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To the Architect of the
Great Pyramid

FrANCES WIERMAN

O, Mighty One, we hold in reverence
your unknown name,

You, who in distant golden cycles of the
Sun

Dreamed, planned, and wrought!

‘What noble consciousness was yours

‘When in your world-engirdling mind

You fashioned the intangible form

Of this Great Pyramid: sublime, pure,
perfect,

As the last concept of a creating God!

Before your eyes and at command of
your clear voice

Your thoughts became material.

The building stood, an ode in marble;

A wuniversal hymn; a crystal from the
white-hot

Fires of supreme genius; monument to
Man

As he once was and longs to be again!

Through rising and receding tides of
ages

The Pyramid remained, guarding its
secrets

As a mother her jewels from the clam-
orous children.

Men measured, pecked, and chipped

And blew their little piccolos of theory

Against its brooding bulk—

While you who planned and wrought

Have gone, and e’en your name is lost!

And that tremendous flood

Of dreaming, planning, and achieving

Has thinned to shallow streams in this
our age.

But in the East the grey night mist

Even now is warming to dawn-purple.

‘We await the Day

‘When all the secrets of the Pyramid

‘Will be revealed; and once more will
your name

Be known, O Mighty Builder of our
Greatest Edifice!
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The object of this department is to corre-
late current events with the facts of occult
wvhilosophy so as to demonstrate the reality
of the superphysical forces which regulate
human affairs, and that such philosophy is
not visionary but the most practical thing
in the world. EDITOR.

The Opportunity of the Aledical
Frofession

RECENT article by Dr. Irvin

Arthur in The Jowrnal of the Indi-

ana Medical Association states a
fact which has been evident to many ob-
servers for a long time, namely that mod-
ern medicine has not yet arrived at the
point of laying the necessary stress upon
the psychological factor in healing.

Dr. Arthur states that the medical
profession is losing its influence with
the people as evidenced by the fact that
medieal laws are being dis-
regarded by juries and that
the people of some of the
states have repudiated the
medical practice acts by popular vote,
a conspicuous example being that of
California. [

Dr. Arthur recommends as a solution
of the problem that more applied phys-
ical science be taught in the medieal
schools and less pure or theoretical sci-
ence, also that there be added to the
courses extensive work in applied
psychology. He believes that the people
will then change their attitude toward
the medieal profession and come to re-
spect and defend it.

In examining the case against the
medical profession it is well to start out
by bearing in mind that as a class it in-
cludes without doubt a much higher per-

LOSS OF
PRESTIGE
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centage of able, high-minded, and self-
sacrificing men than any other profes-
sion. In order for the practice of medi-
cine to appeal to a man it is necessary
that his altruistic instinets shall have
been developed to some extent. If he is
of the purely selfish or predatory busi-
ness type, the self-sacrificing require-
ments of the healing art will not appeal
to him.

However, we are faced by the fact
that the public in general has lost faith
in drugs as curative agents. In fact, the
medical profession itself has quite large-
ly lost faith in them. The more pro-

gressive members of the

DISUSE OF profession will tell you that

pruGs  they place comparatively

little dependence wmpon

medicines except as a temporary stimu-

lant or depressant in certain crises, and

that very few medicines actually pro-
duce any lasting healing.

The field of diagnosis, however, has
been very highly developed and has be-
come of the utmost importance as a pre-
liminary to healing. The modern doctor
places the greater part of his dependence
for a cure upon scientific nursing, sani-
tary measures, correct diet, and in some
cases manual manipulation. Surgery has
been very highly developed, but it is
quite largely an overdevelopment, and
hence it is destined to fall back to a more
normal basis.

The real difficulty with the medical
profession is its materialistic attitude. It
is exccedingly surprising that the doctor
and the surgeon, having unrivaled op-
portunities for observing the most won-
derful machine in the world, namely the
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human body with its intricate devices
and workings, should come to imagine
that all this could be the product of
chance or Dblind development. Logic
alone even without any spiritual per-
ception should convinee anyone that
such a wonderful machine could not have
been designed or produced by anything
except a thinking Being of tremendous
intellectual development. By its atti-
tude the profession is cutting itself off
from the perception of spiritual truths,
and therefore it is failing to perceive
and make use of nmew methods which
would quadruple its efficiency.

Healing 1is seventy-five per cent
psychology, namely utilizing the powers
of the ego, the God within, and its inner
faculties, often called the subconscious
mind. Many physicians are learning that
there are Invisible Helpers whose min-
istrations make just the difference be-
tween saving or losing a case. Sugges-

tion is an agency of great

THE healing potency entirely
PSYCHO- available to the physician.
LOGICAL Another phase of psycho-
BELEMENT logical healing which must

be taken into account by
the coming physician is that eof releas-
ing the emotional pressures in the desire
body which result in mental and nerv-
ous ailments. Various analytical methods
are now available, and more will be de-
veloped.  Astro-diagnosis and astro-
therapy are factors of great value, which
will be of increasing importance to the
physician as he becomes able to use them.
It is perfectly evident that the medieal
profession now has the greatest oppor-
tunity in its history to develop the
spiritual aspeet of healing, to cast off
many of its erystallized conceptions, and
to embrace and develop the psycho-
logical principles of healing, combin-
ing all this with its present technical
knowledge, and thus again come into its
own in the regard and confidence of the

_J

people. It is necessary that it respond to
its opportunity, or it will find itself more
and more superseded by those of greatexr
vision.

olumbia’s Anti-Jrohibition
FHresident

R. Nicholas Murray Butler, presi-
dent of Columbia University, has
come inrto the limelight recently

with an attack upon the Righteenth
Amendment to the Constitution, stating
that it is not enforceable and that men
and women of religious faith, moral
principle, and public spirit should strike
it from the law of the land. He also
prophesies that it will be repealed within
five years.

As pointed out in the International
Interpreter, there is widespread national
indignation over the attack upon our con-
stitutional law by such a prominent
educator as Dr. Butler. This indignation,
it states, does not arise from the fact
that he is working for the repeal of a
certain law, because in a demoecracy
every citizen has that right. It is be-
cause one so high in authority as an
educator is advocating the liberty of the
individual will at the expense of ordered
Liberty, namely liberty of the state, that
is, of the people composing the state

as a whole. The Interpreter

LIBERTY holds that the unrestricted
veErsus  liberty of the individual
ricENse  will is license, which under

a parliamentary system of

government is prohibited as the only

possible means of safeguarding the lib-
erty of the state; also that the test of
any civilization is its capacity to correct
its own abuses through prohibitory legis-
lation which curtails the liberty of the
individual and restrains him from per-
torming those acts which experience has
proved to be inimical to the public wel-



101

C » e 3C

> Qurrent Topics

1

fare, such as murder, stealing, drugging
oneself, and overriding the rights of
others.

It is remarkable that an educator of
Dr. Butler’s standing and one presum-
ably versed in the principles of political
economy should take a stand endorsing
the ‘‘personal liberty’’ fallacy in a case
where personal liberty works against the
welfare of the people as a whole. Dr.
Butler’s vision 1is deplorably out of
focus. Apparently he has succumbed to
the cosmopolitan psychic atmosphere of
New York with its exceedingly large
percentage of foreign born inhabitants,
many of whose standards are below
those of the advanced Westerner.

Alcohol still has an uncompromising
grip on most of the peoples of Europe,
who are still living in the heavy
atmosphere of the old world race spirits.
But we in the electrical atmosphere of
America have got into contact with eur-
rents of advanced thought and prin-
ciples of truth direct from the higher

archetypal regions. As a

PROGRES- result the realization that
SIVE alcohol is a relentless foe
AMERICcA of evolution is becoming

more and more general
here. America is right and Europe is
wrong on this question. Hence we may
be perfectly sure that the people of this
country will sce to it that Dr. Butler’s
prophecy regarding repeal will be proved
false.

Senatar FTodge and His
Worly Qourt

ENATOR Lodge, after having long
S opposed his will to progress along

the lines of international wunder-
standing and the development of inter-
national good will and unity of purpose,
now comes to the front with a pathet-
ically inadequate proposal for a new and

-
independent World Court. He proposes
to begin and do all over again the work
already done in the formation of the
present World Court, which is now sat-
isfactorily functioning and accomplish-
ing much along the lines of international
co-operation.

The present World Court had the en-
dorsement of President Harding, and
our membership in it is now advocated
by President Coolidge. Elihu Root, one
of the foremost statesmen whom the
United States ever produced, had an
important part in its design. Fifty-
three nations are now members of it. It
is one of the important products of the
Great War. It was fought and bled for,
and after wunparalleled suffering has
been evolved as the most practical solu-
tion to our present international prob-
lems and the one which will do the most
to decrease the possibility of another
world war. To serap this expensively con-
structed machinery, which is now pro-
ducing admirable results, and begin all
over again the precarious task of getting
the nations together and to agree on
something or other is to anyone of even
moderate vision the height of folly.
There is no doubt at all that the nations
of the world will so regard it.

We suspect that Senator Lodge’s se-
cret desire is to not have any World
Court at all, hoping to keep the United
States isolated from the rest of the world

in an endeavor to selfishly
sgLrIisE  retain all its advantages
wsoLaTION for ourselves and at the
same time avoid assuming
our share of international responsibility.
However, those who place themselves in
the path of evolutionary progress are
sure to be bowled over sooner or later,
and Senator Lodge with his poor little
plan for another World Court will in-
creasingly find himself a figure of the
past.
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The Mystic Linht

The Rosicrucim Hellofuship

The Rosicrucian Fellowship is a movement for the dissemination of a definite, logi-
cal, and sequential teaching concerning the origin, evolution and future development

of the world and man, showing both the spiritual and scientific aspects.
cian Philosophy gives a reasonable solution to all the mysteries of life.

The Rosicru-
It is entirely

Christian, but presents the Christian teachings from a new viewpoint, giving new
explanations of the truth which ecreeds may have obscured.
Our Motto is—A SANE MIND, A SOFT HEART, A SOUND BODY.

BGifers

Who gives the best of givers three?
The calculating, thoughtful mind,
Remembering all that lies behind,
And seeing much to fear and dread
Beyond the curve which lies ahead,
Must wait before a care ’twill lift,
To make a flawless, shining gift.

The second giver like the first,

Weighs well the gift he would bestow;
He must be sure, however slow,

That men his offering shall prize,

Find naught in it to criticize,

And checks the swift impulse to give
Until he knows his gift will live.

The third gives out frem day to day:
‘Whatever coins his purse may hold,
Gives copper, lacking shining gold.
No question asks of right or wrong,
But like the robin with his song,
Scatters his talents far and near,
Even unworthy breasts to cheer.

Perhaps, as wise men often say,

The noblest gifts by time are wrought,

Jewels must feel the wheel of thought;
Anund yet the heart is often kind

‘When coldly selfish is the mind,

And God may like them best who give,

Not asking that their gifts shall live.
—FEdgar A. Guest.

“But One Thing is Needful”

Max HEINDEL

(This article was first published in 1915)

HE MAGNETIC needle as a sub-
U ject of meditation has a lesson of
supreme importance for us in our
spiritual career, a lesson which it
behooves every faithful follower of the
mystic light to take earnestly and
prayerfully to heart.
The magnetic needle is made of a
metal which has an inherent affinity for

the lodestone, namely steel. Other metals
are but indifferently affected by it, if at
all; but when steel has once been touched
with the lodestone, its whole nature is
changed ; it has become alive, as it were,
imbued with new force, which we might
describe as a constant yearning after the
lodestone which once kissed it. Needles
made of other metals and of unmag-
netized steel may be put upon a pivot,
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and they will stand in any balaneced posi-
tion in which they are placed; they are
passive to whatever force is applied to
them from without. But the needle
which has been touched by the lodestone
resists, and no matter how often or how
severely we push it away from the mag-
netic position, as soon as the force ex-
erted against it is removed, it will in-
stantly revert to and point toward the
magnetic pole. ' '

A similar phenomenon is seen in the
life of the Christian; once he has felt,
thoroughly felt, in his being the love of
the Father, he is a changed man. The
worldly forees from without may be ex-
erted in various ways to divert his in-
terest and attention, but every particle
of his being yearns for God and is al-
ways turning in that direction, unaffect.-
ed by the world of drifting, listless men.
Whatever else he may do in the world
(because it is absolutely necessary to take
a proper part in the world’s work) will
be done because it is right and his duty
to do it, but with his whole being he
yearns for the Father, whose love, whose
being, and whose force have drawn his
soul. To him ‘‘but one thing is need-
ful’’: his Father’s love; and his every
effort is directed to win his Father’s ap-
proval.

‘When we turn from the earth to the
heavens, we find almost identical condi-
tions there. The great firmament for
millions and billions of miles, yea, in-
finite space, is filled with marching orbs
that move with a velocity almost beyond
comprehension by the human mind. At
any particular time the stars were in a
certain position; but during every mo-
ment since they have changed, and they
are now changing with every tick of the
clock—all but one. Among all these
countless stars moving at such an enor-
mous speed there is one that is change-
less, one that always occupies the same
position: the North  Star. No matter
what time during the day or night, sum-
mer or winter, from birth to death, we
look up into the heavens, that star will
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be found always in the same place ; when-
ever it is visible to our eyes either with
or without the help of a telescope, it will
always be found to occupy the position
which we speak of as ‘“north.”’

Now mark the phenomenon of the
changeless needle, always pointing to-
wards the changeless star, and consider
the lesson there is for us in it. The mag-
netic needle is not a fair weather fol-
Iower; it does not matter whether it
rains or shines, whether it is ealm or
stormy, whether there are fogs or clouds;
under all circumstances it points with
unvarying fidelity towards the North
Star, and upon this great fact the mar-
iner stakes the property and lives of him-
self, his crew, and his passengers.
Though the sleet and the rain or snow
and hail may beat in his face, almost
blinding him and making it impossible
for him to see the front of his ship,.yet
so long as he can see that faithful needle,
he knows that he is on the right course.
He knows that the needle will never
swerve; that even though the ship should
founder and find a watery grave at the
bottom of the sea, that faithful needle
would still remain in the same position,
pointing to the changeless star until the
very last atom of its being had been dis-
integrated by corrosion. Therefore he
trusts implicitly to this faithful guide
as he ‘‘lays him down in peace to sleep,
rocked in the cradle of the deep.”’

There is an unswerving devotion sym-
bolized by this magnetic needle which
illustrates one of the greatest and most
wonderful of lessons for those who have
seen the mystic light and who aspire to
the privilege of guiding others who have
ot yet found the path. Let us realize
that to do this, the first, foremost, and
greatest prerequisite is that we ourselves
shall have become firmly established so
that we are not disturbed by worldly

. changes going on about us.

‘Whether clouds of doubt, skepticism,
or persecution be cast about us by others,
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or whether they seek to mislead us in
blinding fogs of other doctrines. It be-
hooves us to hold fast to that which is
good. Yea, even though life were to be
the price we have to pay, we must imi-
tate that faithful needle as, the ship
founders and settles to its watery grave.
We must continue to point to the one
goal of all, “‘our Father in Heaven,’’
never swerving to the right nor to the
left, no matter what may come. As the
needle that has once been touched by
the lodestone is impregnated with the
vearning after that changeless star, a
yearning which does not cease even
though it finds a watery grave, a yearn-
ing which lasts until the last atom of its
being has been dissolved by the action of
the elements, so also must we, if we are
really and truly yearning to be compe-
tent guides to others, continue with un-
swerving devotion on the path which we
have chosen, looking neither to the right

RAvs From TtHE RosE Cross

nor the left, but fastening our eyes upon
that changeless star ahead, ‘‘our Father
in Heaven,’’ in whom there is no change
neither shadow of turning. For as the
slightest deviation upon the part of the
magnetic needle in the compass would
be sufficient to dash the mariner upon
the shoals or rocks of a dangerous shore,
wreeking both ship and lives, so also if
we swerve from the path which we have
once chosen, we beceme stumbling blocks
to cthers who are looking to us for gnid-
ance and example, and their lives are on
our heads. ‘‘To whom much has been
given, from him much will be required.”’
We have received much from the teack-
ings of the Elder Brothers, the mystic
light has beckoned us on, and may we
realize the great responsibility which we
have to faithfully guide by our example
and our lives, to the haven of rest and
refuge, those seekers with whom we come
in contact.

A Tale of Modern Mysticism

Self-Hudning

ErTaNE

ey AGLE NORTON sat in her tiny,
iE stifling room in the little Mission
station on the outskirts of Jalla-
pore, India, an open letter in her
lap, and her big gray eyes, wide-set and
dreamy, the true ‘‘mystic’’ eyes, gazing
unseeingly at the drab wall opposite.
““I wish you could come home, Eagle
dear,”” wrote her widowed mother. ‘I
am ailing much of late, and it is so lone-
ly without you. But I suppose I must
be patient, as funds are low, and you
tell me the Mission is also sadly in debt.
1 do wish you could meet some good
man with a little money and get mar-
ried as other girls do. This idea of join-
ing the Mission was so odd ; but then you
were always rather odd, dear.”’
““Rather odd!”’ Yes, Eagle saw that
very clearly, too: her life in England,

RAYDEN

her unsatisfying work as a stenographer,
and the rather selfish, querulous mother,
whose cronies and continual gossipy tea-
parties had never reconciled her to the
determination of her young daughter to
go off to India and find a wider field
of usefulness.

Two vivid pictures flashed through
the girl’s mind as she sat there in her
Iittle room. The first, a ‘‘ Charity Tea’’
she had been obliged to attend that after-
noon; the smiling, chatting erowd, the
tinkle of cups and spoons, and the soft,
purring voice of the ‘‘entertainer,”’ a
handsome, well dressed weman who told
fortunes from the teacups of the guests.

‘“Splendid opp-rtunities for you, my
dear,”’” the drawling voice of the ‘‘clair-
voyant’’ had remarked, picking up
Eagle’s cup against the girl’s wish.
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““Love, a fine marriage, a long journey,
a very prosperous life, and yet—you
seem to stand always in your own light;
some foolish ideas, a stubborn will per-
haps, yet, believe me, this is your undo-
ing. Take my adviece and thankfally
aceept the gifts the gods give you, my
dear. Why, you are a beauty; you can
make a great career for yourself if you
are wise.”’

And the other picture which came to
Eagle was the sight of the old ‘‘holy
man’’ who sat daily at the gate of the
Mission, begging, in reality a pensioner.
He knew Eagle well, yet today, was it
faney ? she seemed to hear a deeper note
in the shrill old voice, and his words had
Leen strange, too, very unusual.

‘“So near the sacred Fire, so near,”’
the old mystic had chanted, waylaying
Ler at the gate, his hands uplifted.
‘“Oh, timid and desiring one, which
do you desire, the things of earth or
these which perish not? The Great
Ones wait to give you these, yet the pull
goes on, now back, now forward. Self-
undoing, self-undoing,’’ and the strange
figure had turned away and sprinkled
dust in his dirty hair, and would not
give any further explanation.

““Whichever way I go it seems I unde
one self or the other,”” thought Eagle
with a rather wistful smile. ‘‘I wonder
why all religions seem to preach that all
the nice, pleasant things of life are not
to be desired and obstruct the way to
God?”’

Deep in her soul she was conscious of
the great upward urge, and of a half
memory of certain dream experiences, of
wonderful power and greal wisdom re-
vealed only in part—something holding
her back just at the moment when she
would advance towards a vast, all per-
vading Light, to enter which would
bring such power of understanding and
usefulness as she had always craved.
Souls she had contacted, suffering, weak,
blind, had gone away with all she could
give of love and sympathy, but it seemed
so little, even though she spent her very

self in the giving. To be able really to
heal, really to give light to those in dark-
ness and the shadow of death—how she
ionged for this! Yet the backward puil
was always there, a strange yearning for
love, for beauty, for soul companionship,
for all the sweet, happy things of earth.

Bagle was beautiful, with a rare
charm and magnetism, yet the ecruder
forms of temptation passed her by ; they
had evidently long since been overcome.
It was the ery of every innocent human
longing in her nature which was always
sounding in her ears, and Eagle invol-
untarily put her hand to her heart as
she realized how near, how very, very
near she had eome to the actuality of
her longings and their fulfillment. A
man had come into her life during her
two years’ sojourn at the Mission, a
man so fine in character and personality
that she knew she had found the ‘‘one
man’’ for her, suitable in every way,
even from her mother’s standpoint, had
the latter known of it; but Eagle, feel-
ing the depth and sacredness of the expe-
rience, had not told her.

Yet something held her back, and her
every art and innocent device had been
used in the effort to stave off the fateful
moment of decision and prevent Colonel
Maine from asking her to be his wife. He
was a bachelor, considerably older than
Eagle, popular and beloved in the regi-
ment, a fine, God-fearing, Christian
gentleman with an ample fortune; he
was an idealist also, which explains why
he had waited for a wife till Eagle’s
beautiful face with its look of illumina-
tion and purity had flashed like a star
across his life. Her work at the Mission
had deeply interested him, also her love
for the native girls whom she was edu-
cating to the beauty of the Christian life,
the life of service and self-sacrifice.
What instinet was it that held Eagle
back from accepting with open heart
and arms all that this man meant to
her?

A knock sounded on her door and the
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little, dark face of one of her pupils ap-
peared, smiling brightly.

‘“Colonel Maine Sahib, he wait,”’ she
remarked in English and disappeared.

Eagle rose, smoothed her hair, and
with a rather pale face and fast beating
heart went across the wide hall to the
““parlor.”” The Colonel turned eagerly
to her as she entered.

““I had to see you in a hurry,”” he
said. ‘I have just received orders to go
home. I want to ask you, Bagle—will
you forgive the abruptness of the ques-
tion? whether you could find it in your
heart to love me and marry me within a
day or two, and return home as my wife?
I dread to leave you, dear; you mean
everything to me. Will you come?”’

Eagle stood perfectly still, her wide
eyes fixed on his face. In the adjoining
little church of the Mission some one was
playing very softly, ‘‘Lead, kindly
light, amid the encircling gloom,”’ a
prayer which echoed through the soul of
the girl who listened.

Colonel Maine took her hands and
kissed them.

““I have been too abrupt, but time
presses, and I had to know,”” he whis-
pered. ‘Do you love me, Hagle?”’

Eagle raised her head.

““I do love you, John, and yet—some-
thing keeps telling me to wait, to choose
the highest, and I don’t know what is
the highest.”’

““Love is the highest, love like ours,
clean and holy,’’ said the Colonel. ‘‘My
dear, what is it that makes you hesitate?
I have waited all my life for you and
for our love, Bagle. Why must we wait
any longer?’’

Tears came into Hagle’s eyes, and
with trembling lips she answered slowly:

““T have a feeling that I ought not to
take your love unless I am equally will-
ing to give you up, John; and I'm not
willing. I want you terribly, so I mustn’t
have you yet.”’

““That sounds like foolishness, dear.
You surely don’t mean just that?’’

¢‘Self-undoing, self-undoing!’’ shriek-
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ed something in Hagle’s soul, laughing
hideously, and she withdrew her hands
from the Colonel’s and sank down in a
little low chair, torn by the sudden sense
of utter loneliness deep within herself.

‘“It’s no use, John, you must let me
wait. Please let me wait,”’ she whis-
pered.

Colonel Maine strode up and down the
room several times in silence, hurt and
annoyed at what seemed a foolish, un-
reasonable whim on the part of this wis-
est and sweetest of women.

Eagle’s voice broke the silence again.

“John, I'm trying to find something
deep inside me, and if I have you now,
I shall lose it. You would fill for a time
the great blank there is in me, in my
consciousness, but sooner or later I be-
lieve I should come up against it again,
and then it would be too late, the time
would have gone by to find the Truth,
and I would be in utter darkness all the
rest of my life.”’

““And am I to wait and suffer while
you find this mythical ‘something’? 1
must say, Bagle, you have a strange way
of proving your love,”” remarked the
man sorrowfully.
‘It is for the sake of all the world that
I am seeking, John, to bring it help, to
do my work. The fact that you cannot
see it as I do is perhaps why I mustn’t
go with you now; I do not know. Won’t
you let me wait?”’

‘“If you feel like that about it, you are
probably right. You have decided. God
bless you. Good-by!”’

Before Eagle could rise, he was gone.
She sat, shivering, for hours it seemed
in the little low chair, and the room
grew dark, as dark as her soul felt. Self-
undoing—that was just what it was;
every opportunity for all the joys and
sweetness of life, and she had turned it
down for a mere idea, a foolish fanecy.
Oh, John, so good, so kind, no wonder
he had left her! Yet, if it broke her
heart, she felt still that she could not
have done otherwise. With aching limbs
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she rose at last, and set about her eve-
ning duties in a maze of pain.

She scarcely slept for many nights
after this. The ship sailed, and no word
came from Colonel Maine. Her heart
felt empty and broken, and when she
passed the old mystic at the gate, he bent
his head and would not look at her, mut-
tering his prayers as she went in or out,
and seeming not to see her.

‘Weeks passed, and gradually gossip
grew busy with the Colonel’s name;
orders bungied, natives favored, British
Government seriously offended. Then
whispers arose of shortage in the finances,
dishonesty over Army funds, and the
Colonel’s good name was under a dark
cloud. Still no word came from him; it
was as though he had died.

Eagle went on mechanically with her
daily routine, but all inspiration seemes
to have gone out of life; even here there
was no sense of uplift, nor any greater
freedom from the desires that held her
fast. The kindly folks at the Mission
thought some lovers’ quarrel had oc-
curred, but Eagle did not encourage any
sympathy and remained mute.

And then, when her misery and lone-
liness had become almost unbearable, she
had a vivid dream. She appeared to be
toiling up countless steps with which she
was oddly familiar; before her at some
distance glowed the living Fire, a won-
drous light which "ever receded as she
climbed. Curious, misty forms were
round her, and strong vibrations, now
of longing, now of fear, now of extra-
ordinary joy. On and on she climbed
till the silence was broken by the voice
of John Maine, calling to her with a note
of agony in the cry. All the love she
beld for him, all the happiness she
craved, came over her like a flood with
its longing and its pain. She paused,
and called:

““Where are you, John? Oh, come to
me; I give in. I can’t go on without
you.”> Unscen hands seemed to urge her
to eontinue that weary climb, and a voice,
deep and grieving, said sadly,
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‘“Self-undoing—self-undoing !’

She awoke sobbing, with an awful
sense of the utter futility of trying to
get anywhere. Turning on the light, she
sat down and wrote to John.

“I was wrong; my love is stronger
than anything else. All beside is too
utterly visionary to be counted in com-
parison to the great joy of having each
other. People are saying things against
you, John, and it is more than I can bear,
s6 I will come to you if you need me, or
will await your coming for me. I love
you.

Eagle.”’

Leaving the letter lying on her table,
she crept back into bed, and soon fell
into a deep, trancelike sleep. She awoke
in a curious state of exhaustion, when
the little maid came in with her mail and
an Indian paper—one or two unimpor-
tant letters, and one from her mother,
written in a shaky, feeble hand.

““I have been ill with a bad heart at-
tack; can’t you come home to me,
Eagle?’’ was the sentence which fixed
itself upon her attention. Idly opening
the paper, her eyes fell on a short para-
graph.

““Tt is rumored that Colonel Maine,
who left India more or less under a cloud
some time ago, has disappeared from
London, leaving no trace, and he is be-
lieved to have committed suicide.”’

Eagle lay as one stunned.

“I begin to understand,”’ she whis-
pered at last. ‘““When I am drawn to
the things of earth, I long for the things
of heaven; and when I really touch the
Truth, the backward pull is always there.
It is as Saint Augustine said, ‘‘I am
drawn up to Thee by Thy beauty, and
swung away from Thee by mine own
weight.”” Now I have lost everything:
I am utterly unworthy. Oh, if I could
only die!”’

She dressed slowly, still in a sort of
dream, as if part of her were not fune-
tioning in the body at all. Then her
eyes fell on the letter she had written in
the night. With a sudden despairing
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resolve, she picked it up, read it through,
and then tore it to pieces and flung it
away.

““It’s too late, too late now,’’ she mut-
tered. ‘“What I needed was wisdom to
make the decision. Now nothing is left.”’

According to her wusual habit Eagle
knelt down by her little bed to pray for
a moment before going out to her day’s
work. This morning she laid her head
on her folded arms, no conscious prayer
in her mind. Certain words of the mys-
tic, Francis Thompson, repeated them-
selves clearly to her soul, however;
strangely significant words:

““My harness piece by piece

Thou hast torn from me,

And smitten me to my knees;

I am defenceless utterly.”’

And somewhere deep in her being came
a reply, ‘‘Though Thou slay me, yet will
I trust Thee.”’

Rising, she opened her door, and for-
getting her sun hat, needed even at this
very early hour of the day, she started
across the courtyard to the little church
for morning prayers. The old mystic at
the gate saw her, rose suddenly, crying,

““The end of the world, the end of
thy worldliness, oh, woman of desire,”’
and fell to muttering the prayers for the
dying.

How hot the sun was, like a fire, the
sacred Fire. It seemed to Eagle that
she was being burned away. Without
warning there came a sensation as
though someone had struck her on the
back of the head, and she reeled forward
and fell.

““A touch of the sun,”” the doctor
called it. The girl lay unconscious for
several days, and no one knew that the
soul of her was passing through one of
the strangest psychic experiences pos-
sible to a human being. Very little of
what passed seemed to actually register
itself in her memory, but certain
thoughts took form in words for her en-
lightenment and help.

“It is the attitude of renunciation
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which is necessary, not always the re-
nouncing.’”’

““Man only keeps of his treasures
those things which he gives away.’’

““Sorrow falls from the heart which is
cleansed of all desire save to express God
to man.’’

“I counsel thee to buy of Me gold
tried in the fire, that thou mayest be
rich.”’

‘“These are they which came out of
great tribulation, and have washed their
robes, and made them white in the blood
of the Lamb.”’

““He that overcometh shall inherit all
things.”’

Coming back at length to a drowsy
consciousness, Eagle became aware of a
familiar face bending over her, the face
in all the world most dearly loved by
her—that of John Maine.

Eagle smiled up at him and whispered,
““You came back to me.”’

The Colonel smoothed back the hair
from her hot forehead, and answered
quietly :

““Yes, I came back because I gradually
began to know just what you meant,
dear. You were with me every minute
since I went away, Eagle, drawing me up
to the place of power and peace which
is the only place from which to begin
real love and life.”’

‘¢ And the things they are saying about
you, John?’’

““Are just gossip and the result of of-
ficial blundering, dear. I have put a
stop to all that. And I will love you and
wait for you always, or as long as you
think best.”’

Eagle’s pale face suddenly flushed
rosy red, and the light of great under-
standing, of power, and of unspeakable
gladness came into her gray eyes.

‘““You don’t have to wait any more,
John, I am ready now.”’

The man who realizes his ignorance
has taken the first step towards knowl-
edge.—Max Heindel.
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Some Glimpses of Relativity

Jorn E.

OR A PROPER understanding
"ﬁ and appreciation of Rosicrucian
| philosophy it is essential that the
average student properly train
end develop the faculty of imagination
along with the intellect. Unfortunately
the imaginative faculty is more or less
held in contempt in this modern age of
minutely precise mechanical instruments
and mathematical formulas (particularly
so by the scientific fraternity) as the
stuff of which dreams are made.

However, Rosicrucian students will re-
member that the seed atom, located in
the left ventricle of the heart, contains
a complete and exact record of all the
experiences and impressions of the ego
throughout the ecurrent as well as all
previous lives, while ordinary memory.
depending upon the brain mind alone,
has access to only recent experiences and
impressions gathered during the ego’s
present sojourn in the body; and even
these become more or less hazy and in-
distinet the further back they go. In
other words the storeroom to which the
human intellect gives access (brain
mind) is at best an extremely limited
one, while the one opened up by the
trained faculty of imagination (heart)
constitutes a vast treasure house of ex-
periences stored up during untold ages
of the past. Although it is readily ad-
mitted that no one has free access
to this trecasure house without due
preparation, still all earnest scekers after
truth may cultivate this faculty with al-
most equal facility according as they are
able to school the intellect. The ultimate
result from an effort along this line of
endeavor will prove to be as much great-
er than that from an equal effort along
the intellectual line as the reaches of the
1mmagination are superior to those of the
intellect.

Thus when studying the Cosmo-Con-
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ception, for instance, it is well to bear iu
mind that even exact science in demon-
strating some of its formulas supple-
ments the intellect by the imagination
whenever the former fails to verify its
tenets. Since our intellect, however, is
a strictly 3-dimensional gauge, or has
gained its much boasted of present day
perfection solely by means of a strictly
3-dimensional experience (within time
and space), it will ever be convinced
cnly by such 3-dimensional deductions
as conform to the rules of its 3-dimen-
sional experience. Thus this 3-dimen-
sional intellect of ours is in the same
predicament with reference to a pros-
pective higher dimension as the 2-dimen-
sional being of Charles Hinton’s ‘‘The
Fourth Dimension’’ is with respect to
the third dimension. For the informa-
tion of readers let me insert here that
Hinton postulates the existence of a 2-
dimensional being with a 2-dimensional
(plane) sense perception, and lets the
surface of a volume of water represent
this being. He partly immerses a cyl-
indrical object (lead pencil) in the
water, and argues that the plane being
will be able to sense the immersed object
only at the latter’s intersection with the
surface of the water, in this case as a
circle or an ellipse according to the angle
of immersion. It will, however, be im-
possible for this plane being to sense a
3-dimensional object as such by reason
of its limited (2-dimensional) sense per-
ception.

From a similar point of view the high-
er worlds are often referred to as un-
knowable or undemonstrable (to our 3-
dimensional intellect.) In the samsz
measure is our 3-dimensional language
absolutely inadequate to express the
higher (spiritual) truths, and compels
its exponents (including Christ Jesus)
to convey their meaning by the aid of
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parables and pictures, thereby resorting
to the imagination whenever the intellect
ceases to verify facts from its natural
lack of experience by which it could
measure them.

Therefore it will ever be useless to at-
tempt to approach the higher spiritual
truths with the scalpel and microscope
of the exact scientist alone, whose much
advertised knowledge consists in reality
of barely one-tenth demonstrable facts
and nine-tenths theories and hypotheses.
This statement is made without the in-
tention of minimizing his actual merits
along the lines of making his science a
handmaid to serve humanity, but is to
be taken in eonnection with the spiritual
worlds.

Even the most recent deductions of
Professor Einstein’s doctrine of rela-
tivity seem only an additional affirma-
tion by science itself of the limitation
and parallax of our own sense percep-
tion.

Returning to the arguments of Charles
Hinton on the fourth dimension, we must
by analogy conclude that a higher
(fourth) dimension would naturally cali
for a fourth axis in addition to the 3-di-
mensional axes known to mathematicians.
This axis is furnished by time. One may
readily imagine another straight line in
addition to the 3-dimensional space
axes extending in this case from the
mathematical minus-eternal (past) to
plus-eternal (future), the point of inter-
section with the three space axes being
the present. Yet even our imagination
refuses to help us locate this fourth axis
within 3-dimensional space and connect
it with the other three axes. Thus time,
being actually a 4-dimensional reality,
will ever remain an abstract term to our
present 3-dimensional intellect. The fol-
lowing consideration will help us to make
this more apparent.

The only point (intersection with the
space axes) of this assumed time axis
which we are capable of verifying phys-
ically by actual contact (similarly to the
2-dimensional being’s sensing the pen-
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cil) is an ever fleeting present. Past
and future are both terms of the imag-
ination. Assuming now for purposes of
demonstration that we are traveling
away from our planet earth in an aero-
plane at twice the speed of light and are
looking backward toward the earth
through a high power telescope, we would
after a six months’ journey in our plane
at the assumed speed observe what had
happened on the earth exactly one year
before, provided we could keep it at the
proper focus and maintain visibility at
all times. In other words, if we con-
tinued, we would be surprised by seeing
events roll backward in a retrograde
fashion throughout the entire history of
past ages, which tends to show that what
we ordinarily perceive as progressive
time will turn retrograde as soon as we
step outside the confines of the universe

But to return to Hinton’s 2-dimen-
sional being, it will be apparent that
even such a plane being becomes sus-
ceptible to 3-dimensional impressions it
we furnish it with certain faculties or
qualities in addition to mere sense per-
ception. Since it was assumed that this
being has no dimension along the third
axis, i. e. the length axis of the immersed
cbject (lead pencil), it would require an
infinite and consecutive number of single
acts of perception along this length axis
on the part of the plane being to sense
the entire pencil. This, however, would
necessitate infinite existence and a mem-
ory capable of storing away such an
infinite number of impressions. Thus
while we ourselves as 3-dimensional be-
ings can instantly perceive any 3-dimen-
sional object in its totality, the plane be-
ing would for the same purpose be in
need of faculties commonly attributed to
the Deity. In a like manner would we
ourselves require similar facultizs in
order to funection in the fourth dimen-
sion, i. e. to receive and store awayv in
our conscious memory an infinite and
consecutive number of single asts of
perception along the 4-dimensional or
time axis.
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An infinite (ever existing) and all
knowing (all remembering) Deity whose
abode presumably is the fourth dimen-
sion may by reason of these faculties
unite the past, present, and future in
his faculty of perception, and sense along
the 4-dimensional or time axis in the
same instantaneous manner that we our-
selves do along the 3-dimensional or
length axis.

Some philosophers in recently demon-
strating these phenomena have assumed
the existence of a 4-dimensional hyper-
space, which is in some mysterious way
thought to be superimposed upon 3-di-
mensional space. However, thus far every
known experiment to arrive at or even to
demonstrate the plausibility of the exist-
ence of such space has resulted in more
or less far-fetched syllogisms based on an
analogy extremely threadbare and not at
all conclusive. The often attempted
mathematical demonstration of such 4-di
mensional hyperspace is even more easily
disposed of: it calls for a fourth axis
which is supposed to be at right angles
to each of the known 3-dimensional
axes; i. e. it runs off into space in a
fourth direction. But this is neither per-
ceptible to the intellect nor reached by
the most sublime heights of the imagina-
tion, hence may be assumed to be non-
existent.

There is, in fact, no necessity for any
such hyperspace as long as we translate
4-dimensional existence into one within
infinite time, thereby recognizing 4-di-
mensional matter and space as such of
three dimensions within infinite dura-
tion, and finally granting the 4-dimen-
sional axis to be identical with time ex-
tending from minus to plus eternal.

Recent accounts by Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle of certain mediumistic experiments
by Mme. Alexandre-Bisson and Baron
von Schrenck-Notzing have shown that
the medium’s vital ether (eetoplasm)
can be withdrawn from the dense body
and made perceptible to human eyes and
touch during trance conditions. This
clearly suggests that the difference be-
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tween the finer states of matter, or be-
tween matter and spirit, is one of atten-
uation (as between water and steam)
rather than of direction as the super-
space theory would imply, the finer at-
tenuations not being perceptible to our
present physical senses under ordinary
conditions.  Rosierucian students of
course are already familiar with the dif-
ferent states of matter and spirit through
the study of the Cosmo-Conception,
which bears out the version given above.

To return, however, to the fourth di-
mension, we previously conceded it to be
the abode of the Deity. The highest
modern religious and scientific concep-
tions of this Deity particularly empha-
size its immanence in the entire universe
of matter and space, the former being
considered a medium of manifestation
or physical projection into space of the
God (spirit) within. In other words,
the cleavage of the visible and invisible
universe is not one of location (above
and below), but of polarity within its
minute (3-dimensional) atomic struc-
ture. The noumenal life (spirit) pole
and the phenomenal matter (form) pole,
similar to the positive and negative poles
of electricity, are expressions of the same
cosmie intelligence. Matter, therefore, is
identical with ecrystallized spirit, space
with the same spirit not yet crystallized.

Thus 4-dimensional consciousness is
the unbroken, universal, and eternal con-
sciousness of the spirit (God), or the
ego (virgin spirit), in their home world
before being differentiated therein by
involution into matter. Our present 3-di-
mensional conseciousness, however, is the
limited personal consciousness of the ego
steeped in matter, causing its temporary
inability to function in or to recall the
universal consciousness. While the latter
finally constitutes an ever present state
of a universal ‘“here and now’’ along
the infinite reaches of the 4-dimensional
axis, the former is that material and
temporal consciousness along the in.
finitesimal fragment of the 4-dimensional
axis called a human life.
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By degrees even the physicist has
learned to realize the well-known occult
truth that both spirit and matter are in-
terchangeable emanations or diversifica-
tions of the One Absolute in manifesta-
tion, their apparent disparity being one
of degree of involution only. Where
then can we place the dividing line be-
tween matter and pure spirit?

The discovery by exact science of the
electronic theory furnishes an excellent
basis for comparison with the finer grada-
tions of matter known to oceultism.
Taking the largest invisible composite
unit of matter, the molecule, to repre-
sent matter in the chemical and etheric
regions of the physical world (corre-
sponding also to Assiah and the Liower
Triad of Yetzirah, or angelic world of
the Sephiroth), the next smaller ( higher)
unit, the atom, may be identified with
the Desire World (Upper Triad of
Yetzirah, or archangelic world of the
Sephiroth), while the electron as the
smallest indivisible unit correspondingly
takes its place in the World of Thought
(Briah of the Sephiroth). Here then lies
the border line of matter and pure spirit,
since, as occult science teaches, the plane
rext above the World of Thought is the
first universal world, the World of Life
Spirit in Rosicrucian parlance (or Atzi-
luth, the divine world, of the Sephiroth),
and as such the lowest of the purely spir-
itual planes of the Absolute (Kether
principle) in manifestation.

‘While according to science the possi-
bilities of atomic combinations forming
molecules are practically infinite, the
electronic eombinations forming atoms
are at present represented by some
eighty-odd so-called elements, which
number is however constantly being re-
duced as scientists suceeed in breaking up
additional electronie combinations within
the atom. Electrons are said to have
been definitely recognized as the ultimate
component parts of matter, since unlike
molecules or atoms they fail to show any
appreciable difference in structure which
might suggest the possibility of a stiil
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further subdivision. They present, how-
ever, an extremely puzzling variation in
kinetic energy inherent in them. If there
be a subdivision below or within the
electron, it can only relate to the nature
of this potential energy within the posi-
tive electron forming the atomic nucleus
in eomparison with the negative electrons
associated with or revolving around the
former. This nucleus or positive elec-
tron seems by attraction (gravitation)
to hold all the remaining electrons with-
in the same atomic group, as the sun by
its attraction holds the planets of the
solar system.

The hermetic axiom ‘‘as above so be-
low’ " readily assents to this arrangement,
and recognizes in this positive atomic
nucleus at once the primary seat of spir-
itual (solar) energy, which is reflected
by the mnegative electrons representing
the planets of this mierocosmic solar
system.

The kinetic energy contained in these
nuclei is actually identical with that
force whieh wvisibly radiates from our
own sun during the phenomena of an
aurora borealis or northern light, being
the very power from which the electron
derived its name.

Inasmuch as the spiritual sunm, con-
stituting the abode in the macrocosm of
the highest aspect of the Absolute in
manifestation, is beyond the ken of the
humanity on our present earth, so has
its microcosmic counterpart in the atomic
world to this day defied the most dili-
gent scrutiny of the physicist.

However, by letting both science (in-
tellect) and religion (imagination) join
hands in an attempt to solve these puz-
zling problems we may yet see the day
that will bring us face to face with the
realities of the sublime world mystery,
which will then to us cease to be a mys-
tery.

In the measure that a man has mas-
tered himself, and in that measure only,
is he qualified to govern others.

—Max Heindel.
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Fooling Wit the Subjectife

ErizaseETH D. PRESTON

forty-five years old. My father

and mother were healthy, normal

people, each with seven genera-
tions of New England born ancestors;
the former lived to be seventy-seven and
my mother is still alive at the age of
cighty-three. I was the sixth among ten
children, and the only thing that set me
apart, as it were, from the rest of the
family, was the fact that T mever had
any of the so-called children’s diseases;
I seemed immune even to colds and acei-
dents, With the colored mammy I can
say, ‘I never had anything but John and
my other children.’’ Nor do I now differ,
externally, from other women. I am a
Colonial Dame, a D. A. R., a club woman.
and an active worker in the Congrega-
tional church. My children are normal,
the oldest just receiving his law diploma
from Columbia University at the age of
twenty-three.

~IN ABOUT ten weeks I shall be

I was not a nervous child, although
extremely sensitive to praise or blame,
and easily made happy or miserable by
vleasant or cross words. My taste in
literature was formed at an early age.
I delighted in stories that ended un-
happily; I enjoyed the ‘‘poetry of af-
fliction’’; I desired a melancholy spirit
to invade my reading, and rejoiced in
everything that approached the super-
natural. T was fifteen years old before
I had been away from home over night.
At that time I was in good health, and
weighed about one hundred and thirty
pounds.

The occasion of my first visit from
home was this: My mother’s sister, my
Aunt Martha, who lived in Providence,
R. L, thirty-five miles from our Connecti-
cut home, knowing that my father would
drive to that market with his annual load

¢f Thanksgiving turkeys, suggested that
I was old enough to make the trip with
him in place of one of the older boys,
and invited me to stay with her over the
holidays. Aunt Martha calléd me Al-
faretta, for she claimed that I roamed
‘““like an Indian maid,”” finding the
turkeys’ nests in the woods, the first
checkerberries and violets in the spring,
or the late box laurel and the earliest
sumac in the fall.

““Well, Alfaretta,”’” said Aunt Martha
as she turned back the covers of the bed
she had assigned to me, ‘‘think you’ll
sleep all right without sister?’’

‘“Oh, yes,” T replied; ‘I am not
afraid of the dark any more; in fact, I
love it now; it seems—Ilike company.’’

““It was always ‘just pretend’ wasn’t
it?”’ she asked, and I explained that it
had always been a very genuine fear;
that until recently there had lurked, or
seemed to lurk, in the dark an intangible
‘‘something’’ 5o much larger than my-
self that it could wrap itself around me
and close in and suffocate me. ‘‘But
now’’ I added, ‘I am not frightened at
all; my back doesn’t shiver any more;
when the room is dark enough, I can sec
little stars of yellow and soft white like
moonlight, and when they move around,
it always seems as if they were trying to
spell words—but they never do.”’

My aunt seemed greatly interested in
what I had told her, and asked: ‘‘Did
you ever tell your mother this?”’ I
hadn’t, and for no other reason than be-
cause I had attached no importance to
the matter; indeed, it seemed that 1 had
just realized that instead of fearing the
dark T had grown to love it.

“17 leave your door open into my
Toom,”” was my aunt’s good-night: ‘‘if
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your stars make any letters, call and tell
me; I shall read till your Uncle Will
comes in.”’

Always an early riser, the morning of
our start for the city had found me up
a little after three o’clock; we had start-
ed with our load of turkeys before our
milk wagons had left for the village. The
day had been rather cold, and the un-
usual luxury and warmth of the city
Louse made me very sleepy; but the
strangeness of being in bed alone, added
to the light from a street lamp shining
through the window, held me awake for
a time. The objects on one side of the
room were dimly outlined, and T turned
to face the darkness of the other side be-
yond the bed. Suddenly I saw the
friendly stars cluster, form and shape
themselves into letters. Keenly awake, 1
read the name ‘‘Betty.”’

““Aunt Martha,”’ I called, ‘‘I saw the
stars; they spelled Betty, and I thought
they were going to separate and come to-
gether again and spell Elizabeth.’’

‘“What made you think ‘Elizabeth?’ ”’
asked my aunt, coming into the room. I
noticed the tense way in which she spoke,
but I could not tell her what made me
think Elizabeth, nor, indeed, what made
me see. Her next question threw some
light on the first: ‘‘Did you know this
was your grandmother’s room?’’

I did not. How could I have known
when she had not told me?

“You were named for her,”’ con-
tinued Aunt Martha, ‘“‘but your father
wouldn’t have you ecalled ‘Betty’; her
name was Elizabeth, but the only place
I ever saw it so written is in the family
Bible.”’

- In a way I understood that my grand-
mother was held responsible for the star
manifestation of her name, but how, I
could not guess. To the solicitous in-
quiries of my aunt T gave assurance that
T was not at all nervous, and to her offer
to sleep with me I attached no impor-
tance. Years later as I looked back on
this episode, T realized how much Aunt
Martha wanted to talk to me about spir-
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itualism, and refrained only because she
decided it would be better to talk with
my mother about me first. Shortly after
my return home a letter came detailing
the incident that I have just related, and
mother, after consulting with father,
read it to me, and explained that Aunt
Martha was what was termed a ‘sensi-
tive’” or ‘‘clairvoyant,”’ and that if I
too had begun to ‘‘see things’’ it was
of great importance that I should
know the principles and philosophy
underlying the phenomena of spiritual-
ism which had its birth in Rochester
in 1849, and gave me -considerable
literature on the subject with the sug-
gestion that I read a little every day
and discuss that little with her later.
Perhaps I should have said before now
that I had been graduated from the Dis-
trict School at the age of thirteen, at
which time my schooling ended except for
a six months’ course in a business col-
lege when I was eighteen. The possi-
bility and even probability of spirit re-
turn and spirit communion gleaned from
the reading matter so unexpectedly and
so strangely secured increased my love
of darkness and quiet, quickened my
imagination, deepened and strengthened
my religious nature, and broadened my
whole outlook on life. T felt both hushed
and elated. I had had practically no re-
ligious training. I had never sat through
a regular church service, but had at-
tended with fair regularity since early
childhood the Sunday school services
held in the schoolhouse on Sunday after-
noons. Neither of my parents ever at-
tended church, from which we were
nearly three miles distant. Farm work,
especially for the farmer’s wife, is about
the same on Sundays as on week days;
our milk customers in the village had to
be supplied, and the farm hands took
alternate Sunday afternoons off, mak-
ing extra work for the farmer himself.
The visit to Providence dates my be-
ginning to live consciously. I was ready
and eager to enter the unknown field of
knowledge into which the gate of spir-
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itualism opened. It is with wonder and
awe that I now look back over the years
intervening between then and now, and
see how gate after gate has been opened
into equally new and strange pastures,
and how each time I have been ready to
walk forward. I have learned to believe
that teachers (in either human or book
form) are provided whenever added
growth calls for added knowledge or
wisdom along either material or spiritual
lines. Nothing has ever seemed so
strange to me as to find occult literature
in the old farmhouse in which I had
never heard the word ‘‘spiritualism.’’
In these thirty years I have been bur-
dened with family cares. Each year 1
questioned the wisdom of endeavoring to
develop what seemed to be latent clair-
voyance; physical, mental, and even
moral issues appear to be joined in the
problem. My husband, although the
grandson of a Presbyterian minister, is
a materialist. ‘‘As the tree falleth, so
shall it lie,”” he quotes. He will not give
the theory of spirit return even a re-
spectful consideration, as of course one
cannot if one does not believe in spirit
survival. He asks: ‘“‘Does the crawling
worm know anything about the butter-
fly that emerges from the cocoon of
death? Would it be a better butterfly
if while yet a worm it had known what
the future held for it? Would it have
been happier while a worm? Does the
butterfly attempt to communicate with
worms akin to what it once was? Would
either the butterfly or the worm be bet-
ter for such communiecation? Shall not
man learn from nature?’’ And he fol-
lows these questions with the statement
that he is glad that he has enough com-
mon sense to prohibit him from sitting
up nights in order to speculate concern-
ing a problem which no man on earth
ever has solved or ever can solve.
““And that’s that,”’ so far as husband
goes; or, rather, it used to be like that.
‘We never discuss such matters now. I
have sent my little folks to the Congre-
gational Sunday school—no, I didn’t

-

send them; I took them. I have been a
teacher for a good many years, using the
guarterlies provided, and making no at-
tempt to instill in the minds of the chil-
dren anything other than facts embodied
in the printed lessons. But at home my
teaching is more liberal. I say to my
cwn little ones: ‘‘The fundamental dif-
ferences between Catholicism and Prot-
estantism are so-and-so; between Congre-
gationalists and Baptists, so-and-so; be-
tween Congregationalists and Unitarians,
so-and-so ; between Unitarians and Spir-
itualists, so-and-so.”” They know at a
very early age that good people, our best
citizens in fact, may or may not be
orthodox; that there are truth and beau-
ty in all the old religions and in all the
New Thought cults. They early learn
the principles of theosophy and astrol-
ogy; they are normal young people, re-
specting and loving one parent, appar-
ently, as well as the other; the religious
pendulum surely has a wide sweep in
our family. No one of my children has
ever mentioned seeing ‘‘stars,”” but all
have at some time or other, when sitting
alone with me in the early evening be-
fore the lights were on, pretended that
they did in order to draw from me some
story along spiritualistic lines.

I have made an earnest study of the
New Thought ecults. I have taken sev-
eral ten-weeks’ courses by correspond-
ence in Christian, Mental, and Divine
Science; in theosophy, palmistry, and
astrology; my books and papers are
rever secreted. I never bore the members
of my family or my friends with my
peculiar beliefs and strange studies.
Transplanted 2,000 miles from all blood
relatives before I was twenty, and living
100 miles from my husband’s relatives,
there is no one to object to my manner
of living or to my manner of training my
cwn children. I live in a college town;
my church is the college church; my
closest friends are educated people and
church members; many agree with me
that from the Christian religion has been
dropped some vital and beautiful truths;
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that in no one of the many New Thought
cults is there sufficient truth to class it
as a religion, but in all may be found
gomething true and helpful that may be
made to supplement our orthodox faith.
Hence we are always seeking, and never
wholly satisfied.

Is it possible, then, that one may be
normal and abnormal, subnormal, or
supranormal at the same time? It has
taken me a !ong time to show how the
practical and the so-called impractical
have worked side by side through these
many years. Always when I am quiet
enough, T can see the little friendly stars
of vellow and moonlight white; they
spell words for me, and I am told that
this and that will happen—sometimes
good and sometimes bad ; prophecies that
always come true. My life, however, has
been no nearer carefree than the average.

Now I am coming to my ‘‘ Confession.”’
About a year ago I met two women who
seemed to be vibrating on about the same
spiritual plane as I, and who were about
as well informed regarding the philos-
ophy and phenomena of spiritualism as
I was. We decided to sit for develop-
ment two afternoons each week. I will
call these friends Mrs. A. and Miss B.
The meetings were held in the home of
Mrs. A., who was about forty years of
age; Miss B. was Mrs. A.’s younger sis-
ter, who had come from the East to live
in our Colorado health-giving altitude
and air after a nervous breakdown and
lung involvement ; she was thirty-two.

We made a happy, congenial triangle.
None of us had ever been entranced, nor
did any one of us really understand
whether entrancement consisted in one’s
soul leaving the body temporarily and
having its place supplied by another
soul from the spirit side, or whether the
proeess, if it could be known, was but
the subjection of the normal or higher
brain to the temporary reign of the lower
or solar plexus brain. We knew mnot
whether in entrancement one manifested
another personality (another side of his
c¢wn nature )or whether he manifested

Rays From THE RosE Cross

nothing, but simply gave up the use of
his body to another spirit. All were
willing to believe that either process
might be true.

The days were filled with the most in-
teresting manifestations, both physical
and mental. Kach of us, and the com-
bination of the three, received wonder-
ful demonstrations in telekinesis (the
moving of furniture or articles without
contact by us), telepathy, automatic writ-
ing with its varied communications,
clairvoyance, and clairaudience. In four
months’ time I was enabled to travel in
spirit and to bring back to consciousness
a picture and description of the scenes
and people I had witnessed while out of
the body. I never spoke during en-
trancement, but Miss B. gave some very
fine lectures and sermons. She would
announce a text or subject, and imme-
diately launch upon a learned discourse;
the treatment would be quite beyond
anything she could have done normally
even after great preparation; even a
skeptic would have admitted that she
had help from some source. The source
of the physical phenomena we attributed
to Mrs. A., for on one occasion she was
lifted in her chair for more than a foot
above the floor; yet she had no power
when she was alone, nor, indeed, when
all three of us were not together.

The weeks grew into months with no
apparent change in the health of any
one of us. Personally I felt better than
I ever had, and my friends commented
on the fact that I was gaining in weight
—1I had always been very slender con-
sidering my height of 5 ft. 8 in: The
awakening came, but so slowly that even
now I do not know when we first began
to fear that something was wrong with
Miss B. One day when I arrived at
Mrs. A.’s, I was told that Miss B. was
not well ; she was not dressed, but wanted
us to come to her room for our regular
sitting. Against our advice and against
ber avowed intention of not going into
the silence she became deeply entranced
that day, and, braced against her pillows,



Tae Mysrtic LigaT

with a face nearly as white as its back-
ground she delivered in a stronger voice
than usual a most foreeful sermon on
the text of the tares and the wheat—em-
phasizing the necessity of permitting the
tares to grow undisturbed in order that
no good wheat be lost in the effort to
exterminate them before the harvest;
the direct application was to the varying
religions of the world.

Having lived in this high altitude so
leng I was able to detect in Miss B.’s
breathing after her return to ‘conscious-
ness indications of an irregular heart. 1
urged that she should have the advice of
a physician without delay; he was there
within an hour; diagnosed the trouble
as ‘‘mountain fever’’—something like
the eastern malaria. Our sittings were
given up until her recovery should be
complete. Living but four blocks away I
went over every day, sometimes two or
three times in a day; once at least each
Gay Mrs. A.would go out for a walk while
I remained with the semi-invalid. But
one day after Miss B. had been ill
zbout two weeks, we had one of our un-
usual, cold, drizzling rains, and Mrs. A.
not only remained in the house but we
unintentionally found ourselves sitting
in the same position that we had become
accustomed to for so many weeks. It
was the first day that Miss B. had dressed
and left her room. Our conversation had
not even remotely touched the subject of
psychic research. We were talking about
the beet sugar situation and the efforts
made by our local representatives con-
cerning the tariff. Suddenly Miss B.
raised her hand as if to invoke silence,
and much to our regret and alarm was
slmost immediately entranced. We
recognized the personality that was
speaking through her, and urged him to
desist, stating our fears concerning her
health. His reply was most affable and
kind; we were assured that she was in
no danger. Miss B. awakened to say
that she felt quite well; evidently her
strength had not been overtaxed, al-
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though she had been speaking for a half
bour. That night, however, the doctor
gpent two hours by her bedside; she
lapsed from one unconscious period to
another with only the briefest interval
between, and the beating of her heart
was barely perceptible.

Briefly, she has never recovered. Ten
days later she began to show a tendency
toward melancholia, which rapidly de-
veloped until an attempt at self-destruc-
tion was made. Her physician was my
physician. He knew me better perhaps
than I know myself. I told him what we
had been doing, thinking thereby to en-
able him to make a correct diagnosis of
Miss B.’s trouble, provided this line of
thought were a factor in her illness. He
was not disposed to think that it had
anything to do with her sickness. She
had come here, he said, very much de-
rleted in nerve force; our mountain
air had over-exhilarated her; she had
exercised too vigorously, and the heart
had been strained. I knew, of course,
that this condition is very common;
frequently we have to send a tuber-
culosis patient to a lower altitude be-
cause he has overtaxed his heart in this
altitude. I, myself, ecould not connect
our sittings with their invariably happy
endings and uplift of spirit with this
melancholy and sad state of mind that
preferred death to life.

However, as the days passed and little
or no improvement was evident, I shared
with Mrs. A. the expense of sending to
Denver for an eminent psychic healer,
who after a painstaking examination
claimed that our young friend was ob-
sessed. The healer stayed with Mrs. A.
for four weeks, and then reluctantly
gave up the case, for Miss B. not only
had suicidal tendencies but homicidal
tendencies as well. To our grief and
distress was added the necessity of tak-
ing her to a private sanatorium.

The days are dark. We cannot be-
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