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PRIZE COMPETITION-Extension of Time

There is still time to submit an article for the ‘‘Rays’® in the
competition described below. We have extended the time to March 1st
in order to give everybody a chance to complete the article which he
or she may have in preparation.

The conditions of this competition are as follows:

Five prizes will be given for the five best manuseripts.

First Priz('g .............................. $35.00
Se(;ond erze ............................ 25.00
Third Prize R R ERRE 15.00
Two $5.00 Prizes .. - - vcceeeeereiiinannnn. 10.00

One Year’s Subscription to the ‘‘Rays’’ for acceptable articles
that do not win prizes.

WHAT TO WRITE ABOUT

1.—Mystical Stories and interesting Personal Experiences bringing
out some phase of the oceult teachings.

2.—Philosophical Articles on mysticism, occultism, philosophy, and
religion, either theoretical or practical.

8.—Astrological Articles, both esoteric and exoteric. Practical ap-
plications of the science of Astrology.

4.—Scientific Diet and Health. Articles bringing out interesting
scientific and occult facts about the human body. Also articles
of a practical nature on the gaining and retaining of health.

We do mot accept articles on crystal gazing, mediumship, or
other negative forms of psychic development.

CONDITIONS

Manuseripts must contain not less than 2500 words, and should
if possible be typewritten, and in DOUBLE SPACING. Write the words
“‘Manusecript Competition’’ at the top of the first page; also name,
address, and number of words. More than one manuseript may be
submitted by the same writer.

‘Wee sometimes find it necessary to make slight modifications in
articles and stories submitted to bring them within the require-
ments of our philosophy and our magazine, Manuscripts are only
accepted subject to this provision,

Develop your latent Uterary talent. By so doing you
un'l} help both yourself and others.

The Rosicrucian Fellowship, Oceanside, California
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It is the asm of this Department to
correlate current events with the under-
lying laws of occult philosophy, so as to
illustrate the fact that the visible world
of affairs s govermed by the forces of
the inwisible world, which s the realm
of eauses.

The «“Third Brgree” of the
Police Station

N the eoming enlightened age toward
which, humanity is moving the prin-
cipal object of distriet attorneys will be
to establish the truth regarding the
cases which come under their juris-
diction. At the present time it quite
frequently happens that this is a minor
consideration with them, their prin-
cipal object being to secure a convie-
tion of somebody in order to maintain
their reputation for efficiency as prose-
cutors, without the proper solicitude as
to whether the person convicted is the
right one or not.

The so-called ¢‘third degree’’ which is
practiced in police stations by policemen
and deputy district attorneys is a method
which frequently accom-
plishes the exact reverse
of justice, and there is
strong reason to Dbelieve
that there are instances in which it aetu-
ally sends a man to prison or the gallows
for a crinie which he did not commit.

The 0. E. Library Critic of Washing-
ton, D. C., which is edited by Mr. H. D.
Stokes and published quite largely in the
interests of the prisoner, contained some
time ago a mnoteworthy article on the
““third degree.”” This article was lately
republished in The Occult Digest. Mr,
Stokes has had fifteen years experience
in helping to ameliorate ‘the ‘condition of

DEFEAT OF
JUSTICE

@ oe

prisoners in the United States and there-
fore speaks as an authority. We will
quote from his article to illustrate some
of the abuses for which the ‘‘third de-
gree’’ is responsible:

““The theory of the ‘third degree’
that if a suspected person is subjected to
sufficient pressure, mental or physical,
he can be made to tell the truth, The
pressure applied by the police in our day
and land varies all the way from bully-
ing and insulting, through threats, to
actual assault upon the mind or body.
Victims of the ‘third degree’ are fre-
quently forced by mental confusion or
anguish or physical pain to sign pre-
pared confessions thrust under their
noses which they have not the ability in
their condition to read or understand, or
which, if they do understand, they sign
merely in order to escape from an in-
tolerable position or from the anguish of
the moment. And these confessions are
used to secure convictions and punish-
ment.

““Now, if anything has been estab-
lished by the experience of ages of in-
quisitors, it is that torture in no way
forces one to tell the truth. What it does

effeet is to force the tor-

FALSE mented person to say what
CONFES- his inquisitors expect or
SIONS wish him to say, and that

may just as well be a lie
as the truth. The pain of the moment is
ever more compelling than the fear of
what is to come in the future. Further,
it is coming to be recognized that men-
tal anguish can be brought to a pitch of
intensity comparable with that of phys-
ical pain
“‘The tactics of the police in using pres-
sure are not devised with the purpose of
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enabling the suspect to clear himself,
but with the direet object of forcing him
to incriminate himself. Food, drink,
and sleep are often withheld for pro-
tracted periods, periods so long that one
wearied inquisitor has to be replaced by
a fresh one. . . . . There is no impartial
judge and no defending attorney to see
that there is fair play; no witnesses for
the defense; no one to report abuses; no

jury but the obviously biased and fre-

quently unscrupulous officials bent on
making out a case for themselves. . . ..
The privacy of these examinations is an
irresistible temptation to violence, and so
far all laws have proved ineffectual
against it.

‘‘Last year Robert Weiner of New
York was convicted of complicity in the
murder of Warden Mallon and Keeper
Murphy of Tombs Prison, was sentenced
to death, and was held for thirteen
months in the death house at Sing Sing
pending the outcome of an appeal for a
new trial, which has just been -granted
because, as the court said, there was not
a shred of evidence against him except a
confession extorted by illegal assaults
and threats by the police.”’

There was a similar case in which the
United States Supreme Court in 1926
annulled the death sentence of Ziang
Sung Wan, a Chinese student who had
been convicted in Washington, D. C.
through the instrumentality of ‘‘third

degree’” methods and a
SUPREME “‘third degree’’ confession,
COURT which had been extorted
DECISION from him after eleven days

of almost uninterrupted
mental assault and torture. After the
Court had annulled the sentence and
ordered a new trial with the ‘‘third de-
gree’’ confession ruled out, two juries
in succession refused to conviet him, and
he was released.
The Fifth Amendment of the United
States Constitution says: ‘‘No person
. « . . shall be compelled in any criminal

case to be a witness against himself.”’
This should apply to econfessions secured
before the trial by mental or physical
force and intimidation. ‘‘Third degree’’
confessions are illegally obtained in the
light of the Fifth Amendment. If ad-
mitted as evidence in court, it is a viola-
tion of the provisions of this Amend-
ment. It is very necessary of course that
the officials take all proper steps to bring
wrongdoers to justice, but they should
stick to legal methods.

The Bar Association of Los Angeles
has recently "been exerting itself
through certain prominent attorneys to

do away with ‘‘third de-

ACTION gree’’ methods in that city,
OF BAR claiming that they tend to
ASSOCIA- promote injustice instead
TIONS - Vof justice. The Associa-

tion of the Bar of the City
of New York has also taken a strong
stand against these methods of the po-
lice.

Mr. Stokes says in another issue of the
Critic: ‘‘It is astounding that any
civilized eommunity should not protect
itself against the methods employed by
their hired ruffians, whose main object
is to make out a case. . ... We look
back on the rack as a relic of barbarism,
yet we allow the police to use methods
which differ from it only in that they
torture the mind rather than the body to
the limit of endurance, and our courts
admit and our juries accept such evi-
dence seemingly without question and
without ecompunction.’*

These private inquisitions will not be
done away with until laws are passed
which make them a felony punishable
by the severest penalties, so severe that
police and distriet attorneys will no
longer consider it safe to make use of
them. Preliminary examinations of sus-
pected persons should be conducted only
in the presence of a magistrate and a
competent attorney for the defense, not
one selected by the police.
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From the occult standpoint what
penalties will an officer suffer who is
instrumental in securing by the pre-
viously deseribed methods the conviction
and punishment of a man for a crime
which he did not commit ? First, the Law
of Consequence will begin to work at once
to bring retribution. Failure, ill health,
or sorrow is frequently the result of such
flagrant violations of this Law. Second,
the purgatorial distress which such a per-
son will suffer on the invisible planes
after the death of his physical body will
be acute. He will not only experience
the mental anguish of the prisoner him-
self during the ‘‘third degree’’ and after,
but to a certain extent he will feel the
suffering which he caused the family and
relatives of the prisoner. Moreover, in
his next earth life he is likely to be sub-
jected to conditions similar to those
which he forced upon the prisoner, It is
quite safe to say that after he has been
through such an experience, he will never
voluntarily make himself liable to it
again,

There is nothing like personal expe-
riénce to make one a red-hot reformer.
Such an official is likely to come back
through rebirth almost a fanatic in his

zeal to do away with such

NECESSITY  abuses. But that won’t help
FOR the hundreds and thous-
ACTION ands of people who at the

present time are being sub-
jected to the barbarous ‘‘third degree’’
tactics. Those who know the facts should
bestir themselves to create public senti-
ment against this practice and to help
bring about the enactment of laws
against it.
. It may be argued that there is so much
corruption in office at the present time
that it is diffieult to put reforms through.
That may be true in many cases, but it is
all the more reason why they should be
put through. It is conceivable that you
or I may be the next victim of this sys-
tem. Therefore let us investigate the

matter and agitate for reform. We may
have to set aside temporarily some of
our personal business to do it, but as
long as people habitually put personal
business ahead of public welfare, just
such econditions as deseribed will con-
tinue.

Smoking, Orenltly onsidered

Smoking ténds to kill initiative and
ambition and to dull the consciousness
so that instead of exerting oneself to
progress along normal lines, one be-
comes self-satisfied and slumps into
nonexertion. Smoking is becoming so al-
most universal that it is a source of con-
cern to the occultist, who is able to look
ahead and see the goal toward which it is
proceeding. In the next great stage of
evolution tobacco will undoubtedly be in
the class which morphine and opium oe-
cupy at the present time; that is, it will
be as destructive then as these substances
are now, for the reason that the vehicles
of the race will then have become sensi-
tized to a much greater degree than they
are now, and the effects of tobaceo will be
correspondingly more destructive.

Those who are gratifying the taste for
tobacco are laying up trouble for them-
selves in that future age, in which they
will be reborn, because by so doing they
are breaking down their resistance to the
desire for it. In that day there will be
thousands and perhaps millions of to-
baceo fiends whose condition will be quite
similar to that of the present day opium
fiend. Therefore it is only good sense
not to make oneself liable to such a con-
dition in a future life for the sake of a
little worthless gratification now.

Another point is that in the purga-
torial state the desire for tobacco is ap-
proximately three times as intense as it
is here, hence the inability to gratify it
causes three times the misery that its
present denial would involve—a point
that smokers might well ponder,
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The Rosicrucian Fellowship is a movement for the dissemination of a definite, logical,

and sequential teaching concerning the origin, evolution, and future development o
world and man, showing both the spiritual and scientific aspects.

tho
The Rosicrucian

Philosophy gives a reasonable solution to all the mysteries of life. It is entirely Christian,
but presents the Christian teachings from a new. viewpoint, giving new explanations of

the truth which creeds may have obscured.
A SANE MIND, A Sort HEART, A SoUND BobY.

Our motto is:

Debt

By Lucie KeLLoga

To you, what do I owe?
1’d like so much to know
In what vanished age
Our paths first crossed,
‘Weakened, wavered, lost
Themselves in a muddle
Of bog or sand.

To you, what do I owe,
And what have you come to get?

It’s so long, such ages, ago—
I forget

‘What God wanted me to do
‘When we worked through
Again to each other—

Lover, maid,

Sister, brother,

For the paying

Of this debt.

Nature Spirits

By Max HEINDEL

(From the ““Rays”’ of February, 1917.)
@ HE FOLLOWING question has

been asked: ‘‘It is stated in the

Rostcrucian Cosmo-Conception that
the faculty of space perception is con-
nected with the delicate adjustment of
the three semicircular canals in the ear,
each pointing in one of the three di-
~mensions” of space; also that logical

thought and mathematical ability are in
proportion to the accuracy of their ad-
justment. It seems that the perception
of the fourth dimension has been ar-
rived at by mathematicians of a very
high degree. Can you tell me if there is
any change in the arrangement of these
semicircular canals, or what is the pro-
cess that leads up to the fourth-dimen-
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sional consciousness? It would also seem
that nature spirits and elementals, and
possibly the bees and the Elberfeld
horses, have this fourth-dimensional con-
sciousness, which is a higher degree of
consciousness than that which we now
possess. Will you please supply the miss-
ing link? What makes man superior to
‘these beings, and what is the arrange-
ment, of the semicircular canals in the
case of the bees and these gifted horses?”’

To the majority of mankind figures
are exceedingly dry. They are not only
uninteresting but exceedingly tedious,
for we are used to living an outward life
among other people and friends where
we give expression to our desires, feel-
ings, and emotions. The more these are
stirred the more interesting do we find
life, and contrariwise, the things that
do not cause a ripple of emotion are held
to be dull and uninteresting. Therefore,
the majority do not take to mathematics
or anything else that will sharpen the
mind without at the same time arousing
the emotional nature.

‘We know that God geometrizes; that
all the processes of nature are founded
upon systematic calculation, which
argues a great Master Mind. When
God, as the great Architect of the uni-
verse, has built the whole world upon
mathematical lines we may know that
consciously or unconsciously the mathe-
matician is reaching out in a direction
in which eventually he will find himself
face to face with God, and this in itself
argues an expansion of consciousness.
‘When we consider the fact that each one
of the semicircular canals is in fact a
supersensitive spirit level adjusted so
as to indicate to our consciousness the
motion of our body through the length
and breadth, height and depth of space,
we may easily understand that their ac-
curate adjustment is necessary to space
pereeption. If they are true, then the
space perception of the person is perfect,
and if he takes up the study of mathe-
maties his theories will agree with what
he sees in the world as actual facts.

This in some high minds engenders

an actual love of figures so that they may
rest such a mind instead of being a
souree of fatigue as they are to most peo-
ple. Then that love of figures may
arouse in one the latent spiritual facul-
ties; but not through any change in the
semicircular canals, however, for these
are bony structures and not easily
changed during the lifetime. There is
no doubt, however, that one who has a
taste for music or mathematies will later
build these canals more accurately in
the Second Heaven between death and a
new birth.

‘With respeect to the consciousness of the
elementals or nature spirits: It is quite
correct to assume that they have what
may be called a fourth-dimensional eon-
sciousness, for in addition, to the height,
width, and depth, which are the dimen-
sions of space in the physical world, there
is what we may call ‘‘throughness’ in
the ethers. With the etheric sight you
may look into a mountain and if you
have an etheric body such as the nature
spirits possess, you may also walk
through the hardest granite rock. It
will offer no more obstruction than the
air does to our progress here—in fact,
not so much, for here we are hindered
by winds.

Even among nature spirits there are
different entities and a corresponding
variation of consciousness. The bodies
of the gnomes are made of the chemieal
ether principally and therefore they are
of the earth earthy; one never sees them
fly about as do the sylphs. They can be
burned in fire. They also grow old in a
manner not so greatly different from
that of human ‘beings.

The undines which live in the water,
and the sylphs of the air, are also sub-
ject to mortality, but their bodies being
composed of the life and light ethers re-
spectively make them much more endur-
ing. Thus while it is stated that the
gnomes do not live more than a few hun-
dred years, the undines and sylphs are
said to live for thousands, and the sala-
manders, whose bodies are principally
built of the fourth or reflecting ether,
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are said to live many thousands of years.

The consciousness which builds and en-
souls these bodies, however, belongs to
a number of divine hierarchs who are
gaining . additional experience in this
manner ; also the forms which are built of
ether and thus ensouled have attained a
degree of self-consciousness. During
their long lives they have a sense of their
own transitory existence, and it is to
their rebellion against this state of
things that the war of the elements, no-
tably fire, air, and water, is due. Fancy-
ing that they are being held in bondage
they seek liberation from the leash by
foree, and having no sense to guide them-
selves, run amuck in a destruective man-
ner which at times brings about great

catastrophes.. The consciousness of the
gnomes is too dull to take the initiative
but they not infrequently become accom-
plices of the other nature spirits by open-
ing passages which favor explosions in
the rock.

However, this has no connection at all
with the Elberfeld horses or kindred
animal prodigies. These are the wards
of their respective group spirits and it
is probably the last time they will seek
embodiment in an animal form. When
this happens, such spirits are relegated
to Chaos where they must wait during
the Cosmic night for their less gifted
brothers until the time when it is pos-
sible to begin their human evolution in
the Jupiter Period.

Red Roses and White Ones
A SBtory of Rebirth

By Jane HusoN YEAGER

PART I—REDp RoOSES

44 T HAD happened so suddenly that
4 Lizzie was quite surprised at her-

self and not at all pleased. And
yet it seemed as if she had known Dale
Carter always. There was something
about his kindly eyes, the sad expression
of his mouth, and his sensitive face that
reminded her of some one whom she had
known long ago, later forgotten, but now
dimly remembered; some one she had
wronged, yet for whom she should have
cared. Had there ever been such a per-
son?

Her early experiences had been asso-
ciated with a home for unfortunate chil-
dren at Saginaw, her later ones with
Gabin and Smith’s florist shop on Broad
Street. So it seemed quite strange and
unaccountable to Lizzie that she should
have fallen in love with Dale Carter so
suddenly. He had scarcely talked to her
at all. But then, he had been very kind.
Perhaps that was it, How cruel life was,
and how unfair!

It had all happened after she had de-
livered a box of carnations to a lady at
the Windsor Hotel. It was one of those
disagreeable Detroit days in late winter
when it snows for a time and then
raing, the half melted snow settles in
muddy puddles in the gutters, and the
drizzling rain and snow together make
the sidewalks slippery. Lizzie had started
down the steps in front of the hotel and
had suddenly found herself sprawling
on the pavement below, her shabby
coat spattered with mud, a pain in her
shoulder, and with a few bruises, but
otherwise unhurt.

A young man was picking up her
crutch and her packages containing flow-
ers from Gabin and Smith’s to be de-
livered to various addresses, and was
saying something about ‘‘hard luck.”” It
was when he had next picked her up,
handed her the crutch, and tried to brush
the mud from her coat, using his cap for
a clothes brush, that Lizzie had first
looked into the kindly, sad face of Dale
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Carter and recognized there a resem-
blance to some -one of long ago, and she
knew that she had met her ‘*fate.”

““It’s mighty hard luck,’’ he said, ‘‘to
have to get around on—’’ he hesitated
for fear of hurting her feelings by refer-
ring to her crippled hip and shrunken
limb—*“to have to get around on a slip-
pery pavement,’’ he finished.

“‘In spite of my awkwardness of a
minute ago,”” she answered, ‘‘I usually
do pretty well. You see, I'm quite used
to my crutch. I’ve been this way such a
long time. It was infantile paralysis.”’

‘“What an outrage!”’ the man ex-
claimed ; and his kindly eyes showed his
genuine sympathy. ‘‘If you don’t mind
waiting a bit for a friend of mine, I
have my car parked here and we ean sit
in it till she comes. She’s in the hotel
calling on a friend; when she comes out,
we will drive you around,—home, or
wherever it is you want to go. You re-
ally shouldn’t try to walk on these wet
pavements, you know.’’

And by and by Rhoda Halbridge came
down the steps of the hotel to the large
touring car in which they were seated.
She was the prettiest girl plain Lizzie
had ever seen. She was wrapped in an
expensive cloak such as Lizzie could only
dream of wearing. Her dainty slippers
seemed to call attention to her exquisite
feet, to her graceful walk. What a con-
trast to Lizzie’s erutch and shrunken
limb! As she drew near them, Lizzie saw
a large diamond sparkling on the girl’s
finger, and knew that Dale Carter be-
longed to her.

This girl earried herself with a gay,
care free, happy air, as though she had
never known a trouble, a worry, or a bit
of sorrow in the world. She was all that
Lizzie had ever longed to be; and so she
found herself thinking, ‘I hate her.
Why should she have everything and I
nothing?’’ It was not fair. It was an
unjust, cruel Deity that made some to
labor and suffer, others to live in luxury
and joy. No, there was just the world,
man, and bad and good luck. Well, she
would revenge herself upon the world for

the luck that had made her carry a
cruteh, wear shabby clothes, and care for
a man who loved another woman.

Rhoda Halbridge was very cordial to
Lizzie—patronized her. She was one of
those persons whom Lizzie could not
tolerate, who make it a point to be
sweet to cripples and old people. She
even carried her patronage so far as to
invite Lizzie to her beautiful home on
Lansing Boulevard. Rhoda’s chauffeur
and car called for Lizzie at Mrs. Juitt’s
cheap boarding house where she roomed ;
and Lizzie went in the hope of seeing
Dale Carter again.

Then came long motor trips with Dale
and Rhoda; dinners at Rhoda’s house
where Lizzie spent long evenings with
the Halbridges because Dale was pres-
ent; Sunday pienics with them out of
town on warm spring afternoons.

And now this had happened: a letter
addressed to her in Dale’s handwriting
had been left upon the counter at Gabin
and Smith’s. Lizzie eagerly tore open
the envelope. Inside was a smaller en-
velope, sealed and addressed to Rhoda;
also a note for herself which said:

‘“‘Dear Lizzie : I stopped in to buy some
flowers for Rhoda, but sinee there is no-
body in the shop, I'm leaving two dollars
on the counter to pay for them. I’ll
take a dozen of the red roses. Will you
please deliver them to Rhoda, together
with the note I inclose for her? Much
obliged, Dale.”’

Something in her subeonscious memory
told her that once, quite long ago, a
dreadful scheme had been conceived in
her mind. It had sprung from her lower
nature to crush and stain her higher self,
‘When and where had this happened?
Lizzie could not remember. But a still,
small voice, her conseience, was warning
her that the danger line was near. Would
she dare? She broke the seal of Rhoda’s
note and read, ‘‘For my dearest Sweet-
heart, from Dale.”’

Mr. Gabin would not be back in the
shop again that evening. He would
never know. Dale would never know.
She would arrange that. She glanced
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at the clock above the counter. She had
exactly twenty minutes. Her fingers
trembled mnervously as she dropped
Dale’s money into the till, selected a
dozen of the red roses, placed them
hastily in a pasteboard box, shoved the
two notes and both envelopes in with the
roses, put on her shabby coat, and locked
up the shop for the night.

Ten minutes later found her climbing
the dusty stairs to her room in Mrs.
Juitt’s boarding house.

Here she lost no time in removing the
red roses from their box and arranging
them on her dressing table in a glass
tumbler. Next she removed from its en-
velope the card written to Rhoda and
slipped it into the envelope Dale had
addressed to herself. This she placed,
the addressed side up, close beside the
roses. Then she moved the only rocker
in the room in front of the dressing
table, and scarcely had time to dispose
of the flower box, the note Dale had writ-
ten to her, and the envelope with Rhoda’s
name upon it before Rhoda knocked on
her door.

““I called a little early,”’ she apol-
ogized. ‘‘Mother has been hurrying me
ever since you promised to dine with us
this evening, though the maid says din-
ner is not nearly ready.”’

Lizzie invited Rhoda to sit in the
rocker, at the same time prétending to
make a lame attempt to conceal the roses,
It was only after she was satisfied that
Rhoda had read the name, Miss Lizzie
Dorry, on the envelope at hér elbow, and
had recognized the handwriting, that
she deliberately turned the envelope
over, face down upon her dressing table.

Rhoda said, ‘‘You needn’t hide your
letter, Lizzie. What has Dale to say for
himself

Lizzie replied, haughtily, *‘I don’t see
that that concerns others.”’

Rhoda flushed angrily. ‘“‘Dale Carter
is my fiance. Surely I have a right to
know, Lizzie.”’

€“Oh, well, if that’s how you feel about
it,”” said Lizzie, ‘‘read it. Just a card
that came with -some roses Dale sent

me.”” And she jerked the card from the
envelope and tossed both into Rhoda’s
lap. On the card Rhoda read, “For my
dearest Sweetheart from Dale’’; on the
envelope, ‘‘Miss Lizzie Dorry.”’

That evening ILizzie dined at Mrs.
Juitt’s. The next morning béfore the
late breakfast Mrs. Juitt was accus-
tomed to serve on Sunday mornings
some one called Lizzie to the telephone.
It was Dale Carter. There had been a
misunderstanding, a mistake somewhere.
Probably Lizzie could explain it. Rhoda
had thought the card he wrote her was
intended for Lizzie. She had not gone
into details as to why she thought so.
She said he knew already. Lizzie had
the card, he understood. What was she
doing with it? Rhoda had broken their
engagement, had sent his ring back, had
refused to see him or to discuss the mat-
ter further. Would Lizzie go to Rhoda
and straighten out the whole affair?

Yes, a great mistake had been made,
Lizzie told him. It was her mistake, all
her fault. She was so sorry. The card
he wrote Rhoda had been opened by mis-
take at the florist’s. It had dropped on
the floor and the roses had been sent
without it. She had meant to give it to
Rhoda last night and explain how it had
been opened and lost from the flowers.
But Rhoda had misunderstood every-
thing. She was so sorry it had happened.
Yes, she would go at once to Rhoda and
everything would be as it should be. She
would ‘‘make it right’’ with Dale and
Rhoda. '

Lizzie had no intention whatever of
carrying out these promises to Dale. How
well she knew Rhoda’s injured pride
would never again let her speak with the
man she believed had not been true to
her! And Dale, consequently, would
never discover the truth. If she could
not have Dale Carter, neither should
Rhoda have him. Others besides eripples
and paupers should learn what it was to
have bad luck.

She left the telephone booth and re-
turned to her room. The roses were still
on her dressing table in the glass tum-
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blér. How' beautiful they were! Of

~what was it they reminded her? Oh, she
remembered now. It was another, a
similar bouquet of roses. But the roses
of her memory were not red ones.

PART II—AxDp WaITE ONES

No, they were white ones, a large,
beautiful bouquet of them. They were
arranged in a crude earthen jar in the
center of a rough-hewn table. Lizzie re-
membered being proud of them. It was
so long ago, it must have been in her
early childhood before the days she spent
at the children’s home at Saginaw.

‘What an odd room that was where the
white roses were; and so queerly fur-
nished! The floor was destitute of rugs.
There were no pictures on the walls, but
instead tapestries and swords and shields
and spears hung on every side. The
windows were high and had heavy bars
across them.

A young girl of sixteen, or nearly that
age, was standing by one of the windows,
a girl with kindly eyes, a rather sad ex-
pression about the mouth, and a sensitive
face—the very person of whom Dale
Carter reminded her. She was dressed
in a long loose robe, scarlet in color and
coarse in texture, that swept the floor.
Her dark hair was parted in the middle
of her forehead and plaited in two long
braids that hung in front of her shoul-
ders. The tip of each braid was fastened
with a gold ornament ; and a narrow gold
band studded with pearls and adorned
with embossed ocak leaves encircled her
head, lying across her brow.

An old man was reclining on a rude
sort of couch in a corner of the apart-
ment, Lizzie remembered, but she was so
intent upon watching the girl by the
window that she searcely looked at the
old man at all. The girl was saying that
Queen Margaret had marched her sol-
diers to Wakefield Green, and the duke
had been slain. At this news the old
man attempted to raise himself from his
couch, then winced as if in pain and fell
back upon his pillow.

‘“A curse upon the Lancasters!’’ he
cried. ‘“Who told you this, Ethelwyn?’’

““My betrothed, your grandson, Ar-
thur, my lord,’’ replied the girl.

Then Lizzie recalled a young man who
was silently listening to the conversation.
He started to make an unfavorable re-
mark about this Arthur, but the old man
silenced him with a econtemptuous wave
of the hand, and said :

‘“Henry, if you were half the noble-
man your cousin is, you would be out on
‘Wakefield Green yourself with one of
yonder white roses in your helmet and a
sword in your hand. A traitor, you, to
the Mortons and the House of York!”

Then Lizzie realized that she was hav-
ing a vision of her former self and that
self was not a girl. Her memory was all
very clear, now. She had been a young
man in those days, tall and straight and
strong. There was no crutch then. She
was Lord Henry Morton, who had al- .
ways had everything—title, money, ser-
vice, health. She had been the grandson
of the old invalid Earl of Morton and
sole heir to his wealth and title.

There was another grandson. Lizzie
remembered him well, a handsome youth
with a graceful walk and a gay, care
free manner that Lizzie’s former self de-
tested. She found herself murmuring
aloud, ‘“My cousin Arthur—Rhoda Hal-
bridge as she used to be.”’

The scenes of her past kept unrolling
before her memory, even more vivid than
the scene she had just recalled. She was
back again in the room where the white
roses were, but the girl who so closely
resembled Dale was not there by the
window. The old Earl of Morton still
reclined on his couch. It was evening
and a servant was lighting a tall candel-
abrum on a stand at his lordship’s elbow.
The flickering of the tallow candles cast
along the walls little shadows that moved
up and down among the swords and
spears.

‘““Come here, Henry,”’” commanded the
earl.

Lizzie’s former self obeyed reluetantly.
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The old earl studied Henry’s face in-
tently in the candle light.

““‘Grandson, what think you of my
ward, Lady Ethelwyn?’?

‘‘Lady Ethelwyn is of noble birth, my
lord—and her suitor should be possessed
of title and estate,”’” Lizzie heard her
former self saying with a sneer. ‘“What
lands, what title, has Arthur, son of
Guy?’’ She recalled how her old self had
thought this a clever question. She had
loved to dwell on Arthur’s poverty and
lack of noble birth. The old earl’s
daughter had been betrothed to the heir
of a noble family, but had run away from
her father’s castle to marry a common
soldier, Guy of Wiltshire. Liater, Arthur,
the orphan child of this marriage, was
gent for by his grandfather, and brought
to Morton Castle.

The earl’s voice was very bitter as he
answered :

“I would that I could leave Arthur

my lands and title, and you nothing. It
is he who is upholding the honor of the
earldom of Morton and the House of
York. In spite of the nobility of my
son, your dead father, you have done
nothing to honor our house and title and
everything to dishonor them. I cannot
deprive you of your birthright—for your
father’s sake, no. You shall have my
lands and title. But my ward—never!
She with her lands and title go to
Arthur. I sent for you to tell you this.
I warn you, the attentions you are fore-
ing upon Ethelwyn, the marchioness of
Courtinward, are resented both by her
and by me.”’
" Then Lizzie found her former self,
known as Lord Henry, out in a sloping
field beside a hill. In the distance a sil-
ver river was winding its way through
the greenery along its banks, and spark-
ling in the sunlight. How well she re-
membered it, the river Avon; and yonder
was the age-old market town of Tewkes-
bury.

She was dressed in armor with a white
rose in. her helmet, and was mounted
astride a horse. There were soldiers all
about her, fighting, struggling, falling,

dying, shouting, some of them mounted
like herself, others running on foot, hun-
dreds of them. What was it all about?
‘What was she doing? Why had she come
here? Now she remembered. She was
searching for some one. She had joined
the Yorkist army for the purpose of
finding him. He was a soldier fighting
for the House of York, this person she
was trying to find. Now her memory
was growing quite clear on this point.
Of course! it was her cousin Arthur,
whom she hated. Her enemy was not of
the House of Liancaster particularly, but
rather her cousin, the son of Guy.

She was shouting, ‘‘Liong live Richard
of York!”’

It was toward the close of the battle.
A soldier with a white rose in his helmet
was riding close beside her. The Lan-
castrians were mowing the Yorkists
down like grass before a sickle. One
with his lance at charge was bear-
ing down upon her. They dashed for-
ward to meet each other, but both lances
missed their targets. Then her com-
rade-in-arms, the soldier of the white
rose, raised his battle axe, and whirled
his horse about to face the Liancastrian.
The latter hurled his lance, piercing his
adversary’s steed, and the horse went
down, bearing its Yorkist rider and pin-
ning him under its weight. Lizzie’s
former self could see that her comrade’s
leg was badly crushed. The soldier had
pulled it out from under the dead horse
and was trying in vain to rise.

By this time the tables had turned, and
the Lancastrians were fleeing on ahead
down the sloping field with the Yorkist
army after them. But she remained be-
hind to help this stranger of the white
rose. She had climbed down from her
saddle, whereupon the injured soldier
raised his visor. She recognized her
cousin Arthur. She turned and re-
mounted her horse.

Then the dreadful thing happened.
The lance in her hand suddenly thrust
itself through Arthur’s body. The boy
with the erushed leg fell back, moaned
pitifully, and then was silent. Lizzie
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wrung her hands and sobbed as she re-
membered how her lance had beén stained
with Arthur’s blood. She knew now why
Lord Henry Morton had been reborn to
lean on a crutch.

Through her tears Lizzie saw the
scenes of her past move on before her.
Now she was back again in Morton
Castle. The tapestries and arms still
hung in their old places upon the walls,
but the earl was not there. Even his
couch had disappeared from its accus-
tomed corner of the room, and where it
had been there was now a long, low bench
hung about with coarsely woven drap-
eries in crimson and blue. Upon this
bench reclined the young marchioness.
She rose and came eagerly forward as
she heard Henry’s step upon the thresh-
old of the doorway. Henry saw the
shadow of disappointment that darkened
her face when she diseovered that it was
he and not Arthur who was about to
enter the apartment.

‘“Welcome, my lord, Earl of Morton,”’
she said, ‘‘to your castle and your home,
I would that your noble grandfather
could have lived to see you thus. Proud
he would have been of the lance you have
carried. What news of Richard?’’

““Our brave Duke of Gloucester is
moving toward the south of York. We
have won a great victory. We have de-
feated the Liancastrians at Tewkesbhury.
Margaret of Anjou is in Liondon Tower.”’

‘“ And what news have you of Arthur?
Have you seen aught of him?”’

Henry had entertained no sincere af-
fection for Ethelwyn. He had wanted
two things: first, to annex the estate of
Courtinward to that of Morton; second,
to punish this stubborn girl who had re-
sented his attentions and had bestowed

" her heart upon his cousin Arthur.

‘“Arthur, son of Guy, is dead,’”’ he
boldly answered.

““Dead!’” Ethelwyn was trembling.

‘“‘He died in the battle of Tewkesbury
with a lance through his breast. You are
free to marry, Lady Ethelwyn. You are
now my ward, and I have betrothed you
already to a nobleman.”’

She was very white and calm.
"““To whom?”’ '

““The Earl of Morton.”’

““Wretch,”” she exclaimed, ‘‘have you
no fear of the consequences you will
bring upon yourself by your black
deeds?”’

And Lizzie heard Henry, her former
self, asking scornfully, ‘“What is there
that one with power and wealth need
fear?’’

The other events of that past life of so
long ago Lizzie could scarcely remember.
Only now and then she had faint recol-
lections of herself and the deeds she did
and her subsequent surroundings. She
was under the impression that she, as
Lord Henry, had carried her scheme to
its ultimate completion, and had coerced
Ethelwyn into a marriage with herself,
then the Earl of Morton. She also re-
membered the power and prestige and
added wealth thus brought to herself.
Of one thing, however, she was sure, and
that was that the marchioness never re-
garded her with any other feeling than
that of ufter contempt.

At any rate these memories revealed to
her the reason why she cared so much for
this girl of the Middle Ages who had
come back to rebirth as Dale Carter, and
why Dale Carter would never return her
love. She also understood why she must
room at Mrs. Juitt’s cheap boarding-
house, and, in a shabby coat, deliver
flowers for Gabin and Smith while
Rhoda Halbridge wore diamonds and
lived in a mansion on Lansing Boulevard.

That afternoon ILizzie posted a letter
addressed to Rhoda Halbridge. She sent
it by registered mail so that she could
be certain it would reach its destination.
The letter contained the following
words :

““Dear Rhoda: If it is possible for you
to forgive a person who has been always
very wicked, and who has done you a
terrible wrong, try to do it. I have al-
ways been selfish, scheming, deceitful,
cruel, and contemptible; but I am going
to try hard never to be so again. I was en-
vious because you had things that I have
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had to do without; but now I know. that
you have earned those things, and I have
not. The roses and the card I let you
read in my room, Dale intended for you.
He bought the roses for you at the florist
shop where I work. No one was there
when he came to buy them, so he left the
money and wrote me a note requesting
that I deliver the roses together with the
note he left for you. I opened your note
and read it. It was the one you saw in
my room. I put it in the envelope that,
had originally contained my note about
the purchase of the roses. I placed your
note on my dressing table with the roses
so that you would se¢ it when you called
to take me to your house for dinner.
Then I lied to you, and also to Dale who
called me on the telephone to find out
why I had taken his card. I am sending
you your card, my note, and both en-
velopes, also the roses, so that you can
see for yourself what I have done. I
know I do not deserve your forgiveness.
But I intend to do all I can in the future
to make amends for the wrong I have
done you and Dale. Please marry Dale
Carter.—Lizzie.”’

It was several weeks later, on a beau-
tiful morning in early June, that Lizzie,
with a package tied to her crutch, rang
the doorbell of the Halbridge residence.

““No, I won’t come in. I can’t stay
but a moment,’’ she told the house maid
who had invited her into the front hall.
““I only wish to say a few words to Miss
Halbridge.”’

The maid said she would call her, but
Rhoda was already in the hall, with a
cloak on her arm. She came forward,
smiling, to meet Lizzie. She wore a
bridal veil and a lovely white gown from
Paris.

Lizzie laid her package inside the door,
upon the floor, and unwrapped it. The
package disclosed a large spray of white
roses.

“They aren’t much,”” said Lizzie,
handing them to Rhoda. ‘‘But I wanted
you to have them as my wedding gift to
you and Dale. They are roses of York.”’

Rays From THE RosE Cross

_Rhoda looked both pleased and puz-
ded. o
‘I don’t understand why you  call
them roses of York, but aren’t they
lovely!”’ ?
. She removed a large bridal bouquet o

‘expensive orchids from the front of her

gown, and replaced them with the white
roses, as Lizzie turned to go down the
steps.

““Lizzie,”’ she called after her, ““I'm
going to wear them at my wedding in-
stead of the orchids just to show you
that I forgive you about Dale and the
card, you know, and that I count you my
friend.”’

She stooped and kissed the crippled
girl, and with a radiant face passed by
her, down the steps to Dale Carter wait-
ing in the automobile that was to take
them to the church.

Lizzie knew that wedding bells would
never ring for her. She knew that love
and home and all the things she had
craved would not be hers. But as she
hobbled back toward the florist shop on
Broad Street, her crutch sounded almost
merry as it tapped along the sidewalk.

She believed in God, now, a God of
love and merey, whose world was ruled
by wisdom, justice and perfect law; a
God who was giving her another chance
because she had made a mistake; a God
who was letting her design her lives to
suit herself, so that ages of experience
would teach her to be like Him. She had
designed this life all wrong; but she
would live it in such a way that the next
one would be quite different.

She would go on now and reap what
she had sown! She would pay her debt
of destiny, pay it bravely, cheerfully,
uncomplainingly, and be thankful for
the chance to pay it, because she knew
now and understood that the Liaws of
Rebirth and Consequence had brought
to her only that which she deserved.

Norice :—Esoteric Bible Studies by
Corinne S. Dunklee will be resumed in
the next number of the ‘‘Rays.”’—
Ep1ror. ‘
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The glxmer Meaning of Hroferhs

By IsaBeLna J. RHODES

Anstructive to note that whatever

subject may be considered upon
the lower or physmal plane the same
subject has a meaning or explanation on
the higher or spiritual plane. The exo-
terie or external side of things has in-
variably an esoteric or inner spiritual
meaning. In this article we will con-
sider certain eommmly used proverbs or
everyday sayings to illustrate this truth.
" Proverbs are used figuratively, and in
them there is always a great truth or
principle couched in a few words or in
one or two sentences. Usually the mean-
ing attached to a proverb is explained as
relating to the personality and not to
‘the higher realms of existence or rules
of life. For instance, we say, ‘‘Still
waters run deep,’” which we understand
to mean that a silent person possesses a
larger amount of knowledge or wisdom
than appears upon the surface, implying
that we should therefore be careful in
our conduect toward that person or we
may at some time be put to disadvan-
tage.

45 T IS BOTH interesting and highly

This proverb also eontains an oceult
truth and a warning to those who aspire
to spiritual knowledge. The deeper one’s
knowledge of the spiritual verities, the
more silent one becomes, for we know
that to talk much of the inner truth and
experiences of the soul is to dissipate
one’s power and knowledge. It is a fact
that the strongest, most powerful, and
most advanced souls are the silent ones
of the earth, for they understand the
true value and power of the spoken word
and mnever wuse it mneedlessly. This
thought reminds wus of the proverb,
““Empty vessels make the most sound.”’
An empty can rattles along with a great
noise, but when filled with solid sub-
stance how noiseless it is compared with
the clatter of the empty vessel. We

“to endure their differing vibrations.

‘think of this saying as meaning that

the man who is always talking is not
a deep thinker, which is usually correct.
One who is constantly talking about spir-
itual experiences and criticizing spir-
itunal truths, rest assured, has never expe-
rienced any great illumination of the
soul.

We say in describing one who is con-
stantly changing his ocecupation and
jumping from one line of work to an-
other, ‘‘ A rolling stone gathers no moss’’
meaning that this man will not accumu-
late any material wealth and will prob-
ably end in poverty. So also if one de-
sires to attain the inner truths and to
understand the meaning of and the rea-
son for life, death, and the hereafter, but
is constantly changing his school of learn-
ing, attaching himself first to one cult
and then to another, he will very prob-
ably end in dire disaster and poverty
of soul. This is quite a different thing,
however, from investigating all existing
teachings and ‘‘proving all things.”” But
to actually attach oneself to and become
a pupil in turn of many orders is to
court disaster, for few are strong enough
To
continually change one’s teacher is to
end spiritually like the man who too fre-
quently changes his occupation. It is
far better to remain longer aloof and to
go on investigating until one is quite con-
vinced that a certain school of thought is
the best for one’s own particular way of
development.

We say sometimes when describing
any one who is obstinate, ‘‘ You may lead
a horse to water, but you cannot make
him drink.”” We often find precisely the
same difficulty when explaining the
higher, hidden truths to a friend or rela-
tive. He at first may be quite willing and
even eager to listen, but when we touch
upon a point which shows that personal
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effort must necessarily be made, we can
watch his inner nature closing against
the acceptance of that which would give
enlightenment to his mind and illumina-
tion to his soul. A cruel master, when
he found the horse would not drink after
taking the trouble to lead him to the
water, would wuse force, a kind master
probably persuasion; but a wise one
would wait until the horse drank of his
own free will, knowing well that he would
do so as soon as he was thirsty.

In like manner when presenting
higher knowledge to others we should
never use foree or undue persuasion to
cause them to think as we would have
them, but only present the truth to them,
and then wait until they desire to ac-
cept it with their heart and mind.
Neither should we be overanxious about
those we hold dear, for sooner or later—
and whether soon or late, it is the best
and right moment—they will see the
light and walk therein.

““A swarm of bees in May is worth a
load of hay,”’” makes us think at once of
bright, warm weather, for were it wet,
dull, and cold the bees would not swarm,
neither would there be a good hay harvest
in the summer. It is the seasonable
weather in May, shown by the swarming
of the bees, which presages a good har-
vest. Relative to the higher planes Solo-
mon exelaims: ‘““ A word spoken in season
how good it is!’’ This proverb teaches us
to set a watch upon our speech that we
may always utter the right word at the
right time—the word in season—and then
the harvest will certainly be assured.

‘““March winds and April showers
bring forth May flowers,"’ teaches that
sorrow and hardship bring forth the
flowers of endurance, fortitude, com-
passion, patience, courage, and gentle-
ness.

““A broken pitcher goes oftenest to
the well.”” What care we take of a
cracked dish—usually far more than of
one that is perfect, lest we break it in
pieces and its value be altogether lost.
‘What lessons in patience and love does
this proverb teach us! With what loving

care should we treat our brothers and sis-
ters who are ill and weak lest by our
hardness and carelessness we hasten the
end of their life’s journey! And those
of our brothers and sisters who have
fallen in the struggle to keep upon the
high level of uprightness, how tenderly
we should treat them lest by harshness
we push them to a still lower level, and,
figuratively, break them in pieces.

‘‘Beauty is in the eye of the beholder,”’
reminds us that each of us looks at every-
thing from his own point of view, phys-
ically, mentally, and spiritually. Each
cne sets his own standard of perfection,
and when we feel disappointed that an
inquirer does not embrace our philos-
ophy, we must remember that the truths
enunciated therein may not appeal to
that one, and another line of thought
may be his or her way of advancement.

In olden days, frequently an inn-
keeper would place over his door a bush
of ivy instead of a sign, which gave rise
to the saying, ‘‘Good wine needs no
bush.”” In other words, a good article
speaks for itself and needs no advertise-
ment. Its good qualities are spoken of
and recommended from mouth to mouth.

Sometimes we wonder amongst our-
selves how it is that our exalted philos-
ophy does not attraet more to its ranks.
The teaching is so high and enlighten-
ing that it will of a certainty in time
attract the multitude without any direct
effort being made; we must wait pa-
tiently for this, knowing full well that
the result will be certain. Let us concen-
trate our efforts upon living our lives in
such wise that we show forth unmis-
takably the beauty and soundness of our
beliefs. Lt us endeavor to live the truly
selfless, altruistic life. Let us so live that
the joy of our knowledge will shine forth
from our eyes and illumine our count-
enance, and let our every act be one of
service. Thus shall others be attracted
to our cause.

We all know that ‘‘a stitch in time
saves nine.”” One or two stitches put in
when the tear is small will save endless
trouble and hours of work, and some-
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times the garment itself. If we endeavor
to eradicate our small failings, rectify
our mistakes, and remove our faults, we
shall by so doing prevent their growing

into great faults and vices, and so save

ourselves much trouble and heartaehe in
many future lives. . -

_: ““Set the sail to the wlnd”, only by
doing 80 can we make headway. Only by
wetching our opportunities and taking
advantage of them can we make any
headway in our daily lives and in our
spiritual attainments. Each one of us
‘has a niche to fill. By finding out what
that niche is and directing our efforts
toward filling it we shall attain the best
results. Some shine the brightest in the
quiet home sphere; others do their. best
work in connection with the public, and
so on.  Let us not deery any work, how-
ever humbIe .or any method of progress,
for’ “all roads lead to Rome.”’

_ ‘We are all traveling toward the same
go_al though some may take the long
winding path, which is the easier though
slower course, and others may take
the shorter uphill road, which is always
studded with difficulties, trials, and
temptations. But whichever path is
taken, the spiral or the direct, we shall
all meet at last at the goal. Therefore
let us be hopeful, courageous, and per-
SJStent even when we see no result of
our efforts, knowing ~that ‘‘even. the
longest lane has a turning,’’ and sooner
or later this turning will be made even
by those who appear the most hopeless
“‘Hope is the anchor of the soul.”’
‘When, having set ourselves steadfasﬂy
to follow the uphill path, all seems to be
taken from us—material wealth and com-
fort, those friends we hold most dear—
and opportunities seem closed for im-
proving the mind and body, we must
bear in mind that such earthly supports
one by one have fallen away from us to
test us and see whether we are strong
enough to stand alone. Then when all
seems to be goune, we shall find that the
bright angel of Hope is still left to us;
and we can attune our turbulent souls
to it aud become calm,

So let us take courage and hope for
the best, hope that we may have strength
for the conflict, courage to reach the
mountain top. Theén when that highest
pinnacle is attained we shall forget the
climb in the glory of the vista we behold.
Hope will then have found its fruition—
in knowledge, in satisfaction, and in
supernal bliss.

A Strange Foent

While delivering a lecture on astron-
omy a year before his death, Samuel
Clemens said :

““I came in with Halley’s comet in
1835. It is coming again next year, and
I expect to go out with it. It will be the
greatest disappointment of my life if I
don’t go out with Halley’s comet. The
Almighty said, no doubt: ‘Now here are
these two unaccountable freaks; they

‘came in together, they must go out to-

gether.’
that.”’
‘We know now that Mark Twain was
not to be disappointed. Wednesday night,
April 20, 1910, Halley’s comet, the mys-
terious messenger of his birth year, shone
clearly in the sky in its perihelion. And
during the following evening Mark
Twain died.—Los Angeles Times.

Oh! I am looking forward to

'@Iruth

If you have a truth to say,

Say it always, come what may.
Say it firmly, do not fear,
Error flies when truth is near.
‘When vile slander stalks abroad,
Backed by trickery and fraud,
He who fears to speak his mind
Is no friend to humankind.

Speak the truth whate’er betide;
Though your enemies deride,
They will have a feeling strong
That you are right, and they are wrong.
But do not purchase sure remorse
By using language blunt or ecoarse;
Truth rages not—she shows her might
In words hoth simple and polite.

' - —Gaspar Bela Darwvary.
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@tcult?ﬁg&f on Bible @wnhiugz

By Caristine Crosraxp TAYLOR

ANY people take the stand that
if one explanation of a Bible

text is true, then all others are
wrong. But this is not the way to get
at truth, for truth is many-sided, and
moreover it is not always possible to see
all of it at once. .

Max Heindel used to liken truth to a
mountain and the various interpretations
of that truth to different paths leading
up to the summit. Many people are
traveling along these various paths, and
every one thinks while he is at the bot-
tom that his path is the only one, for he
sees only a small part of the mountain
and cries to his brothers, ‘‘You are
wrong. Come over to my path. This is
the only one which leads to the top.”’
But as all these people progress upward,
they see that the paths converge at the
top, and that all lead to the truth.

Having understood that this is so, is
it any wonder that the various sects
should find an apparent vindication for
their ideas in the Holy Book? Every
system of thought which attracts and
holds a number of people for a econsider-
able period of time has its element of di-
vine truth, which is gradually helping
them up the mountain. It is for this
reason that we should be tolerant of
others’ beliefs.

Now, the teachings in the Bible were
for a long time communicated by word
of mouth, but gradually they were writ-
ten down. The New Testament was
originally written in Greek, a language
in which no punctuation marks were
used ; the Old Testament in the Hebrew
language.

The words of the old style Hebrew
run into one another and are not di-
vided ; the vowels are left out and much
depends upon where and how they are
inserted, so that.it is difficult to-ascer-
tain the original- meaning. A slight

change might alter the significance of
almost any seutence.  Qcecultists main-
tain that the Bible was not intended as
an open book. - They say that although
the literal interpretation has its special
message, thére are also a number of in-
terpretations which may be read by those
who have the necessary instruction to
read. In the words of the Zohar, ‘‘The
more instructed men do not pay atten-
tion to the vestment, but to the body
which it envelops.”’

This being so, it is not surprising that
uninstructed translators found it dif-
ficult to render correectly the Hebrew
text of the Old Testamént, for often they
met with a meaning not within their eom-
prehension, or onie which would upset

existing belief, and thus earn condemna-

tion.

I think that we must recognize that
the Bible versions are but a poor trans-
lation of the originals, and that there
are many interpolations which have
been inserted at different times to sup-
port various ideas. Nevertheless, there
ig 8o much truth in a small compass that
the Bible is indeed a treasure without
price.

It might be compared to a rose with
successive layers of petals: when we re-
move one, another is found beneath, more
delicate than the last, and yet each is a
part of the whole. Occultism reveals
some of the unseen petals and instructs
us concerning the marvelous growth of
the immortal rose of truth. Some time
the outer petals of this rose will fall
away, and the inner- will become the
outer. The esoteric teaching of today
becomes the exoteric teaching of tomor-

row, for the rose is.eternal and there is

continual growth. The interpretations
of Bible texts which follow are there-
fore most emphatically not: the last word,
but just a glimpse of some of the :petals



Tar Mystic Lica? 71

illuminated by esoteric and, in particu-
lar, Rosicrucian light.

““The Sons of God Married the
Daughters of Men.”’

To understand this statement we must
go back to the time of Atlantis, that
great continent mnow covered by the
waters of the Atlantic ocean. Among the
principal Atlantean races there was one
known as the ‘“Original Semites.”’ Be-
fore their advent man gave hig desires
unrestrained sway. The original Sem-
ites were the first of the human race to
evolve the germ of corrective thought,
whereby man was destined to conquer
his passions and rule his lower nature.
This wag a great advance because the
faculty of reason or logic was to become
more fully developed later on.

In order to perpetuate this germinal
faculty developed by the Semites, as the
pioneers of the human species, these peo-
ple were singled out as the chosen race
among the Atlanteans. They were to be
the parents of a race ruled by reason,
and later by love. A gardener who
would have only the finest blooms in
his garden will not accept those plants
which do not come up to his standard.
Should some of the flowers get crossed
with those of inferior quality, then the
seeds of such are not to be chosen. So it
was with the Semites. They were Sons of
G'od. They were chosen as the seed race
for the future humanity because of their
superior development; but they were a
rebellious and stiff-necked people and, so
far as most of them were concerned, they
frustrated the purpose of their leader by
intermarrying with the other Atlantean
races, thus bringing inferior blood to
their descendants. In other words they
married the daughters of men—the
daughters of men of other races. But
the faithful sons of God married only
among their own numbers, and these are
found today in the Aryan races, some-
times termed the lost tribes of Israel,
which of course ineclude the Teutonie-
Anglo-Saxon race. ,

The rebellious Semites are the present-

day Jews. They are really those who
have been ‘‘lost’” in the sense of marry-
ing into inferior races. They will even-
tually be ‘‘saved’’ by amalgamation with
the superior races of today.

‘“Before Abraham was, I am.”’

The Race Spirit is very strong among
the Jews. It was particularly so in the
time of Christ. Every Jew thought of
himself first as belonging to a certain
tribe or family and afterward as an