place, a puny, abject, shuddering figure, distorted of 
visage, deformed of shape, disheveled and unkempt of 
appearance. It tottered as it walked, for it approached 
me piteously; but I laughed aloud, mercilessly. Per­
chance I knew then that it was the minus-entity, and 
that the plus-entity was within me; albeit I did not then 
realize it. Moreover, I was in haste to get away; I had 
no time for philosophy. There was much for me to do, 
—much; strange it was that I had not thought of that 
yesterday. But yesterday was gone,—today was with me,
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—it had just begun.
As had once been my daily habit, I turned my steps 

in the direction of the tavern, where formerly I had 
partaken of my meals. I nodded cheerily as I entered, 
and smiled in recognition of returned salutations. Men 
who had ignored me for months bowed graciously when 
I passed them on the thoroughfare. I went to the wash­
room, and from there to the breakfast table; afterwards 
when I passed the taproom, I paused a moment and 
said to the landlord:

"I will occupy the same room that I formerly used, 
if perchance, you have it at disposal. If not, another 
will do as well, until I can obtain it.”

Then I went out and hurried with all haste to the 
cooperage. There was a huge wain in the yard, and men 
were loading it with casks for shipment. I asked no 
questions, but, seizing barrels, began hurling them to 
the men who worked atop of the load. When this 
was finished, I entered the shop. There was a vacant 
bench; I recognized its disuse by the litter on its top. 
It was the same at which I had once worked. Stripping 
off my coat, I soon cleared it of impedimenta. In a 
moment more I was seated, with my foot on the vice­
lever, shaving staves.

It was an hour later when the master workman 
entered the room, and he paused in surprise at sight of 
me; already there was a goodly pile of neatly shaven 
staves beside me, for in those days I was an excellent 
workman; there was none better. I replied to his unasked 
question with the brief, but comprehensive sentence: 
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"I have returned to work, sir.” He nodded his head and 
passed on, viewing the work of other men, albeit anon 
he glanced askance in my direction.

From that moment I was a successful man, and ere 
long possessed another shipyard, and had acquired a full 
competence of worldly goods.

Here ensues the seventh lesson for the 
emolument of your inquiry after Truth; God 
placed you here for the purpose of seeking 
after Self Mastery and Virtue.

The presence of a table doth prove the existence of a 
carpenter and so the presence of a universe proves the 
existence of a universe-maker, call Him by what name 
you will. So far the ground is very firm beneath us, 
without either inspiration, teaching, or any aid what­
ever. Since, then, there must be a world-maker, let us 
judge of His nature by His work. We cannot observe 
the glories of the firmament, its infinite extent, its beauty, 
and the divine skill wherewith every plant and animal 
hath its wants cared for, without seeing that He is full 
of wisdom, intelligence, and power. We are still, you 
will perceive, upon solid ground, without having to call 
to our aid aught save pure reason.

Having got so far, let us inquire to what end the uni­
verse was made and we put upon it. The teaching of all 
nature shows that it must be to the end of improvement 
and upward growth, the increase in real virtue, in knowl­
edge, and in wisdom. Nature is a silent preacher which 
holds forth upon week-days as on Sabbaths. We see the 
acorn grow into the oak, the egg into the bird, the 
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maggot into the butterfly. Shall we doubt, then, that the 
human soul, the most precious of all things, is also upon 
the upward path? And how can the soul progress save 
through the cultivation of virtue and self-mastery? What 
other way is there? There is none. We may say with 
confidence, then, that we are placed here to increase in 
knowledge and in virtue.

This is the core of all religion, and this much needs 
no faith in the acceptance. It is as true and as capable of 
proof as one of the exercises of Euclid. On this common 
ground men have raised many different buildings. Chris­
tianity, the creed of Mohammed, the creed of the East­
erns, have all the same essence. The difference lies in 
the forms and the details. Let us hold to our own Chris­
tian creed, the beautiful often-professed and seldom- 
practiced doctrine of love, but let us not despise our 
fellow-men, for we are all branches from the common 
root of truth.

Man comes out of darkness into light. He tarries a 
while and then passes into darkness again. Brethren, the 
days are passing. Let them not be wasted. They are few 
in number. What says Petrarch? "To him that enters, 
life seems infinite; to him that departs, nothing.” Let 
every day, every hour, be spent in furthering the Cre­
ator’s end—in getting out whatever power for good 
there is in you. What is pain, or work, or trouble? The 
cloud that passes over the sun. But the result of work 
well done is everything. It is eternal. It lives and waxes 
stronger through the centuries. Pause not for rest. The 
rest will come when the hour of work is past. May God 
protect and guide you!

[30]



THE MAGIC STORY

The eighth lesson for your inculcation; 
Your Daily life drama not unlike the dream 
sttite at night.

As the dreamer of night dreams, perceiving that he 
is dreaming, may fashion the dream to his fancy; may 
build a stately palace; court a beautiful damsel; fly 
through the air; have the dream as he pleases. So, verily, 
with the understanding that you are your Ego-Self, you 
may go forth in this world and have things come to pass 
as you decree. Your word is the law to your own circum­
stances. Then, only, will you awaken from your night­
mare of mortal existence and find yourself in that world 
of sunlight and pure peace. You can never be held in 
bondage to the lies of the senses after you see their 
nothingness. None of these phantasies of a dream world 
drama can harm you for there is no reality in them.

Look not backwards in memory and grieve because 
of false steps you have taken, labors lost, and precious 
years wasted. This is the dream you are awakened from. 
Turn your mind to the glorious future that awaits you 
as a Son of God. Cast behind you forever the grotesque 
imaginings of the dream of lack and misfortune, of 
slavery and bondage, of fearthought and dread, and 
step forward in the glorious spirit of Positive existence, 
facing the world as a Master. You must make your own 
choice—no one else may make it for you. Thus will 
dawn the Age of the Superman; that godlike Man in 
whom will be vested the inheritances of the earth.
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The ninth guidepost for your disclosure; 
Hold the ship of your life steadfast on the 

.course you have set for yourself. Heed not 
those who would dissuade, discomfit, or detain 
you.

Your minus-entity will ever make contention with 
you as to the hopelessness of your aims and purposes, 
and goals. It will bring temptation to you to show others 
your charts, course, and destination; to lessen your work; 
to lose faith in the Power of your Silent Partner. It will 
stop at nothing in its attempt to discourage you from 
the work you have set for yourself. Stand firmly on your 
own two feet as pilot of your ship and hold the helm 
steadfast to the course on your voyage over the seas of 
life. Declare, "Minus-entity, Obey; I am the Master 
here.”

Are you to acknowledge obstacles or enemies? Not so. 
When you take cognizance of them, you admit that they 
have power to oppress or disturb you. This they have 
not, for your Super Ego has all power and therefore 
cannot be obstructed or shackled by anything less con­
triving to do so. In admittance of their abilities to stop 
you, you enhance them with strength they possess not 
in sooth; else how may a lesser restrain a higher power? 
This cannot be. Oftimes as your minus-entity succumbs 
to emotions of hate, jealousy, criticism, envy, you weaken 
your own state and help those to whom your thoughts 
are directed. You have given them some of your vitality 
through thought, and weakened yourself in that measure.

What is to be then your frame of mind? How feels 
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the wind if it could discourse with itself on the subject? 
It blows as it listeth and no man, or thing, may stop it. 
They that revile and persecute you are helping you, 
in sooth, though all unknowing to themselves. Through 
them alone, you may know of your faults and correct 
them. Through them, you may be goaded on to greater 
accomplishments. Does not the bird fly because of the 
air that doth resist its wings? So does this lesson bear 
application to you.

Lesson Ten; Victorious Living and Success 
through partnership with The Presence.

I pray you who read, heed well the following ad­
monitions, since upon them depend the word ’’success’* 
and all that it implies:

W hatsoever you desire of good is yours. 
Learn that the consciousness of dominant 
potuer within you is the possession of all 
things attainable.

Have no fear of any sort or shape, for fear is an ad­
junct of the minus-entity.

If you have skill, apply it; the world must profit by 
it, and therefore, you.

Make a daily and nightly companion of your plus­
entity; if you heed its advice, you cannot go wrong.

The minus-entity requests favors: the plus-entity 
grants them. Fortune waits upon every footstep you 
take; seize her, bind her, hold her, for she is yours; 
she belongs to you.

Start out now, with these admonitions in your mind. 
Stretch out your hand, and grasp the plus, which, may­
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be, you have never made use of, save in great emer­
gencies. Life is an emergency most grave.

Your plus-entity is beside you now; cleanse your 
brain, and strengthen your will. It will take possession. 
It waits upon you.

Start tonight; start now upon this new 
journey.

Be always on your guard. Whichever entity controls 
you, the other hovers at your side; beware lest the evil 
enter, even for a moment.

My task is done. I have written the recipe for "suc­
cess.” If followed, it cannot fail. Wherein I may not be 
entirely comprehended, the plus-entity of whosoever 
reads will supply the deficiency; and upon that Better 
Self of mine, I place the burden of imparting to gen­
erations that are to come, the secret of this all-pervading 
good,—the secret of being what you have it within you 
to be.

(the end)

"There are no times in life when opportunity, the 
chance to be and do, gathers so richly about the soul as 
when it has to suffer. Then everything depends on 
whether the man turns to the lower or the higher helps. 
If he resorts to mere expedients and tricks, the opportun­
ity is lost. He comes out no richer, nor greater; nay, he 
comes out harder, poorer, smaller for his pain. But, if he 
turns to God, the hour of suffering is the turning hour 
of his life.” Phillips Brooks.
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How I Multiplied My Income 
& Happiness In Selling

By Frank Bettger

An Open Letter from Frank Bettger

Dear Reader:

When I wrote my first book, How I 
Raised Myself from failure to Success in 
Selling, my purpose was to give you the 
underlying principles of my selling phil­
osophy. In this book, I have put those 
selling techniques into action for you to 
actually use in furthering your own sell­
ing career. Let me tell you some of the 
things that are in this book....

These are the very words I have used when approaching a new 
prospect or making a successful closing; the actual selling interviews 
I have conducted with all sorts of customers; the phrase by phrase sales 
presentations I have used to generate the greatest enthusiasm and get 
the best results.

This book contains everything I know about selling, for whatever 
help that may be to you. All I can say is that its principles and tech­
niques have helped me multiply my income and happiness not only in 
selling—but in my everyday life. I confidently hope it will do the same 
for you. At any rate, thanks for giving me the chance to prove that it 
can. —Frank Bettger

"Here it is—the most helpful and inspiring book on salesmanship 
that I have ever read!”—said the famous Dale Carnegie about Frank 
Bettger’s first book. Thousands of salesmen agreed with him on this— 
for more than 250,000 of them have already bought the book.

Here are the principles that brought Bettger out of the depths 
of failure at 29 to become one of the country’s top producers a 
few short years later. $4.95 
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Another Great Book 
by Claude M. Bristol 

author of Magic of Believing

Edited by Harold Sherman author of
Keys to Richer Living

TNT—THE POWER 
WITHIN YOU

How to Release the Forces Inside You to 
Get What You Want.
This new book can work seeming miracles 
in your life if you will learn how to use 
Claude Bristol’s tested technique for re­
leasing the hidden power within you. 
TNT is that something within you, which, 
when properly used under Claude Bris­
tol’s guidance, can change your entire life. It will remove every trace of 
fear and worry from your life and show you how to face things you’ve 
been running away from for years. What can that something do for you? 
You just name it—believe in it—picture it in your mind at work for 
you—and it will become yours, almost for the mere asking.

The condition you are in right now largely depends upon what 
you have been thinking and doing to and for yourself all your 
life. You are the sum total of all the causes and effects you have 
set up in yourself through your mental and emotional attitudes. 
The end result is the YOU that you are this very moment. If you 
are dissatisfied with anything in your life, read what you can do 
to change it to what you want it to be.

In order to reach, control and direct that power within you, you need 
to know just how your mind functions. This creative power is the most 
important part of your mind, but is elusive and difficult to contact, 
until you have gained an understanding of your inner consciousness. 
Claude Bristol will definitely teach you how to make this contact.

$4.95
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MASTER MEDITATIONS
By Rev. Paul Martin Brunet 

Thoughts That Heal 
The spiritual genius of Paul Martin 
Brunet, author, teacher, and lecturer on 
’’The Science of Mind,” has endeared him 
to thousands of people around the world. 
He has devoted nearly thirty years of his 
life to Spiritual Mind Healing which has 
brought him countless seekers after Truth. 
Here for the first time in book form, is 
the proved wisdom of an inspired teacher 
and Master Metaphysician.

If you will read MASTER MEDITA­
TIONS, you will find that they are always 
ready to produce definite, powerful results 
in your life. These meditations have be­
come celebrated ever since they appeared 
in the "Science of Mind” magazine. They will help to show you the 
way to Health, Happiness, and Success. They can change the course of 
a humdrum life and bring to it new friends and a dynamic personality. 
You will find some of the most inspiring meditations ever written on: 
Marriage—Painless Childbirth—Immortality—Healing Consciousness 
—Cosmic Consciousness—World Peace—Security—Employment— 
Wealth—Friendship.

It is no wonder, then, that countless thousands of people in 
every part of America have found that they can succeed, and live 
better. They have found that it is possible to be HAPPY through 
the inspiring guidance of Paul Martin Brunet. He has shown 
them how to heal without surgery, how to secure jobs, how to 
keep families united, how to maintain health. Paul Martin 
Brunet’s meditations bring to all seekers after Truth, a happy and 
secure life.

"MASTER MEDITATIONS . . . has done me much good. The book 
is filled with valuable insights and is most stimulating spiritually. . . . 
It has the ability to make religion practical, and the suggestions given 
for understanding and utilizing spiritual truths are very helpful.” 
Norman Vincent Peale $2.50
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LIFE AND TEACHINGS OF THE MASTERS 
OF THE FAR EAST

By Baird T. Spalding

This set of five volumes is among the most popular and inspir­
ing in the metaphysical field. It has been the subject of wide­
spread discussion. Among the amazing adventures you will 
read in these books:

Visits to temples situated on the tops of sheer precipices 
miles high on the roof of the world.

Shamballa, the mysterious hidden city buried deep under the 
sands of the Gobi Desert. A great civilization flourished here 
230,000 years ago. Gold was a common metal and men lived 
into the many hundreds of years without growing old.

A visit to the magnificent palace of the great Dalai Lama, 
one-time Overlord of all Tibet.

The SNOW MEN, half human and half animal, who live 
apart from all civilization.

Teachings of Jesus never before recorded. Secrets of the 
universe contained in the great Pyramid of Egypt. How the 
Masters walked through six miles of raging forest fire, trans­
ported their bodies through space, sent and received messages 
without the use of mechanical equipment.

How to so control your thinking that you may cultivate the 
habit of perfection. ’’When you know positively that GOD or 
supreme vibration does exist and that it is ALL POWER, you 
can use it to accomplish ALL THINGS.” Each Volume $2.00
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THE MESSAGE OF A MASTER
Aroused by the telephone, I was startled to hear the voice of my old 
friend, Dave. At first I thought it was a voice from the dead. He had 
gone to Europe on the urgent advice of his physician. At that time, 
he was a total wreck physically and on the verge of a nervous break­
down from business worries. He was a shadow of his former self.

But here he was back again and surely some great change had taken 
place in him. He said, ’'Tom, I know you never expected to see me 
again and I left here determined to end it all. But now I’m the luckiest 
man in the world for I learned something that I never knew existed. 
Nothing is impossible with me any more and I can make my life any­
thing that I wish it to be.

"You see, I met a Master. A wonderful man who has so developed 
his powers that he can do anything and he taught me a secret that no 
price could ever buy. He stays in the best hotels and has the best of 
everything wherever he goes. He told me that I could do anything he 
had done; that anyone could do it. He had no powers that anyone 
else did not have. But because of his knowledge of Universal Law, he 
had developed his inner powers while you and I have been dissipating 
and scattering ours.

"Think of the vast majority of people, many gifted and talented, 
whose achievements would mean so much to their family and them­
selves, who do not know of this mind power. But who go on striving 
and straining, wasting their precious life force, only to find themselves 
dissatisfied, discouraged, and crushed in the end.

"All this you can now avoid. If you will follow the instructions I 
am about to give you, you may reach any heights. You may accomplish 
any purpose easily and quickly. There need be no limit to your pos­
sibilities. Your successes will multiply and increase in proportion to 
your mastery of the law."

READ THESE INSTRUCTIONS AND PUT THESE AMAZ­
ING PRINCIPLES TO WORK IN YOUR DAILY LIFE. SEE 
HOW IN ’ MESSAGE OF A MASTER.”

$1.00
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Telephone Between Worlds
By James Crenshaw

We believe this book contains 
the answers to such questions as: 
What will your living be like in 
the years ahead? Will small wars 
flare up into a general war? Will 
Cancer, Tuberculosis, Heart Dis­
ease, the Common Cold, be con­
quered soon? What new discov­
eries and Inventions will come to 
the fore? What Scientific explor­
ations in the stratosphere and in 
the depths of the sea?

Once in every age there comes 
forth a man or woman who can 
predict the future with some de­
gree of certainty. Our country is Reverend Richard Tenor

blessed to have living in it at this critical time a man who has astounded
all by the pin-point precision with which he lays his finger on future 
happenings and when they will occur. Statesmen, Financiers, Diplomats, 
Corporation Heads, and thousands of lesser folk have corresponded with 
this man for the past twenty years and have been amazed at the accuracy 
of his forecasts for them.

The name of this prophet is Reverend Richard Zenor. For the past two 
decades he has been predicting political trends, business trends, natural 
and man-made catastrophies, rise and fall of important men, wars, revo­
lutions, and new inventions, to name a few. And his forecasts have been 
unbelievably correct.

Read about Reverend Zenor and the uncanny way his prophecies come 
to pass in ’‘TELEPHONE BETWEEN WORLDS.”

$3.50
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“I CAN”
The Key To Life’s Golden Secrets

By Ben Sweetland
Radio’s Consulting Psychologist

Early in life Ben Sweetland 
faced complete failure—both 
socially and in business. He 
couldn’t sleep. He was con­
stantly plagued by headaches. 
He couldn’t get along with 
people and he faced bank­
ruptcy. Then at the blackest 
moment of his life he saw, as 
in a flash the reason WHY 
he had been blocked at every 
turn. He saw clearly and unmistakably for the first time, WHY 
failure had been his lot instead of success. And he saw how easily 
and quickly it was possible for any man to end the worry, the 
failures, the doubts and uncertainties that plague most of us 
throughout our lives.

This was the first of the secrets—the first led to the second— 
the second to the rest. Then with his own problems solved as if 
by magic, Ben Sweetland began to spread the word—to tell the 
world his simple, easy, joyful way to achieve success, health, and 
happiness! First from the lecture platform—next in his famous 
course at the McMaster Paine College in San Francisco—then 
over the radio from coast to coast—and now reaching even a 
larger audience with his first big book, "I CAN” The Key to 
Life’s Golden Secrets.

"I Can” are two simple words that will change your life com­
pletely. Success, peace of mind, and a feeling of inner security 
replace the doubts and worries you have endured for years. You 
find yourself doing things you never thought possible. You no 
longer are afraid of life. Now you begin to really live. $2.95
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MAKE YOUR 
OWN WORLD

By 
Gordon Collier

This book has as its basic 
principle the truth that at the 
very centre, heart, kernel or core 
of your being there is present and 
active a Master Self, of which 
your physical, mental and emo­
tional faculties are instruments 
of expression, and which is the 
real YOU which you recognize 
and realize in your inner con­
sciousness. It is "That Something Within” the spirit of which is Power. 
It is a focal point or centre of manifestation of that POWER from which 
all things proceed, and from which all actions flow. In this book you 
are instructed how and where to look for this Master Self; and how to 
manifest its Power when you have discovered its immanent presence 
within your being. You are taught how to apply this Power toward the 
achievement of your ideals, the satisfaction of your longings, the accom­
plishment of your definite purposes. You are taught how to make your 
Ideals become Real—to take an objective material form and condition. 
You are taught how to manifest on the plane of Causes, and thus to pro­
duce Effects. You are taught how to become a Master of conditions and 
circumstances, instead of being their Slave. You are taught how to dis­
cover and how to manifest your Egohood; and how the Ego may claim 
its Own. This book is different in many respects from anything you ever 
have read or of which you have heard. Its teachings, it is true, are not 
for the spineless, fear-cursed weaklings of the race; rather are they for 
the full-grown, strong, courageous, daring men and women who are the 
true individuals among the mass of counterfeit personalities. Its words 
are charged strongly with the vibrations of Mastery and Power.
"Make Your Own World” comes in three volumes. Price each volume: 
$2.00. Entire set of three volumes: $3.89.
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PRAYER WORKS!
By Robert Collier

Are your prayers lacking in power to produce results? Have you become 
discouraged in your efforts to pray? There is no reason why all of your 
prayers should not be answered, if the fulfilment harms no one.

If you are like most of us . . . listening fearfully to the radio, reading 
hopefully the war news, deeply concerned over the welfare of some 
loved one . . . then this hook is for you.

Here is a book that tells you that Prayer Works to bring about 
startling results when you use it according to certain proved formulas. 
Just as the law of mathematics is bound to give you certain sums when 
you add certain figures, so is the Law of God bound to bring you certain 
results when you pray aright.

Most people lack faith in God’s ability to answer prayer simply 
because they do not know how to pray. This book will thrill you 
with the sudden realization of the Great Power of God to answer 
your prayers.

PRAYER WORKS! By Robert Collier
This book by Robert Collier shows you that prayer works. It shows:
• How you can use it to protect your loved ones no matter where 

they may be.
• How it can bring you peace of mind and freedom from fear.
• How it can perform miracles of healing, when all mortal means 

fail.
• Why some prayers are answered and others are not.
• Formulas by which the most astonishing results are accomplished, 

when you pray about a problem.
• How one man raised $10,000 for a church organ, solely through 

prayer.
Included in this comprehensive treatise are articles on prayer by: 

Eddie Rickenbacker, Rev. Paul M. Brunet, Grenville Kleiser, Alexis 
Carrel, R. A. Torrey, Norman Vincent Peale, and others.

$1.00
[44]



THE AMAZING SECRETS OF THE 
MASTERS OF THE FAR EAST

By Robert Collier

You can become a POSITIVE Individual—one who DEMANDS and 
GETS the BEST things of life: Money, Love, Travel, Education, Happi­
ness, and Health.

The World is waiting to give all Success and Happiness to the man 
who demands it. All this can be yours through the simple, practical 
instructions contained in a book written by Robert Collier after 20 years 
of study and research: "THE AMAZING SECRETS OF THE MAS­
TERS OF THE FAR EAST.”

Here is the Accumulated Wisdom of 4000 years experience by the 
Masters of the Far East. These secrets tell of strange discoveries made by 
the Hindu Scientists—discoveries of how and why many attract to them­
selves evils and misfortunes—others happiness and fortune—still others 
long life or the reverse. These shrouded mysteries have in all probability 
never been heretofore revealed!

This book also tells of the many mighty wonder workers in India and 
the methods by which they work what seem like miracles to the unini­
tiated. It tells of the power to create, preserve, and destroy. It tells how 
the ancient Yogis of India have acquired the Wisdom by which they can 
manipulate the Invisible Forces of Nature. How they draw Power from 
the Universal Storehouse of Energy and become Centers of Radiant 
Magnetism. How the Yogis retain buoyant health, rugged strength, and 
charm of personality, and how they postpone old age, decay and even 
death.

The methods of the Yogis can be readily applied by you in your 
everyday life. All it takes is a few minutes of practice daily. You no 
longer need to experiment; you no longer need to speculate or guess; 
you can immediately find your way to the Great Storehouse of Wealth 
that is awaiting you. Thus you may turn the tide of failure into Success; 
thus you may become a Master!

So secret was the Hidden Wisdom kept by the Yogis that Scientists 
the World over had no knowledge of how such miraculous things could 
occur, until the publication of these revealing facts! Now they know 
that the ancient Secret Wisdom is inclusive of all we of the Western 
World know of life. It goes far beyond our knowledge, and offers you 
for the first time the real reasons for failure or success in life.

$2.98
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The Secret of the Ages
By Robert Collier

What was the SECRET OF THE AGES? One 
of the foundation stones of the ancient Hebrew 
religion was that the knowledge of the 
SECRET enabled anyone who possessed it to 
perform the most marvelous deeds. The 
SECRET was revealed to Moses, taught by him 
to Aaron and by him handed down to the 
High Priests of Israel. It was the secret en­
shrined in the Holy of Holies. It was the 
supreme object of all attainment, for with it 
one could do anything. The possession of this 
SECRET enabled Moses to overcome all the 
might of the Pharaohs and enabled the proph­
ets to cure the sick and defeat great armies.

The Kabalists believed that Jesus knew 
this SECRET and it was by its power that 
he and his disciples worked their miracles. 
But in the wholesale persecution of the 
Christians, it is believed that the knowledge 
of the SECRET perished and this fact ac­
counts for the practical cessation of miracles 
after the third century of the Christian reli­
gion. But they also believe that to him who 
rediscovers it will come POWER OVER 
ALL THINGS—over sickness, over wealth, 
over happiness.

We believe that in THE SECRET OF THE AGES by Robert Collier, you will 
find:

1. An understanding of the Infinite Power that is within you.
2. The SECRET of Power that releases it, the secret key that establishes the 

contact. That understanding, that method, that KEY, that SECRET, may be yours.

THE GREATEST DISCOVERY OF MODERN TIMES
The Golden Key that can unlock doors for you lies idle in your own mind until 
you decide to take it out and put it to practical use. Here is the great message 
which has been brought to us by modern psychology and ancient religion:

There is nothing on earth you want that you cannot have—IF only you will 
mentally accept the fact that you CAN have it! There is nothing you cannot do— 
once your mind has accepted the fact that you can do it.

William James, the world-famous Harvard psychologist, estimated that the 
average man uses only about 10% of his actual potential mental power. Think 
of it! Only 10%! He has almost unlimited power—yet ignores 90% of it. 
Unlimited wealth all about him—and he doesn’t know how to take hold of it. 
With God-like powers slumbering within him, he is content to continue in his 
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daily grind—eating, sleeping, working—plodding through a dull, routine exist 
ence. Yet all of Nature, all of life, calls upon him to awake and bestir himself!

Since Robert Collier first wrote THE SECRET OF THE AGES, more than 
400,000 copies have been sold—most of which were published in a set of seven 
small volumes at $13.50 per set. The present edition—which contains the original 
text—sells for only a small fraction of the original price because manufacturing 
costs are greatly reduced by printing it in one, complete, library size volume.

Read How This Great Book Has Helped
Other People to GET WHAT THEY WANTED!

’’Thanks to ’The Secret of the Ages’ I can now laugh at money worries. I still 
do not know just how it worked out but just at present I have earned more 
money in the last few weeks than I have in the last year . .

—F. D., Paterson, N. J.
♦ ♦ ♦

"My husband was out of work when we sent for your book and now in less 
than 30 days he has secured a good job and has had offers of two more. It works 
and how!” —Mrs. A. C., Elwood, Ind.

* * «

"You may be interested to know, that I loaned Robert Collier’s book to a very 
warm personal friend, in the east, just when he was negotiating a business deal 
which required considerable capitalization. He was at a loss as to where he could 
obtain the funds through a private source, when 'The Secret of the Ages’ reached 
him. He decided to try the knowledge in this book and lo and behold, a thought 
was inspired, which prompted him to board a train to visit a friend who not 
only guaranteed financial assistance in the amount of $60,000, but also offered 
my friend an opportunity to engage in a proposition which overshadows the one 
for which the funds were required! I have documentary proof of this.”

—F. P., Kingman, Ariz.
♦ # #

"About five years ago when I ’hit bottom’ and was seeking for something to 
steady my thinking, I came home one night without a dime in my pocket and 
without a loaf of bread in my home; a truly deplorable situation that gives one 
a very empty feeling. It was then that I read 'The Secret of the Ages.’

"Today I have my own business with 29 employees; my own home and car; 
have travelled both ways in Masonry and am a Shriner, a member of our 
Country Club, the Civic Association, the Kiwanis Club and have a very desir­
able credit rating not only here but in Minneapolis, Chicago, St. Louis, New 
York, Pittsburgh, Washington, D. G, and other points where I have occasion 
to trade.

"This may sound fantastic, and indeed it sometimes seems so to me, but I 
have come to believe that such results are those which have been promised to all 
of us.” —W. C. L., Aberdeen, S. D.
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RICHES WITHIN YOUR REACH
(The Laiv of the Higher Potential)

By Robert Collier

YOUR $1,000,000 MIND! DO YOU KNOW THAT YOU HAVE 
IN YOU all that is necessary to the making of a genius?

Science has found that unusual talent and ability are not a special 
gift given to the lucky few. On the contrary, they are the RELEASE 
of powers that are in all of us, but which most of us continually 
suppress!

The same Creative Force is working through all of us. The differ­
ence lies in the amount of RESISTANCE we offer to it. You know how 
it is with electricity. The amount of power you are able to use is 
equal to the current, divided by the resistance of the wires and appli­
ances through which it must flow. It is the same with us. The amount 
of Creative Force behind each of us is the same. So the power we 
deliver is determined by the RESISTANCE we offer to that Creative 
Force flowing through us.

Doubt of our own abilities is one of the greatest lesistance factors. 
Discouragement, lack of ambition, indifference, all contribute their bit. 
The result is usually that the resistance we set up to the Creative Force 
is so great that by the time we get down to the job in hand, we have 
little or no power left.

THE KEY TO POWER lies in using what you have . . . freely, 
fully . . . and thus opening wide your channels for more Creative 
Force to flow through you.

Prof. Wm. Bateson of the British Society for Scientific Research 
writes—"We are finding now beyond doubt that the gifts and geniuses 
of mankind are due not so much to something added to the ordinary 
person, but instead are due to factors which in the ordinary person 
INHIBIT the development of these gifts. They are now without doubt 
to be looked upon as RELEASES of powers normally suppressed.”

What are the factors that inhibit the use of the Power in YOU? 
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Lack of confidence, lack of initiative, in many cases. "Do the thing,” 
says Emerson, "and you shall have the power.” Convince yourself that 
you can accomplish the thing you want—and you’ll do it! Remember 
this: Man is inseparable from the Creative Force. It is working through 
you, and it must express itself in some way, whether for good or for ill.

You can have what you want ... if you know how to form the 
mold for it in your own thoughts. There is no dream that may 
not come true, if you but learn to use the Creative Force working 
through you. So why limit yourself? Nature doesn’t change her 
laws. The methods that work for one will work for all. But just 
as man had to learn how to use the electric current before he could 
get power from it, so must you learn how to use the Creative 
Force working through you. And in Robert Collier’s book 
RICHES WITHIN YOUR REACH, you get the answers as to 
how you can use it.

You NOW GET These 4 GREATEST BOOKS 
of ROBERT COLLIER 

IN ONE BIG VOLUME 
at Less Than 14 of Previous Cost!

Yes, this new, popular-priced edition of "RICHES WITHIN YOUR 
REACH—The Law of The Higher Potential,” brings you NOT just 
one or two of Robert Collier’s best books—but FOUR of them, edited 
and coordinated so that they make one master book, full library size, 
of 474 pages, clothbound. These four books are:

THE MAGIC WORDTHE GOD IN YOU
THE SECRET OF POWER THE LAW OF THE HIGHER POTENTIAL 
Previously these works sold separately for a total of more than $16.00. 
The economies effected by combining these four books in one volume 
make it possible for you to have them all at a small fraction of their 
former cost.
RICHES WITHIN YOUR REACH 
(The Law of The Higher Potential) 

$3.89
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Here it is at last—New and Enlarged .. .The Greatest 
of All Direct Mail Books

THE ROBERT COLLIER LETTER BOOK
By Robert Collier

If you have a worthwhile idea, you can build a business out of it ... a business 
that will keep you for the rest of your days. It doesn’t matter what your product 
is . . . add an idea to it and you can build a profitable business with it.

You can do this with letters.
But to do it your letters must be RIGHT. They must be right in viewpoint, 

right in ‘'spirit” and right in principle. They must win attention from the start, 
hold attention all the way through, and, finally, they must sway your prospect 
over to your way of thinking.

THE COLLIER SUCCESS STORY
For more than 20 years, Robert Collier sold by mail. During that time, he 
was in charge of direct mail selling for Colliers, Review of Reviews, New 
Process Company, and others. He sold considerably more than twenty 
million dollars worth of goods by mail, including $2,000,000 worth of 
O. Henry stories, over $3,000,000 worth of Wells’ Outline of History and 
millions of dollars worth of all manner of products from coal and coke to 
ladies’ dresses and men’s socks.

The Robert Collier Letter Book shows you many of the actual letters that 
brought in this business, tells how to build up ANY KIND of letter from the 
"Dear Sir” to the "Yours truly.” It tells how to win interest, hold attention, 
awaken desire, get action—simply by the power of written appeal. And it gives 
hundreds of examples of successful paragraphs and letters covering every manner 
of product. Here are methods that you can easily adapt to your business.

Printers' Ink Says—
"The Robert Collier Letter Book has the great value that it not only 
deals with theory, but shows how that theory works out under the test 
of facts.
"It is a book that can be read with profit by anybody who ever has 
written, or who ever will write a letter intended to sell something, 
whether that something be merchandise, a magazine subscription or a 
service.
"A reading of the letters offers a fairly complete lesson in the psychol­
ogy of selling, not only by the written but by the spoken word.
"One campaign described by Mr. Collier actually pulled $1,000,000.00 
worth of orders within six months—purely by the use of letters and a 
simple circular!” 2.5
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Here is 

what you get!

29 

Profit-producing 

Chapters

1. What Makes Some Letters Pay
2. How to Arouse That Acquisi­

tive Feeling
3. Getting News Interest into

Your Letters
4. Word Pictures That Make

People Want Your Product
5. Motives That Make People

Buy
6. The Proof of the Pudding
7. Supplying That Impulse
8. How to Put a Hook into Your

Letters
9. The Six Essentials

10. How It All Began
11. The First Olive
12. Selling $2,000,000 Worth of

O. Henry Stories
13. A War History That Sold
14. Books That Many People

Know
15. How Wells’ Outline Was Sold
16. How the Bookbuyers Saved a

Campaign
17. A Giant of the Mails
18. The Third Fifty Thousand
19. Will You Accept This Little

Gift?

20. One Million Dollars’ Worth
of Orders in the First Six 
Months

21. Taking the Guess Out of Ad­
vertising

22. We Help to Start a Store
23. How to Reach the Leaders
24. Collecting with a Smile
25. Life Begins At ? ? ? ?
26. Showmanship
27. Miscellaneous Products
28. How to Raise Money By Mail
29. The Ideal Sales Letter
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Robert Collier Publications, Inc.
72 Orchard Street, Tarrytown, New York

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

Send me the books checked below. I enclose payment with the under­
standing that I may return any or all of them within thirty days and 
have the money I paid for returned books, refunded immediately.

PAGE
36 □ HOW I MULTIPLIED MY INCOME & HAPPINESS

IN SELLING............................................................................ $4.95
37 □ TNT-THE POWER WITHIN YOU .............................. 4.95
38 □ MASTER MEDITATIONS ................................................... 2.50
39 □ LIFE AND TEACHINGS OF THE MASTERS OF THE

FAR EAST, each ................................................................... 2.00
40 □ THE MESSAGE OF A MASTER ......................................... 1.00
41 □ TELEPHONE BETWEEN WORLDS ................................ 3.50
42 □ I CAN ....................................................................................... 2.95
43 □ MAKE YOUR OWN WORLD .........................Volume 1 2.00

Complete set, Volumes 1, 2, 3 .............................................   3.89
Books by Robert Collier

44 □ PRAYER WORKS ................................................................ 1.00
45 □ THE AMAZING SECRETS OF THE MASTERS OF

THE FAR EAST ................................................................... 2.98
46 □ THE SECRET OF THE AGES ............................................ 2.98
48 □ RICHES WITHIN YOUR REACH (Law of the Higher

Potential) ................................................................................ 3.89
50 □ THE ROBERT COLLIER LETTERBOOK ..................... 5.65

□ RENEW THY YOUTH LIKE THE EAGLE............ 1.00
□ BE RICH! ........................................................................................50

(PLEASE PRINT)

NAME....................................................................................................................................................................

ADDRESS................................................................................................................................................................

CITY........................................................................................................................................................................

ZONE................................ STATE......................................................................................................................
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