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The Tafu

Tt’s a truth as old as the soul of things,
‘Whatever ye sow ye reap,

'Tis the Cosmie Law that forever springs
From the unimagined deep.

It is shown in manifold sorrowings,

In dull remorse with its secret stings,
That he who grief to his brother brings,
In his turn shall some day weep.

To the man who hears his vietim cry

And hardens his heart at the sound,

At last a Nemesis dread shall rise

From out of the world, profound.

‘Who sows in selfishness and hate,

Shall gain his deserts in the years that wait,
For slow and remorseless wheels of Fate

Forever turn round and round.

If you give of Mercy and Liove and Light,
The same shall return to you,

For the standards of right are infinite,
And the scales of God are true.

By its good or evil each life is weighed,
In motives and deeds is its record made,
‘When its wages at last fall due.

—Selected.
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The Narcotic Menace

€6 € HERE is never a hell so deep from

which a man may not come back if
only that man has faith in God and love for
woman,’ ‘declared Vincent Bryan, noted play-
wright and song writer recently as he stood be-
hind the bars of the Los Angeles city jail, com-
mitted for a violation of the narcotic law.

“‘He presented a physical picture fit to illus-
trate an inferno. He is a self-confessed addict
of more than eight years standing. His physical
being was ravaged by the use of dope. He was
colorless, unshaven, and trembling like a palsy
vietim from enforced abstinence from narcoties.
However, he had the head of a philosopher, the
slender hands of a gentleman, the easy, non-
chalant posture of a man of the world.

‘‘His deep-set, keen eyes were scintillant with
whimsical humor as he looked at the iron bars
that shut him in and said, ‘These are not real;
they are not the things which hold me here. My
coming here today is the result of a long chain of
events which I alone have forged. Some call it
karma ; some call it cause and effect. I contracted
the opium smoking habit about eight years ago
through a friend, a noted actor, who never used
it to any great excess. I was suffering horribly
from rheumatism, and I was under contract to
write a number of plays. My living depended
on my getting the things done, and my artistie,
aesthetic ambition refused to do them in a slip-
shod, half-hearted manner. This friend who
smoked an ocecasional opium pipe told intrigu-
ing tales of blissful release from pain. The
magie manner in which opium would stimulate
mental activity I could see from his own flares
into brilliant mental states when under the in-
fluence of the pipe, so without the slightest fear
of consequences I began smoking it.

“ ‘Like an insidious serpent with which one
might play while idly admiring its sinuous,
circling movements, the dope had wound itself

S

about me and held me in its grip before I was
aware of its power. The suffering that I en-
dured at times when I tried to escape from its
coils is too tragic for me to describe. The death
cramp in the feet and legs, the extreme nausea
in the stomach, the damp, creeping chills that
brought with them the shadow of the tomb, were
nothing compared with the terror, the torture
of mind from feeling that I was in the power of
an invisible, inhuman monster, a sneering, cruel
tyrant from which I could not escape. Then I
would go back to the dope, grateful for the
temporary relief, forgetful for the moment of
the more and more terrible cruelties it had yet
to wreak upon me. '

¢ <All the culture and progress of past civil-
izations are at stake, for it is the mind and spirit
at which this hydra-headed monster of dope
strikes.” 7’

he above is from a recent issue of the Los
Angeles Examiner. It shows very graphically
the horrors of the narcotic habit and the suffer-
ings which all may look forward to who permit
themselves to become thus enslaved. We have
reproduced the picture with the idea that it
may ecall attention to the terrible conditions
which follow the use of narcotics, and also in the
hope that it may deter some from entering the
path that leads in this direction.

From an occult standpoint narcoties come
under the rule of Neptune, the planet which
relates to superphysical beings of all grades from
the lowest nature spirit to God. The reason
that narcotics come under Neptune is the fact
that their use burns out the insulating mechan-
ism which separates the human Ego while in the
physical body from the invisible planes. When
this insulation has been burned away by the
ethyl in narcotics, which reverses the vibrations
of the protecting envelopes of certain vital cen-
ters, the individual is exposed to an influx of
the entities of the lower desire planes.

These entities are depraved and degraded be-
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yond deseription. The lowest and most repul-
sive desires are their predominating character-
istics. When they have gained access to the aura
of an individual through his use of dope, they
transmit their desires to him, using him as an
instrument for their gratification. He then
feels the terrible cravings which they feel, and
in case these are incapable of being satisfied,
terrible - suffering vesults. Rapid physical de-
terioration also ensues, and unless the grip of
the invisible entities can be broken, it means the
ultimate destruction of all the vehicles which
the Bgo has built up and its failure in evolution.

However, there is hope, much hope, for the
vietims of this habit for the reason that even
though the protecting insulation may have been
partially burned out, it can be rebuilt if a de-
termined effort is made. Kvery endeavor to
conquer the desires which are projected into the
person’s mind by the depraved entities above
described rebuilds to at least some small degree
this insulation, and if the person will persist, it
can in time be entirely reconstructed.

Practical methods for decreasing this evil
must primarily include limiting the production.
of the various narcotics, and the first step in
this direction must be the limiting of the cul-
tivation of the poppy from which opium and its
derivatives are obtained. Certain international
efforts to decrease the cultivation of the poppy
in India and China have already been made, but
so far have not met with much success; however,
as public opinion becomes stronger and more
insistent, we may confidently expect a radical
reformation in this respect.

All occult students should lend their support
to this program whenever it is presented to them,
for they have the knowledge, and knowledge
carries with it responsibility.

@he Inumigration Problem of the
United States

HE matter of immigration is coming to the
front, and apparently will be one of the
important political issues in the coming presi-
dential campaign. The big manufacturing in-

dustries, such as the Steel Corporation, are de-
manding that the immigration bars be lowered
in order that they may obtain cheaper labor for
their plants. At the present time there is un-
questionably a labor shortage in the United
States. This country is unique in this respect.
In all of the European countries there is a sur-
plus of labor on account of the financial, eco-
nomie, and other conditions following the war,
which have interfered with the regular fune-
tioning of the industries.

Judge Gary, president of the U. S. Steel Corpo-
ration, in recent speeches has pointed out the
necessity of the American industries being sup-
plied with cheaper labor and more of it in order
to compete with foreign made products. He
therefore favors modifying the immigration re-
strictions so as to admit more foreign laborers.

American labor, on the other hand, is dis-
tinetly opposed to lowering the immigration re-
quirements because it means more competition
and therefore lowered wages. The labor unions
are opposing this in a political way as far as
they are able. The Johnson Law, passed in 1921,
to be operative for three years, provided that
the number of foreigners of any particular na-
tionality admitted into the United States should
not exceed in any one year 3 per cent of the
same nationality here according to the census of
1910. As a result of this law, only about 300,000
immigrants are enabled to enter the United
States each year.

The question which arises in this connection
from an occult standpoint, or from the stand-
point of evolution as distinguished from the
purely economic view of the matter, is whether
we have the right to forbid any person or persons
from entering the United States who may wish
to do so. We know that America is the melting
pot of the world at the present time, and that
from the amalgamations that are being effected
therein will come the New Race. The fact that
any person in a foreign country has a desire and
an intention to emigrate to the United States is
proof to a certain extent that he has progressed
in his evolution to the point where he can profit-
ably take a part in this amalgamating proecess.

On the other hand we know that reason and
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judgment must be exercised in all human affairs
in order to come up to the standards required
of us by the Directors of Evolution. It is reason-
able to believe that even though the United
States is the melting pot of the world, not too
much scum should be introduced into it, because
if this is done, the product will be of an inferior
quality. If we maintain standards of at least a
certain medium grade for the admission of indi-
viduals to this country, we can be sure that the
product of our melting pot will be of a higher
quality than in case we have no standards.

Therefore we believe that Congress should
raise somewhat the educational qualifications
required for admission to this country, but that
it should remove the restrictions as to the num-
ber of immigrants admitted ; for the educational
and intelligence tests would automatically reduce
the number. Raising the educational standards
would stimulate self-improvement on the part of
intending immigrants. Thus the really deserv-
ing ones who are entitled to a place in the New
Race would still be enabled to come here, but
those who are not desirable and who are incap-
able of living up to the required standards would
be excluded.

Mmoo Wages for Wonen

RECENT decision of the Supreme Court
A of the United States has established a new
precedent in the matter of the minimum wage
which may be paid to women, which is likely
to be of far-reaching effect.

A certain young woman in Washington, D. C.
had a job running an elevator in a hotel. She
got $35 a month and two meals a day. She
liked her job very much; she was perfectly con-
tented in it and satisfied with the compensa-
tion. Then the minimum wage law was passed
in the District of Columbia, which automat-
ically terminated her employment for the reason
that her employers would not pay her the
amount required by this law. She refused to
give up a satisfactory position without a fight,
and therefore brought suit to establish her right
to sell her services for such an amount as she
chose. This suit eventually reached the Supreme

Court of the United States, which decided that
the minimum wage law as affecting this case
was unconstitutional. It is thought that this rul-
ing automatically nullifies similar laws in four-
teen of the states.

‘We regard this decision and its effects upon
laboring women as something of a calamity. We
are entering the Woman’s Age, when women
will come to the fore and establish themselves in
all lines. The negative pole of humanity will
cease to be overbalanced by the positive pole.
The result cannot be but good, for in any mech-
anism which generates power by means of pol-
arity, the strongest current is produced and the
greatest amount of power generated when the
two poles are equally balanced. Nevertheless we
have not yet passed the stage where woman does
not need to be given special protection. Health
and morals require that the woman’s wage shall
not fall below a certain minimum living stand-
ard.

The decision of the Supreme Court was a five
to three decision, one justice not voting. The ma-
jority opinion was given upon the principle that
& woman, the same as a man, should have entire
freedom of contract, and that it would be uncon-
stitutional to interfere with this. Chief Justice
Taft and Justice Holmes dissented, giving as
reasons that it is as logical to establish minimum
wage rates as it is to limit the hours of labor,
which has generally been conceded to be consti-
tutional. They maintained that it is also legiti-
mate to legislate against conditions leading to ill
health and the deterioration of the race.

We know that the greed of capitalistic busi-
ness often establishes conditions which are detri-
mental to the health and well-being of employees,
and this is particularly true in the case of
women, for their constitutions are unable to
stand as much as those of men. Moreover, since
the welfare of the coming generation of children
depends upon the condition of the mothers, it is
very important that women be given special pro-
tection when they are compelled to enter the in-
dustries.

It is much to be hoped that future develop-
ments may bring about a modification of this
decision of the Supreme Court.
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The Mystic Light.

The Rosicrucian Hellofuship

The Rosicrucian Fellowship is a movement for the dissemination of a definite, logical, and sequential
teaching concerning the origin, evolution and future development of the world and man, showing both
the spiritual and scientific aspects. This teaching makes no statements not supported by reason
and logic. It satisfies the mind by giving clear explanations, and neither begs nor evades ques-
tions. It gives a reasonable solution to all mysteries, but—and this is a very important “but”
—Rosicrucian Christianity does not regard the intellectual understanding of God and the universe as
an end in itself; far from it. The greater the intellect, the greater the danger of its misuse. There-
fore the scientific teaching is only given in order that man may believe and begin to live the religious
life which alone can bring true fellowship.

The Rosicrucian Fellowship aims to make the Christian religion a living factor in the land. It en-
courages people to remain with their churches as long as they can find spiritual comfort there and gives
them at the same time the explanations which creeds may have obscured. To such as have already
severed their connections with the church, it offers the Christian teachings from a new viewpoint, so
that their essential truth and beauty may again be recognized and accepted.

Our Motto is—A SANE MIND, A SOFT HEART, A SOUND BODY

Odin

EpmunDp R. BrowN

Nine days I hung upon a tree,
And a spear transfixed me,
Nine days I swung in the wind,
And died for you who sinned.

But at last I was set free,

And I returned to Thee,

Rose up in glory like a flame,

And found the peace from which I came.

Now you who only dimly see,
Draw your redemption out of me,
Out of my agony find rest,

And out of evil find the Best.

The Secret of Success

Max HEINDEL

A Former Lesson to Students.

everybody, for surely we all desire to be
sucecessful ; but the question is, what con-
stitutes suceess? And to this question perhaps
each individual would have a different answer.
But a little thought will soon make it clear that
whatever path we pursue in our desire to attain

UHIS IS A subject which ought to interest

success, that path must follow the evolutionary
trend of mankind. Therefore there must be a
general answer as to what constitutes success
and what is the seeret thereof. It would be a
mistake, however, to try to find the solution of
this problem just by examining the life of man
during our present age. Paying regard to what
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he has been before and with an eye also to the
future development of humanity is the only way
to obtain the perspective which is necessary to
arrive at the proper answer to this momentous
question.

‘We do not need to go into details to a great
extent. We may mention that in the earlier
epochs of our evolution when man-in-the-making
was coming down from the spiritual world into
his present material existence, the secret of suec-
cess lay in a knowledge of the physical world
and the conditions therein. It was not necessary
at that time to tell humanity about the spiritual
world and our finer vehicles, for these were
facts patent to everybody. We saw and lived in
the spiritual realms. But we were then coming
into the physical world, and therefore the schools
of initiation taught the pioneers of mankind the
laws which govern the physical world and
initiated them into the arts and crafts whereby
they might conquer the material realm. From
that time until a comparatively recent date hu-
manity has been working to perfect itself in
these branches of knowledge, which reached their
highest expression in the centuries just prior to
the discovery of steam and are nmow in their
decadence.

At first blush this may seem an unwarranted
statement, but a careful examination of the
faets will very quickly develop the truth thereof.
In the so-called ‘‘dark ages’’ there were no fac-
tories, but every town and village was full of
small shops in which the master, sometimes alone
and at other times with a few journeymen and
apprentices, wrought the works of his trade from
the raw material to the finished product, exer-
cising his skill and creative instinet and putting
his heart and soul into every piece of work that
left his hands. If he were a blacksmith, he knew
how to produce ornamental ironwork fit for
signs, gates, and other things which went to
make up the quaint beauty of those mediaeval
villages and towns. Nor did his handiwork ever
leave him entirely; as he walked about the town,
he might look upon this, that, or the other orna-
ment, and pride himself upon the beauty there-
of; pride himself also in the knowledge of how
he had won the respect and admiration of his
fellow townsmen by his artistic and conscien-
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tious work. The joiner who made the frame-
work for the chairs, also upholstered them and
made those artistic designs which we are today
seeking to follow. The shoemaker, the weaver,
and all other craftsmen without exception pro-
duced the finished article from the raw material,
and each took pride in his handiwork. Also they
toiled long hours, but there was no murmur of
complaint, for each found a satisfaction in this
exercise of his creative instinct. The song of the
blacksmith to the accompaniment of the hammer
on the anvil was a fact in every shop, and the
journeymen and apprentices felt themselves not
slaves but masters in the making.

Then came the age of steam and machinery
and with it a new system of labor. Instead of
the production of the finished article from the
raw material by one man, which gave satisfac-
tion to his ereative instinct, the new plan was to
make men tenders of machines which produced
cnly parts of the finished articles. These parts
were then assembled by others. While this plan
decrcased the cost of production and inecreased
the output, it left no scope for the creative in-
stinct of a man. He became merely a cog in
some great machine. In the mediaeval shop
money was indeed a minor consideration ; the joy
of production was everything; time mattered
not. But under the new system men commenced
to work for money and against time, with the re-
sult that the souls of both master and men are
now starved.. They have lost the substance and
retained only the shadow of all that makes life
worth living, for they are laboring for some-
thing which they can neither use nor enjoy. This
applies to both master and men.

‘What would we say of a young man who
should set himself the goal of aceumulating a
million handkerchiefs which he could never by
any possible chance use? Surely we should call
him a fool; and why should we not place the man
who spends all his energy, and foregoes all the
comforts of life to become a millionaire, in the
same category? This system cannot continue,
for it is giving man a stone when he asks for
bread, and there must be some other develop-
ment in store for him. New standards must be
in the process of development, new ideals must
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be looming up to give us a wider vision. For
hints as to the trend of evolution we must look
to those among us who are most gifted with in-
spiration, the poets and seers. James Russel
Lowell sounds perhaps the clearest note in his
Viston of Str Launfal. A knight leaving his
castle imbued with a desire to do great and
valiant things for God, is going to join the Cru-
saders and seek the Holy Grail in far distant
Palestine. Ie leaves his castle self-satisfied,
proud, and arrogant, bent on his mission. But
at the castle gate he meets a poor beggar, a leper,
who stretches out his hands asking for alms.
Sir Liaunfal, however, has no compassion, but in
order to be rid of the loathsome thing, he throws
Lim a golden coin and endeavors to forget him.

““But the leper raised not the gold from the dust,

‘Better to me the poor man’s crust,

Better the blessing of the poor,

Though I turn empty from his door.

That is no true alms which the hand can hold;

He gives only the worthless gold

Who gives from a sense of duty;

But he who gives from a slender mite,

And gives to that which is out of sight—

That thread of all-sustaining beauty

Which runs through all and doth all unite—

The hand cannot clasp the whole of his alms,

The heart outstretches its eager palms,

For a god goes with it and makes it store

To the soul that was starving in darkness
before.” ’

But what of Sir Launfal? Could he be ex-
pected in such a frame of mind to attain success
and find the grail? Certainly not. So disap-
pointment after disappointment meets him, and
finally he returns to his own castle, discouraged
but humbled in heart. There he again meets the
leper, and at the sight of him

““The heart within him was ashes and dust;
He parted in twain his single crust,

He broke the ice on the streamlet’s brink,
And gave the leper to eat and drink.”’

Then, having fulfilled the task of mercy, the
reward comes with it:

RAYS FROM THE ROSE CROSS

“‘The leper no longer crouched by his side,
But stood before him glorified,

And the Voice that was softer than silence
said,

‘Lo, it is I, be not afraid!

In many lands, without avail,

Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy Grail ;

Behold it is here—this cup which thou

Did’st fill at the streamlet for me but now!

This crust is my body broken for thee,

This water the blood I shed on the tree;

The Holy Supper is kept, indeed,

In whatso we share with another’s need ;

Not what we give, but what we share—

For the gift without the giver is bare;

‘Who gives himself with his alms feeds three:

Himself, his hungering neighbor, and me.’ ”’

In these words lies the seeret of success, which
consists in doing the little things, the perhaps
seemingly disagreeable things which are close to
our hands, instead of going afar and seeking for
chimerical phantasms which never develop intn
anything definite or tangible.

‘What will doing the former accomplish for
us? may be pertinently enquired. Again we
may take the answer from a poet, Oliver Wendell
Holmes, who tells us of the little chambered
nautilus. It first builds a small cell only large
enough to hold it. Then as it grows, it adds an-
other chamber which is larger and which it then
occupies for the next period of growth, and so
on until it has made a spiral shell as large as it
can, which it then leaves. This idea he puts into
the following lines:

“‘Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul,

As the swift seasons roll!

Leave thy low-vaulted past!

Let each new temple, nobler than the last,

Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast,

Till thou at length art free,

Leaving thine outgrown shell by life’s unresting
seal”’

‘When we have come to this point, we have ob-
tained success—all the success that we can get
in our present world—and we are entering a
new sphere of larger opportunities.



RAYS FROM THE ROSE CROSS

185

Wiberty for Tangdon
A Story

MinervA HUNTER

“"1{ ERE, ROBERT, take this and run,”’
‘{ said Sallie LanOd( m, as she handed a
basket to her nephew; then turning
to her mother she complained: ‘I have filled
lunch baskets until I am tired! I do wish Walter
had backbone and grit enough to make them give
him office work!”’

““You are hard on your husband, Sallie.”’

“Yes, is just the way! Every member of
my family takes up for Walter, and not a soul

that

for me,”” snapped Mrs. LanOdon as she dished
the overdone cabbage, oozing with grease, onto
the waiting platter. ‘‘Mollie says that I do not

feed him right and that I’ll kill him some day
with the food I fix. I guess she would find
fault with the dinner I have just sent. For my
k that boiled cabbage, fried beefsteak,
ds of ple, and coffee should satisfy any

n her mother, but as the old lady re-
nt, she continued: ‘‘Faith told me to
Walter about the pecan grove. She
sted 1n it to please me.”’

Want Walter to go in with Mr.

? course I did.
. He said that in eight years we
ve enough money from pecans to make

dent. Walter wanted to be a doctor
<, but all the other girls were marry-
1 I thought we could live on his salary
1t years; then when the pecans came in,
» to school. It would not hurt him to
ople don’t want young snipes to
The upshot of the whole

I thought Charles Warner

anyway.
t Walter did not try for promotions.

thing
He has bition for his work, and even his
interest In going to a medical school has played
out. He never mentions it.”’

““He was one of the first men to be given a
one-man ear.’’

““Yes,”” sniffed Sallie Langdon, ‘‘but what of
it? He is nothing but a street car motorman.
All the other girls’ husbands have big jobs and

get all kinds of money. Look at Jim Hanson.
He 1s the business manager of the company. [
wish I had married Jim. He asked me to once.”’

‘“Sallie, Sallie,”’ interrupted the old lady,
“Walter is a gentleman, and you know people
talk about Jim Hanson. Besides, child, Walter
was offered that first promotion that started Jim
Hanson on his way to the big job. Walter gave
up the chance because little Sallie was so sick,
and he wanted to keep his run so he could stop
in during the day and see her. Little Sallie was
like an angel.”’

““Poor people cannot make a fit home for an
angel,”” sighed Mrs. Liangdon.

In the meantime Robert hastened to the corner
and handed the basket to Walter Langdon.
““Mighty fogey day,”” he remarked.

Langdon noticed the weather for the first time.
““Yes,”” he conceded, ‘it may snow by Christ-
mas. You know that would be fine for the new
sleds that come along at that time.”’

‘““Granny is at your house,’’ said Robert. ‘‘She
brought her telescope. 1 guess she’s going to
spend the winter.”’

Langdon thanked the boy for bringing the
basket and sped the car to the end of the line,
where he took a well worn letter from his pocket
and read:

““Walt, Old Boy:

“I know you think that I have played you a
dirty trick, but I have not run away with the
pecan grove.

““The last time I wrote you I was on my way
to inspect the property, but before reaching
there I received a telegram from my mother tell-
ing me that she had been ordered West by her
physicians and that she did not dare go alone,
so I hurried back and went with her.

‘“She was so much better some days that I
hoped I might return to look after the business;
on other days she was so much worse that I be-
lieved the end to be near, in which case I would
return soon. She lingered months.

““I know now that I had a hidden disease and
that was the real reason why I let the business
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slide so easily. When mother died I collapsed
and was in a hospital for a long time. I am
better now.

““The grove is paying well. ~An attorney has
looked after it for us. I will be on the grounds
when you receive this letter. You will hear from
me again in about a week.

As ever,
Charles Warner.”’

‘“About a week’ had proven many weeks.
Langdon sighed, looked at his watch, and began
a hasty meal. Usually he did not eat much, but
today he emptied the basket with little thought
of what he was doing. ‘‘If Charles sends good
news soon,’’ he meditated, ‘‘I will give my share
in the grove to Sallie and go away and let her
get the divorce she has been talking about so
much lately. I wonder if she cares for Jim
Hanson. I know Jim does not care for her or
for any one but himself, but if she had the
money, he would likely marry her, and she
micht be happy with him. A divorce does not
seem honorable, but it is not honorable to keep a
woman tied when she wants to be free. I am
too old to work my way through a medical
school, but I can leave town and get out of
Sallie’s way.”’

Once more he looked at the watch, and fold-
ing the ragged napkin into the basket he arose
and hurried to the platform of the car. As he
stooped to place the basket on the floor, a pain
darted about his heart, and the landscape grew
dim. He was recalled to his surroundings by
a voice saying, ‘‘Nice day.”’

Langdon had a dim recollection that the day
was foggy. The fog still lowered about, but
with a peculiar radiance that Langdon had
never noticed in a fog before.

““My name is Gentry,”” the man continued,
““Harold Gentry. I am the president of the
Gentry Medical School. A friend of mine has
given a scholarship to be used by some man who
in his younger days wanted to become a physi-
cian but could not. Do you happen to know
such a person?”’

Langdon longed for the scholarship, but he
was Sallie’s only support, and he was in honor
bound to care for her until the pecan grove be-
gan to pay. Then, too, he thought he remem-
bered reading of Harold Gentry’s death some
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years before and the subsequent closing of the
school.

He was relieved of solving this problem by an
old man who waved frantically as he ran down
the steps of a near-by residence. As Langdon
put on the brakes, he thought, ‘‘That must be
cne of Mrs. Fosdick’s relatives. He is coming
from her house and coming at the last minute
just as she does.”” The old man got aboard the
car, and his smile was so much like Mrs. Fos-
dick’s that Liangdon was sure he was her father
until he remembered that Mrs. Fosdick had re-
cently returned from Kansas City where she had
gone to attend her father’s funeral.

Gradually the car filled with people who
seemed more or less familiar, but Llangdon could
not name any of them. He felt as though he
were running on a new line until a close serutiny
of the buildings along the way showed them to
be the ones he passed daily.

In the uptown section most of the people got
off. At the far end of the line Gentry was the
only passenger. Langdon changed the trolley
and looked about for Wesley Holbrook, who was
due to run the ear that afternoon.

““Have you thought of any one to take the
scholarship?”’ Gentry inquired.

““]——"" Langdon began and stopped. A
man coming toward the car was calling:

“Walt, it is all right. Your share is worth
one hundred thousand dollars. The timberland
we had to take is worth more than the pecans.”’

It was Charles Warner. He held Langdon’s
hand and looked into his eyes with all the frank-
ness of boyhood days. ‘‘Hi Gentry,”” he con-
tinued, ‘‘are you acquainted with Walter Lang-
don?”’

“Yes, I was asking him about the scholar-
ship,”” Gentry replied.

““Fares please.”” A man in uniform had
boarded the car and was holding out his hand
for fares.

“Horton!’’ gasped Langdon.

“You were looking for Holbrook, but I am to
run the car,”” the new motorman announced
quietly. (

Langdon regained self-control, and seating
himself by Warner he whispered, ‘‘That fellow
looks like a friend of mine who was killed in a
wreck some years ago. I fished his body from
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under his car. I would swear he is the same
man.”’

It seemed to Langdon that the trip across
town was made with incredible speed. Soon he
was getting off at his own corner. Warner and
Gentry were still with him. He wondered what
Sallie would say about these unexpected guests.

A erowd was gathered on Langdon’s front
poreh. They were whispering and seemed quite
excited. Gentry led the way around the house
to the kitchen, and the three entered. There by
the stove sat Sallie, her eyes wide and staring.
On the other side of the stove the old mother
rocked back and forth while tears trickled down
her cheeks. Robert stood by the door into the
dining roem.

““Don’t you unlock that door!’’ cried Sallie.

““They say it is a registered letter,”” the boy
explained.

**1 don’t believe a word of it,”” she snapped.
“They want to see how I am taking it, that’s
what they want.”” Then her curiosity got the
better of her. ‘‘Tell them if it is a registered
letter to push it under the door.”’

The message was delivered, and a long thick
envelope appeared. ‘‘They say you have to sign
for it,”’ Robert told her.

The letter was addressed to Walter Langdon,
but Sallie did not offer the card to him for his
signature; in fact, she did not seem to realize
that the three men were in, the room.

Langdon watched her remove the letter and a
lezal document beginning: ‘I, Charles Warner
........................ this my last will and
testament ete.’’

““What does this mean?’’ asked Langdon.

““That Mrs. Langdon now has the entire pecan
grove and the timberland,’”” said Warner.

“Mrs?” repeated Langdon more baffled. ‘It
is I, Walter Langdon, who is named ; not Sallie,
though she is welecome to it. This is a copy of
your will, Charles. I do not want your will. T
hate to think of your ever dying; you have al-
ways been my friend.”’

““I am yet,”” Warner assured him.

‘‘He does not understand,’’ said Gentry. ‘‘We
had better go into the front room.’’

Rebert did not desert his post by the door,
but the three men entered the dining room and
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passed into the front room. The curtains were
drawn, and Robert’s father was talking in low
tones to a man who was fastening the straps of
a suitease. The man arose, and Langdon recog-
nized him as the undertaker. ‘‘He was found
on the front end of his car, you say?’’ he in-
quired.

““Yes,”” said Robert’s father, ‘‘he had evi-
dently just finished eating his dinner.”’

““It was the heavy food and the fogey day and
a weak heart that did it,”’” the undertaker af-
firmed.

““The doctor said something like that.”’

The two men moved toward an object near
the window. In the semi-darkness of the room
Langdon saw the outlines of a dead body
stretched upon a cooling board. He, too, went
and looked at the corpse. His surprise was
great. At first he could not solve the mystery,
but little by little he began to understand. Then
there came a sense of liberty, conscience-free
liberty such as no divorce court can give.

“You will take the scholarship ?’’ asked Warn-
er gently.

““Yes, thank the Lord! Let us go.”’

“You will attend the funeral,”’ said Gentry
half questioningly.

Langdon shook his head and smiled whim-
sically. ‘‘My wife is worth two hundred thou-
sand now. It will be a grand funeral she will
give her husband. I should not feel at home.’’

“You are right,”’ said Gentry. ‘“We will go
now.’’

Immediately they were in the open air and in
another city. They walked in front of an exten-
sive campus. ‘“‘That is the Gentry Medical
School,”” Warner explained, ‘‘but I imagine you
had much rather go here first. This,”” he said,
pointing to a beautiful building set back on a
flower decked lawn, ‘‘is where the students who
have families live.”’

As he spoke a lovely girl dressed in white came
toward them with arms outstretched. ‘‘Do you
know me, daddy?’’ she said to Langdon.
‘“Haven’t I grown? Sece how well I am!”’

Langdon’s words came in sobs of joy: ‘“Sallie,
little Sallie, my precious baby! To think that
your daddy ever doubted heaven!’’
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The Present Worly Crisis
And Qur Part In It

W. J. Darrow

PART I

HE WORLD at the present time is going
U through a crisis, a very marked erisis. This

will be followed by a New Dawn. The
crisis began at the time of the Great War, and
has continued to a certain extent ever since. It
i¢ believed that the apex of this has been passed
as regards physical conditions, but this is not
entirely certain. The Dark Forces endeavored
and are still endeavoring to destroy civilization,
or at the very least to create such conditions as
to make it impossible for the human race to ad-
vance beyond its present status. The Dark
Forces represent the dregs of evolution, the
failures that have occurred from the beginning
of time. They exist on all planes, the human,
the subhuman, and the superhuman.

The world stands in urgent need at the pres-
ent time of messengers or light bringers to carry
a knowledge of the truth to the people regarding
the inner laws of nature, the inner planes of
nature, and the means of so living as to co-
operate with those laws and bring harmony out
of the present chaos. The various true occult
societies and movements which are operating in
the United States and other countries at the
present time are in line to supply this need of
messengers and light bringers. The larger num-
ber are under the direction, conscious or uncon-
scious, of the ¥lder Brothers of humanity who
are responsible for guiding human evolution.

These occult societies are at the present time
the hope of the race, almost the only hope, be-
cause they have the knowledge by which human-
ity may save itself. These societies are of all
grades and sorts. Any society or any philosophy
which teaches the creative power of thought is
doing constructive work and a work that is
peculiarly necessary at the present time, because
upon the creative power of thought and the
possibilities which it confers depend the re-
habilitation and regeneration of the race.

The Rosicrucian Order is one of the prominent
organizations devoting themselves to this great
work. This Order is one of the seven schools of

the Lesser Mysteries. The Rosicrucian Fellowship -
is designed to be the exoteric center in the
United States for the disseminating of the
philosophy which this Mystery school is endeav-
oring to promulgate. The Rosicrucian Order
teaches the development of the head and heart
at the same time and indicates that both are of
equal importance; or, if there is any difference
in importance between the two, it must be cred-
ited to the heart, because the head without the
heart is very sure to go off on a tangent.

At the present time there are many schools of
psychology teaching various methods for get-
ting the things that people desire. The teach-
ings of these schools are based upon the creative
power of thought. There is much eriticism of
their methods as being a form of undesirable
magic. This is true only when the element of
demand is used to set aside the Law of Conse-
quence and obtain that which one’s status in
evolution does not yet entitle him to. But the
constructive use of the creative powers of
thought does not come in this category.

An analysis shows us that in the beginning of
any great movement self-interest must be to some
extent the dominating motive. Then later, ag
the pupils of any school progress in understand-
ing and wisdom, they find that self-interest no
longer lies on the lower planes, but carries them
to a higher application of the principles which
they have been studying. Then they automat-
ically cease to apply spiritual knowledge for
materialistic ends and restrict it to its legiti-
mate use. Therefore, we should not condemn
these psychological movements, because they
represent a phase of development which is neces-
sary for some.

It is highly desirable for all schools of philos-
ophy and occultism to co-operate, because they
have a common enemy to combat, namely, the
common ignorance and prejudice of the entire
world.  They must stand together with an un-
divided front if they are to succeed in the great
work which has been entrusted to them.

Now as to the qualifications which are neces-
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sary in order to take part successfully in this
great work of the re-education of the race:

First, the candidate must have vision, a broad-
er vision than is common at the present time;
and this must be based upon the sensing in some
degree of superphysical vibrations, that is, the
vibrations of the superphysical planes. Then
one is able to perceive the reality of these vibra-
tions, the reality of the superphysical planes
themselves, and gain an inkling of the laws
which govern on those planes.

Second, the individual must, above all things,
have a determination to work for the benefit of
the whole, not merely for his own personal ad-
vancement. It is stated on good authority that
anybody who is willing to sacrifice personal in-
terests for the benefit of the race is sure to go
ahead in his development, because he can then
be trusted with power, whereas the entirely self-
ish individual cannot be trusted with it, and
therefore it cannot be given to him. It is also
stated that ordinary personal sins may be for-
given such a man; but the great sin of selfish-
ness when carried to the extent of sacrificing
the interests of others for personal advancement
is something that cannot be forgiven.

Third, the eandidate must have the ability to
do things. The man who can do things is always
of value. He may make mistakes and have to
retrace his steps, but at the same time he is
learning and getting in condition to be of value
to the race. He may have a very imperfect per-
sonality, and this may hold him back, but if he
has the ability to do things he will eventually
get somewhere; whereas the person lacking this
ability is of very little use either to himself or
the race, regardless of how idealistic his nature
may be.

Fourth, the final qualification which we may
mention as being essential for taking part in this
work is that of humility. This quality demon-
strates that a person is not self-seeking, and that
he is willing to give up his way and his will if
necessary for the good of the whole. Humility
may be said to be the first qualification for spir-
itual advancement, and it is quite certain that
no one will get very far in such advancement un-
til he has developed a considerable degree of it.

As before stated, we are approaching a new
age, a ‘‘promised land.”” The conditions which
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will obtain in this new era will be characterized
by a far greater prevalence of spiritual knowl-
edge and spiritual development than in the
present era. Social and industrial justice will
prevail, and the means for obtaining it will be
universally applied. The craze for sensual
pleasure which we now see on every side will
have largely disappeared, because it will have
been found that there is no eventual satisfaction
in such pleasure, and that the eultivation of the
spiritual qualities is the only final solution to
the world’s seeking.

‘Who will pass the examinations and enter
this new era, this promised land? We are all
undergoing at the present time entrance ex-
aminations. As to whether we pass or not and
eain admission to the improved econditions be-
yond depends entirely upon ourselves.

The epidemic of influenza which followed the
Great War, caused by the poisoning of the atmos-
phere by the Dark Forces, took off the weak-
lings and failures and those who had demon-
strated that they were at present incapable of
co-operating farther to advantage with the Great
Plan. Those who were left behind were given a
little longer lease on life, a little longer time to
demonstrate whether they would be able to work
with the Plan. Co-operation with this Plan for
those who are possessed of a knowledge of super-
physical philosophy consists, to a large extent at
least, in giving out the knowledge which they
may possess so as to aid in the work of maintain-
ing the band of spiritual light around the earth,
which is the only thing separating us from spir-
itual annihilation and death. This band of light
is being maintained by the Elder Brothers of
humanity, but humanity itself must take part in
the work. :

A practical application of all this is that we
who are working along the lines of oecult philos-
ophy must use the powers that we possess to their
greatest possible advantage. We must co-oper-
ate with the leaders who are in charge of the va-
rious schools. Above all we must not let our
vision be focused upon the mote in our brother’s
eye so that it dims our sight to the degree that
we fail to perceive our own big chance and there-
by lose it, for our big chance lies in taking part

(Continued on page 213)
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O Rob. Crusoe

Toxw WoLFE

I found him, this curious old-man-of-the-
mountains.
a memory.

~l T WAS IN the hills beyond Labisthayna

I cannot recall the year—it is

I had traveled far, and my long journey afoot
had been made even more difficult by the rough
stones and bracken of the hill country. Very
often the way led through stretches of young
gorse and hazel brush, so that the footprints of
those who had gone before were obscured. Some-
times, under the low cliffs, the trail fell away so
sharply on one hand that only a narrow track
was left of what had once been called an excel-
lent road.

It was growing late, and the long shadows,
like messengers of night, were beginning to
creep slowly up the valleys and around the
corners of the rocks. I was determined to ad-
vance no farther. In skirting a narrow precipice
I had dislodged a stone, and the echoes from its
rebounding journey below were a gentle remind-
er that one must travel through unknown coun-
tries on the alert, and perhaps only in the clear
light of day. Imagine my great surprise and
delight then, that the way should suddenly
broaden out before me into a little saucer-like
valley where stood, sheltered by a few ragged
shrubs, the smallest house I have ever seen.
With a bit of a chimney at one end and a ram-
bling vine over the crude door at the other, it
fitted so gracefully into the landscape that T
should never have seen it at all but for the wisp
of thin, curling smoke that worked its way up-
ward through the blue-gray evening.

I hurried eagerly forward, for this unex-
pected promise of shelter was very welcome in a
country so barren and forlorn. As I approached
the door I noticed that it stood ajar, while
within the house a small, flickering fire on the
low hearth mocked at the gathering shadows of
night upon the wall.

As T heard no sound, I knocked rather timidly
on the doorpost, and at once a strange, high-
pitched voice snapped out, ‘‘Come in.”” I was

just a little averse to doing so, but curiosity and
my physical exhaustion prevailed, and I entered.
There was no one in the room. This seemed
very strange indeed; the only signs of occupa-
tion I could make out were two large, comfort-
able chairs which were drawn up carelessly be-
fore the open fire. I waited a moment, and
when no one eame, I concluded that the voice
must have issued from an adjoining room hither-
to unnoticed, so I sat down in one of the high-
backed chairs to wait. What comfort! Here
were relaxation and recuperation combined!
Thinking I might as well be thoroughly comfort-
able, T reached down and loosed the thongs
which bound my feet so tightly, and sank back
into the old cushions for a brief moment to re-
view the events of the day.

How long I remained in this position I shall
never know, for I was suddenly awakened out of
a garbled dream of many beetles crawling over
dead, white faces by the loud barking of a dog.
I sat up with a start; but my fright and a sharp
pain in my neck were quickly forgotten as I
gazed into a pair of luminous eyes that defied
all description. There in the chair opposite me
sat a strange old man of bent figure and bearded
visage, with the deepest, clearest eyes I have
ever looked into; limpid pools of blue darkness
on which the moonlight might have loved to play.
He was the first to speak, lifting a long, slender
hand as he did so and making a sign.

“You are welcome in my house, but my dog
objects to your staff. You must get rid of it.”’

I withdrew my stare long enough to glance at
the rod which leaned against the chair.

““But I have had it so long,”” I replied. “‘I
brought it up the mountain with me, and it
knows well the touch of my hand.”’

‘“Ah, that’s just the trouble,’’ he exclaimed
softly. ‘“‘You have carried it a long way, and
its weight has hindered you more than you
know. One needs no staff in this high atmos-
phere; throw it into the fire!’’

During my sleep the blaze had been replen-
ished, and I now turned and cast the stick inta
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the flames, apparently without the slightest
hesitancy.

““You will never regret it,”” the old man whis-
pered, and I saw the staff which I thought I
understood so well eurl and writhe into the form
of a hissing serpent, which at last was con-
sumed and thus disappeared.

“How did you know?’’ I asked eagerly.

““I wouldn’t have noticed it but for the dog,’’
he answered, reaching down his hand to a huge
mastiff which came bounding across the room at
his call. ‘‘He is my constant companion, this
dog. I call him ‘Discretion.” ”’

“I am glad to know his name,’’ 1 said, after
a pause, ‘‘but you haven’t told me your own.”’

‘“‘Mine?
chuckled.

Oh my name doesn’t matter,”” he
““Some few in the valley call me ‘Old
Rob. Crusoe’ when they chance to see me. If I
ever had a name, I’ve lost it. I live alone, and
I have few visitors; they mostly take the short
way.”’ .

““What way?’’ 1 asked eagerly. ‘‘Tell me of
it, for I thought myself even now upon it.”’

““Ah no, my friend,’”’ and a look of sweet sad-
ness came over his face. ‘‘You are traveling
one of the longer ways to the mountain top—
but it is a sure way,”” he added quickly, as he
saw the disappointment I had unconsciously ex-
pressed. ‘* It is the way of beauty and laughter,
song, and occasional tears. So many aspire to
the heights before they have learned to climb the
first gentle slope that leads by the wood of come-
liness and the babbling stream of self-knowledge.
They climb a certain distance; but their lungs
may not breathe the purified air. Many grow
blind and helpless there, and worship the very
sighing of the winds. Some even wander into
the path that leads directly to the precipice, and
at night I often hear their terrified shrieks and
pitiful cursings. Their cries of despair resound
through the empty canyons, and reach up
dismally to the moon. Of course, there is still
the old, twisted, winding way which you have
happily avoided because of its easy monotony ;
along its course lie the thick, sodden pools of
stagnation and decay.”’

““I am very, very thankful for the advice of
one who is acquainted in these regions,”” I re-
plied warmly, ‘“‘but I cean’t understand your
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saying you live alone. When I knocked, some-
one said, ‘Come in.” ”’

He smiled broadly.

“It’s my bird, my parrot. She’s always call-
ing out to people and inviting them in while I'm
away. 1 always keep a log on the fire and an
extra chair ready for just such as you.”’

“‘But where do you sleep, sir?’’

He waited a moment, and I was afraid I had
embarrassed him.

““Chairs are good to sleep in,”” he said.
“Didn’t you find yours comfortable?’’ I smiled
and looked into the fire.

““T would show you my parrot,”” he went on,
““put she’s rather timid sometimes. I call her
‘Intuition.” She’s probably perched up there
in the rafters somewhere now, listening to our
conversation. She never leaves my house. Some-
times the dog does, but he’s a faithful old fel-
low, and always comes trotting when I whistle
him up. You see, that’s why they call me ‘Old
Rob. Crusoe’—because of my dog and my bird.”’

“But I don’t see why they call you ‘old,” ”’ I
objected. ‘‘Somehow you don’t seem old to me;
rather like one without the association of years.

““They have seen me stooped for many, many
years, those people in the valley, so they call me
‘old.” Well, I am—as old as the hills; but they
forget, perhaps, that I am also as young as the
morning.’’

““Where did you get these pets of yours?’’ 1
asked.

‘“Oh, they too are very old; but not as old as
I am. They came to me years ago. Would you
like to hear about it?”’

I assured him most heartily that I would, and
after a little time he consented to tell me about
it. First, however, he insisted on giving me
something to cat, and as he arose from the chair
I noticed for the first time his splendid height,
in spite of being stooped, and the ease with
which he moved from place to place. First he
went to the wall and brought forth from a hid-
den recess some long, curious cakes or rolls of
bread, and a bowl filled with milk.

““It’s my own make, this bread of life,”” he
said softly, ‘‘and the milk is offered me daily
by the mountain goats, who are my friends.”’

After I had eaten and assured him of the
excellence of this repast, which seemed to be un-

)
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usually refreshing and stimulating, my host
threw another log on the fire, and we both set-
tled down in our chairs while he told me the
following tale:

“T can dimly remember my days as a child
before I was sold to my foster parents, Ambition
and Desire. I recall how happy I was as I
romped through the meadows of contentment
among the flowers that grew so plentifully there,
but many of the details escape me. On these de-
lightful excursions afield I was accompanied by
a strange, ethereal companion whom none but
myself seemed to see. It is not to be said that
even I saw him with my two eyes, but certain it
is that I knew him intimately, called him by
name, and held long conversations with him on
subjects which I cannot now describe in words,
but which never cease to thrill me with the
memory of their loftiness and beauty.

““On one particular day I recall vividly how
we had gone a greater distance than usual into
a bare, upland meadow near the sea. It was
sparsely populated with trees and shrubs; but
here and there were rocks of a peculiar forma-
tion, some in groups and others standing alone.
‘When we reached the center of this meadow, it
suddenly dipped down into a little circular hol-
low which sheltered a few knarled, wind-swept
oaks. Curling up through the limbs of these
was a long, thin, wavering line of smoke from a
tiny camp fire.

““I shall never forget the sad look of deter-
mination on the face of my trusted companion
as we sat by the fire under those twisted trees,
apparently waiting for something to happen.

“‘Before very long there came creeping out
from among the lifelike rocks about us a peculiar
little man whom I later learned to know very
well and to fear exceedingly. He wore a little
red stocking cap cockwise on the back of his
bulging head, with a comical tuft of hair stand-
ing up in front. When first he appeared, I
thought him tall and infinitely commanding,
but he cringed and fawned before my companion
in the most obliging manner, and now seemed to
be no taller than a half-grown child. As long as
I knew him I was never able to describe him be-
yond an impression of his bulging, nodding head,
except for the fact that he alternated in size
from a puny dwarf to a full-sized man.

“‘I have said that I was sold to the creature
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Ambition; but I must now explain that my
ethereal companion was a merchant who paid
for his bargain. Much as he apparently loved
and respected me, he deliberately paid this fel-
low Ambition and his old wife Desire, whom
as yet I had not seen, to spirit me out of my
childhood land of happiness and subject me
purposely to the terrors and hardships of the
open road. I objected forcibly when he arose to
leave, and as I kicked and screamed at the re-
straining arms of my ugly foster parent, my be-
loved companion, with great tears in his eyes,
deliberately turned his back on me—and van-
ished.

““I will not relate to you all the cruelty and
suffering of those early years with the nomadic
wanderers who controlled my youth. I learned
to loathe and dread them both at the same time
I unquestionably obeyed. As of her husband,
retained only one impression of the hag Desire,
and that was the apple-red lustre of bony checks
that protruded heavily from either side of her
shrunken skull. The old gazelle used to cuff me
about heartily in private, although in the pres-
ence of a spectator when I was being forced to
perform on the lute by her malicious husband,
she pretended to protect me from insult and
sbuse, and scolded him fiercely in a high,
cracked falsetto.

““‘Finally, through the success of my anties
before the crowds in the villages and hamlets
where we put up, these two tormentors created
a little puppet show of the usual traveling va-
riety, and while they stood behind the scenes to
cackle and squeak for the character in this mum-
mery, I was forced to endure the public gaze
outside their painted box, and to fill in the inter-
vals between their acts with plaintive singing,
accompanying myself on the lute.

““The contrast of my youthful wailing and the
robustious machinations of my foster parents
seemed to please our audiences very much, but
instead of letting me escape from the public
gaze during my periods of waiting while their
own performance was going on, the dwarf Am-
bition kept me attached to the side of the box by
a stout cord which was wound and twisted tightly
about one of my ears. If the comedy in his
sickly miming failed to arouse the neecessary en-
thusiasm, he would reach forth from under the
curtains and give me a cruel pinch on some
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tender portion of my body, which generally
caused me to spring up and scream heartily,
much to the amusement of the spectators. This
always seemed to put them in the proper mood
for his comedy, so as I became accustomed to one
method of torment and failed to respond, he
would manage to surprise me with some new
variation of pain from time to time. In addition
to this humiliation, if I were about to under-
take a high note or a difficult passage while
singing between acts, he would always find time
to pull the string which held me and tweak my
ear forcibly. ‘It gives added zest,” he always
said.

‘“Years passed, and finally the day came when
I escaped from these tumorous rogues who so
abused me. I had trained a small bird of a
peculiar blue color for use in our expanded
theatricals. This tiny friend, which I knew as
Earthly Hope, was the only living thing I loved.
With its wings fluttering about my head, I
managed to escape one dark night, without tak-
ing food or extra clothing, during a drunken
brawl indulged in by my noisy captors.

““As I lay down to sleep in a wood after I had
stumbled on for a great distance in the darkness,
I realized the first, cleanly taste of freedom, and
with my pet bird snuggling down against me, I
counted myself happy and fortunate indeed.
But this was merely a moment’s respite. I
awoke soon out of the first short nap to realize
the chill and loneliness of the night about me. I
dreaded the thought of the morrow—not so
much because I would be worn and hungry my-
self but because of the bird. It was a tame bird,
unused to foraging for food or trying its wings
in the woodland. I fell asleep again with a sad
and troubled heart.

““In the morning I awoke with a start, aroused
by the sharp report of a gun. I sat yawning and
rubbing my eyes a moment, and as I did so I
realized that my bird had flown from me during
the early hours of the morning in search of food.
And now the greatest sorrow of my youth as-
sailed me as I saw it come fluttering back to my
breast, torn and bleeding. The poor, frightened
thing died there in my hands, and in me there
arose a great surging of revenge toward the un-
known hunter. At first I thought to run after him
with a handful of stones; but realizing the hope-
lessness of this in restoring my winged friend to
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life, I sank to the ground in despair. In that
wood, under the leaves of autumn, I buried the
last remnant of my old life. The bird of earthly
hope was gone, and from thence I knew my
stolen journey must indeed be forlorn.

““As I traveled along the open way, my friend,
there were days of bitter pain and sorrow; days
when I kept my head bowed down, refusing to
see the sky. Sometimes I grew very warm and
dusty, and I would strip myself of all thoughts
of progress to bathe delightfully in the pools of
clear coolness beside the road. Then was my joy
supreme; I could scarcely resist sinking quietly
into the friendly depths, seeking eternal peace
there, and gray oblivion.

““But I was a jolly lad, with all my wretched

fortune. I ran and skipped from one place to
another. Nothing escaped my inquisitive in-

stinet for knowledge, and 1 could be equally ab-
sorbed in a wayside shrine or a butterfly’s
golden wing.

‘It was during this period that I acquired my
dog, Diseretion, or rather, it was then he de-
cided to follow me. Attracted by his pitiful
whining, I found him beneath a clump of tall
cedars, just where the long road brushed the side
of a hill. At this point a steep path led off from
the highway immediately up the hill, and the
dog had evidently been abandoned here—per-
haps thrown over the first low cliff by some un-
worthy master, all too eager for the climb. I dis-
covered that the dog was bruised and bleeding
freely, and I stayed beneath the cedars some
days in order to dress his wounds while he re-
covered. Thus he became attached to me, and I
have had his companionship ever since.

“From this point of pausing on my journey,
the road began to take a rising swing around the
mountain, winding on slowly, yet ever upward.
The dog and I would travel along, sometimes ap-
parently gaining much ground, yet often being
disappointed when some hard gained prominence
revealed to us our limited perspective. But it
was a vivid journey, nevertheless, and not to be
regretted.

At last the time came when we began to en-
counter numerous divisions of the long road.
That which had seemed before to lead steadily
cnward was now a maze of variation and con-
fusion. The way would suddenly divide and
lead off at various angles, and even with my dog
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Discretion to aid me, I was often at a loss in mak-
ing a clear choice. Finally we came to a division
where the road beecame two similar paths that
led on equally into the silver mists of Eternity.
I sat down hopelessly in the dust, much as a
small boy might in a teasing pout. The dog
came and licked my hands tenderly, but I would
not be consoled.” It was then I heard a voice,
calling, ‘‘This is the way; this is the way for
you.”” The voice seemed rather crude to my un-
accustomed ears; I hardly knew whether to
trust this unseen messenger or not. I knew of
‘the voice’; but T had been told it would come
more as a whisper—a faint, sweet echoing of
sound. However, I arose and trudged hopefully
forward in the appointed direction. I had not
gone far before I heard a low, comic laugh in my
ear, and was astonished to find perched on my
left shoulder the parrot Intuition. He was a
jolly young bird, who immediately made friends
with the dog, traveled with me, and was very
soon to serve me in good stead, as you shall hear.

‘““We had traveled no great distance before I
noticed two strangers ahead who seemed to be
waiting for me and who bowed most graciously
as I approached. They were richly attired in
weird, barbarie costumes of some glittering ma-
terial most beautiful to behold. I had been
craving human companionship very much,
traveling alone as I was, and I have no doubt I
would have been completely overwhelmed by any
superficial show ' of kindness these strangers
might have offered had not the dog which
trotted at my heels begun to bark at them. He
growled and barked furiously, which very much
alarmed the two whom I was approaching, but
they stood their ground, and their smiles were
most pleasing and friendly. I stopped short a
few paces away, however, and the dog sat down
at my feet, never ceasing to snarl and complain.
Then of a sudden the bird on my shoulder
shrilled out:

““Ho, ho; they’re wearing rags underneath,
the scoundrels. Come out, you filthy beggars!
See them shiver. Ho, ho!”’

‘“Indeed, as Intuition spoke, the fine raiment
fell away from the strangers, and they stood re-
vealed there on the winding, mountain road as
my old tormentors—the dwarf Ambition and the
hag Desire. Not a jot had they changed from
the old days, now that their costumes were
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whisked away, and I stood rooted to the spot in
terror, seeing their hideous faces onee more.
They pleaded with me most craftily to take up
my old life with them again, promising that I
need not return to the valley to do so, and offer-
ing me rare jewels of false inducement in the
form of the very hope of future knowledge and
attainment I so earnestly sought. But I was not
to be bargained with; I had acquired a stubborn
will of purpose on my lofty quest, and I over-
came my inground fear of their presence with a
will to resist their sordid importuning.

““The parrot, noting my decision, whistled
the dog into action and encouraged him to at-
tack my oppressors. As he dashed fiercely
toward them, they wvanished, to molest me no
more. Doubtless they wait about in that region
to attach themselves to other struggling ones
who may not be so favored in recognizing their
sham spiritual disguises.

““There is a great deal more than could be
told of my struggling along through storm and
strong wind, but the night grows thin and rubs
elbows with the morning. The mind of another
wearies, hearing an echoed version of its own
long journey.

“Finally I came to this place, old and mellow
as you see me. When I lay exhausted by the
spring which now trickles through the garden
beside my door, I had the great joy of finding
again my beloved ethereal companion of earlier
years. As he bent over me with tenderest compas-
sion, all bitterness of experience passed away,
and I was revivified and strengthened by the
light of his countenance. I arose eagerly to greet
him, and so great was my yearning and love that,
as we embraced, he was suddenly absorbed into
my very being, and we now are one. He is the Sil-
ent Watcher who cannot be desceribed with word
or symbol. He is my Self, yet beyond and above.

‘I built with my own hands on the spot where
I found the Beloved this house which you see. It
is indeed small, yet snug and secure. And it
pleases me that I may occasionally be of service
to travelers in this strange land. I journey often
te the hill country and to the valley, yet I al-
ways return gladly to this place, for it is my
kome, and shall be for many years to come.’’

We sat there in silence for a time, and the few
remaining embers of the fire glowed fitfully on
the blackened hearth.
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“I must tell you,”’ I said slowly, ‘‘that I too
have known the tattered rogues you spoke about,
but I thought them my own especial problem. It
was just beyond the wmarshland of old sorrow
and despair that I found them. T shudder to
think of encountering them again further up the
mountain in new garments; yet I thrill with de-
light at the prospect as a hunter might, awaiting
some new fear.”’

““ Ah, but that is the reason for your visit with
me. It shall be my privilege to help you. When
you go forth from here, my good dog Discretion
shall trot at your heels, and when the time comes,
you shall find a bird of your own visioning
perched on your shoulder to tell you the way.
The two will serve you well when you meet those
ruffians so familiar to us both, and you will see
through their thin disguises as I did. And let
me prophesy for you: A new creature of in-
deseribable poise and wisdom shall come to you
for shelter, a creature 1 have not seen or known.
You will eall it ‘Analogy,” and it will be your
servant in those high regions where I myself
have traveled but in faney. As you look out over
the vast panorama of field and desert country,
it will point out to you things of great interest
and value which will be of untold benefit in the
great days to come. Then, ah then, my son—ue-
member my words.”’
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As the old man finished speaking, the first
shafted rays of the sun came streaming out
across the sky. The interview was finished, and
we arose to face each other in the light of a new
day. As 1 made preparation to resume my
journey, bathing my face in the cool water that
trickled from a small spring outside the door,
the old dog jumped and teased about me, seem-
ing to understand, and ready to go.

My aged counselor consented to walk along
the path by my side for a short distance, first
hearing my promise to continue straight on
whenever he might stop, looking back not at all
until I came to the first great bend beyond the
thorn trees. Suddenly, as was agreed, he placed
his hand lightly on my shoulder and stopped
short, while I continued steadily on my way.
‘When I reached the clump of thorns, I faced
abeut for one last look at Old Rob. Crusoe and
his snug little home, but to my utter amazement
house, host, and valley alike had vanished. For
a considerable distance behind me there hung
only the great, gray, massive cliffs of granite
on which the arisen sun now shone with metallic
splendor.

With puzzled mind yet with heart-felt grati-
tude for the guidance and the victory, I whistled
up the old dog and faced the road again—
singing.

Blementary Pspchology
IMlustrated by a Beries of Theorems

CrareNcE H. FosTER

Point Nine
(Continued from August)

11. In your conversation with your friend
you become very earnest in telling him of your
plans, and most forcibly you tell him, “‘I’'m
going to do so and so.”” Perhaps you even
pound the table to show him how very much 1t
is you are ‘‘going to do .7 You tell him all
about it, and release all of the driving energies
through the verbal expression.

12. Then the regressive self in the depths
chuckles merrily. How very easy it was. You
have liberated the driving energies; your ideas
seeking attainment now have no force and lie
inert. You consciously rest at peace, for have

you not just heard the story of all that you are
‘“going to do——""% And you really think you
are ‘‘going to,”’ but you have scattered and
thrown away the driving force. The regressive
self ean sleep in peace for another day, secure
in the knowledge that you will drift along the
‘“‘easy road.”’

Reasons Why You Don’t

Point Ten

1. Until one comes to an understanding of
some of the mechanisms of the Subconscious, or
‘““Unconscious,’”” he naturally takes every con-
scious thought at full face value as genuine,
sound, logical, and without guile.
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2. When one has an idea or conviction con-
cerning anything, he naturally thinks that he
has formed that conviction through sound judg:
ment and reason.

3. At first it is very hard to see ‘‘how’’ a
logical, conscious thought could be motivated
by something of an entirely different nature,
from the depths, beneath the plane of conscious-
ness. By degrees we shall take up different
phases of this through the numbers to follow.

4. The basic principles are:

a. That any wish, idea, or complex in the
depths of the Unconscious may motivate
conscious thought.

b. That this conscious thought so induced is
to serve the ends or purposes of the Un-
conscious desires.

c. That the conscious thought may be so
veiled or disguised as to have absolutely
no apparent relation to the Uneconscious
motivating desires, and therefore one
would not see what the true motives might
be.

5. The regressive self, which seeks to draw
back into peaceful inaction and which seeks to
hold you back from making your greatest prog-
ress, has no regard for your ‘‘best good’’ as you
might consciously see it. It only seeks to make
you take the ‘‘easy road.”’

6. Now, to resume our study, let us imagine
that the energies of your desires for progress
have become strengthened again; you are over-
whelmed with a great desire for expression and
action. Again you are on the verge of really
doing something.

7. And again the regressive self is on the job,
ready to subtly head you off.

8. Perhaps you are thinking of entering
upon a new venture, either in your teaching or
in a business way. The wily regressive self pro-
jects before your consciousness various perfectly
sound reasons why you should not do it. “‘Con-
ditions are not right. You have not ecapital
enough, ete.”’

9. Perhaps you are about to ‘‘combat’’ some
person in an endeavor to ‘‘sell”” him. Before
your consciousness appear perfectly plausible
reasons why that person would not want to buy
what you have. The regressive self has pro-
jected these ‘‘reasons why you can’t’’ before
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you, simply to turn you back and to shut off
your endeavor.

10. Perhaps you have been in the habit of
blaming other persons or ‘‘conditions’’ because
your status in life is not what you might wish
it were. This is the most common way of stay-
ing in the ‘‘easy road.”’

11. Or perhaps extremely painful situations
come in life, and one can place the blame upon
others. Naturally, if one can blame others for
his misfortune, he need feel no diseredit to self.
The regressive self would prefer that you, blame
others, because -when you really begin to look
within for the cause of your trials in life, you
are on the road to progress.

12. Henceforth, when you are about to take
some action toward expression and progress, and
you find the ‘‘reasons why you can’t’’ creeping
up before you—stop and analyze them. Are
they really sound reasons, or is the regressive
self simply projecting them before you to make
you drift along for another day or month? It
is true that one must proceed with common
sense and judgment, but more often than not the
““reasons why you can’t’’ do not come from
judgment but from the subtle regressive self,
which thereby holds you back from progress.

Definations.

A brief resume of terms commonly used in
psychological teachings, with brief sketches con-
cerning their nsual meaning and application:

Inspirational and Constructive Psychology
usually teaches of—

a. The ““Objective’” or ‘‘Conscious’’ Mind.

b. The ‘‘Subjective’” Mind

spoken of.

¢. The ‘“Subeonsecious’” Mind.

The ‘‘Objective’” or ‘‘Conscious’” Mind is
portrayed as that ‘‘thinking’’ mind of which
you are conscious during all waking hours. It
is that phase of mind in which you think you
think. It is the vibrator, where ideas are pre-
sented to your awareness.

The term, ‘‘Subjective’’ Mind, is used with va-
rious meanings, and the expression is often
used where another term would be much less
confusing. When the word *‘Subjective’’ is
used in this Series, it will be in a general way
and will refer to any state in the borderland be-
tween objectivity and complete subconsciousness,
or between the seen and the unseen planes of

is sometimes
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creation. In other words, the term ¢‘Subjec-
tive’’ will here be used to indicate the half-way
land between the conscious and the subconscious,
or between concrete creation and ethereal crea-
tion.

The term ‘‘Subconscious’ Mind is used to
indicate the major portion of mind, utterly be-
yond and beneath the plane of econsciousness.
The construetive or inspirational psychologist
teaches that the Subconscious Mind—

a. Is made up of an accumulation of mental
impressions, which rule and govern the
body and the life.

b. The law of the Subconscious Mind is
““Suggestion,”” and by this law the Sub-
conscious Mind may be altered or rebuilt.

¢. The Subconscious Mind has access to all
knowledge.

Psychoanalysis uses other terms:

a. The ‘‘Conscious.”’

b. The ‘‘Fore-conscious.”’

¢. The ‘“Unconscious.”’

The ‘“Conscious’ Mind is spoken of in the
same way as outlined above.

The ‘‘Fore-conscious’’ is the borderland plane,
wherein are ideas and memories which are at
any time available to consciousness.

The ¢‘Unconscious’’ is portrayed as the buried
self, made up of the basic primal impulses and
all repressed wishes and memories. The con-
tents of the ‘‘Unconscious’” are pictured as not
available to consciousness at all. The Uncon-
scious is considered as a vast accumulation of
unfulfilled desires. It represents the active fifth
prineiple of man. It is portrayed in the Serip-
tures in many places, among which it is repre-
sented as the Twelve Tribes of Ishmael, and else-
where as Babylon the Great, of which in Revela-
tions it is said, ‘‘Thus with violence shall that
great city Babylon be thrown down.”” And
here is outlined the universal ultimate human
road, which even the Christ came to portray. In
this Series the terms of Unconscious and Sub-
conscious will be used interchangeably, with the
same meaning.

‘We now turn to Metaphysics and here we find
in addition to the other terms such expressions
as:

a. ‘‘Supernormal’’ Consciousness.

b. The ‘‘Christ Within.”’
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c. The ‘“Godhead.”’
d. The ‘“‘Divine Spark,’’ ete.
All of these terms are synonymous. They re-

fer to the supreme commanding spark, the sev-
enth principle of man, for which the Unconscious
is but the pawn, since the Supreme Self abso-
lutely guides the building of the Unconseious.

No reference will be found in any psycho-
analytical literature to the Spirit. Psycho-
analysis is only concerned with the machinery of
the fifth principle, the ‘‘Unconscious.”’

Reasons Why You Don’t
Point Eleven

1. We must also realize that there is in hu-
man nature an ever-present, innate resistance
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