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i The Rosicrucian Fellowship |
‘ AN AQUARIAN MOVEMENT

There was a time, even as late as Greece, when Religion,
Art, and Science were taught unitedly in the Mystery
temples. But it was necessary for the better develop-
ment of each that they should separate for a time.

Religion held sole sway in the so-called “dark ages.”
During that time it bound both Science and Art hand and
foot. Then came the period of the Renaissance, and Art
came to the fore in all its branches. Religion was strong
as yet, however, and Art was only too often prostituted in 4
the service of Religion. Last came the wave of modern s
Science, and with iron hand it has subjugated Religion.

It was a detriment to the world when Religion shackled 4
Science. Ignorance and Superstition caused untold woe.
Nevertheless man cherished a lofty spiritual ideal then; he
hoped for a higher and better life. It is infinitely more
disastrous that Science is killing Religion, for now even
Hope, the only gift of the gods left in Pandora’s box, may
vanish before Materialism and Agnosticism.

Such a state cannot continue. Reaction must set in. If
it does not, anarchy will rend the cosmos. To avert such
a calamity Religion, Science, and Art, must reunite in a
higher expression of the Good, the True, and the Beautiful
than obtained before the separation.

Coming events cast their shadows before, and when the
Great Leaders of humanity saw the tendency toward
ultra-materialism which is now rampant in the Western
World, they took certain steps to counteract and transmute 3
it at the auspicious time. They did not wish to kill the
budding Science as the latter had strangled Religion, for
they saw the ultimate good which will result when an ad-
iv"'al_lced Science has again become a co-worker with Re- b

igion, ¢

A spiritual Religion, however, cannot blend with a mate- 4
rialistic Science any more than oil can mix with water,
Therefore steps were taken to spiritualize Science and
make Religion scientific.

In the thirteenth century a high spiritual teacher, hav-
ing the symbolical name Christian Rosenkreuz—Christian
Rose-Cross—appeared in Europe to commence this work.
He founded the mysterious Order of Rosicrucians with the
object of throwing occult light upon the misunderstood $
Christian Religion and to explain the mystery of Life and
Fe‘jng from the scientific standpoint in harmony with Re- 4

igion.

In the past centuries the Rosicrucians have worked in 4
secret, but now the time has come for giving out a definite,
logical, and sequential teaching concerning the origin,
evolution, and future development of the world and man,
showing both the spiritual and the scientific aspects; a
teaching which makes no statements that are not sup-
ported by reason and logic. Such is the teaching promul-
gated by s
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Che Mystic Light

The Rosicrucian Fellowship

The Rosicrucian Fellowship is a movement for the dissemination of a definite, logical,
and sequential teaching concermng the origin, evolution, and future development of the

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

The Rosicrucian

It is entirely Christian,

aspects.

but presents the Christian teachings from a new viewpoint, giving new explanations of

the truth which creeds may have obscured.

Our motto 1s: A SANE MIND, A SorT HEART, A SoUND BoDY.

The following article received FIRST PRIZE in our Manuscript Competition

The Promised Land

By Rurr D. GoLMAN

| T is a noteworthy fact that nearly

,‘3 8l every book in the Bible contains
*@ some reference, direct or indi-
rect, to the Promised Land and the Divine
Covenant. The promise God made to
Noah is repeated again and again to all
the great leaders of humanity, and in the
sixth chapter of Exodus God spoke to
Moses, saying: ‘T am the Lord: and I
appeared unto Abraham, uato Isaae, and
unto Jacob. . . . And I have also estab-
lished my covenant with them, to give
them the land of Canaan, the land of
their pilgrimage, wherein they were
strangers, . . . and I have remembered
my covenant, . . . And I will bring you
in unto the Iand concerning the which T
did swear to give it to Abraham, to
Isaac, and to Jacob; and I will give it
you for an heritage.”’

The New Testament is full of refer-
ences to this covenant, and the entire fore-
cast of Christ is of a ‘“‘new heaven and
a new earth.”” St. Paul in his epistle to
the Hebrews refers again to it, and
pleads with humanity to ‘‘hold fast . . .
without wavering, for he is faithful that
promiged.”’

Such frequent and earnest reference
to the Promised Liand makes one wonder
just what it actnally implies. Where is
this land into which the people of God are
to enter? The orthodox Jew might say

<_A,

it is Palestine. The orthodox Gentile
might say it is Heaven, which is logical
since in many instances where it is men-
tioned the fact is also stated that God
shall dwell therein among His people.
However, if the Premised Liand is Heaven
in the accepted sense of the word,
wherein God dwells, from Whom man
came forth made in His image; the
Heaven which awaits us after death, and
which we are trained in orthodox re-
ligion to regard (quite rightly) as our
true home, how can we reconcile the
words, ‘‘I have established my covenant
with them to give them the land of
Canaan, the land of their pilgrimage,
wherein they are strangers’’? This im-
plies a new territory, not yet traveled, in
which man is a pilgrim and a stranger.
That is worth considering.

In the Rosicrucian Philosophy the
Promised Land is explained from a dif-
ferent viewpoint to that taken by ortho-
dox religion, though it neither conflicts
with nor denies such interpretations, but
if anything, gives them added depth. It
teaches that the Promised Land is in
reality the Earth which we now inhabit.
At first there may be many objections to
such a statement. This earth at the pres-
ent time is not a very pleasant place, torn
as it is with wars and rumors of wars,
with strikes, riots, floods, earthquakes,
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and shadowed with erime and disaster,
all adding their quota to human sorrow
and suffering. One may well say that
such could not be God’s promise to His
people, and indeed that is true, but he
who seeks the deeper meaning of Life
will find that throughout all human
error and sin, throughout all erises and
disasters, there runs the thread of the
Divine Covenant which is ever leading
men onward and upward to heights yet
unscen and uncomprehended.

Any spiritually ineclined mind will
agree that all outward visible effect is
the result of an inner, invisible cause.
Everything which exists in the physical
world was once but a promise, contained
within a certain archetype, or living
idea, which, working from the finer sub-
stance of invisible forece into the in-
creasingly - coarser material of visible
expression and form, finally creates the
fulfillment of its own promise upon the
outer plames, This is a process which
involves many changes and upheavals,
azcording to that which is being brought
forth, and even when such an idea is
finally manifested upon the outer plane,
it does not mnecessarily indicate that it
stops there, and is finished with. If any-
thing, the fulfillment of an idea, the
placing of it into operation upon the
physical plane, brings experience from
which is gathered further wisdom to be
assimilated by the creator of the idea,
giving incentive to yet better things, and

" so bearing the promise of ever increasing
achievement. It is on this order that
all progress is made. Therefore it can
be said very truly that all things are in
the state of promise of ever-becoming,
and nothing is ever complete or finished.
This is true of both earth and man.

Tt is generally accepted that this
earth was not always as it is now—for
millions of years it was but earth-in-the-
making. From the occult standpoint the
Seven Great Days of Creation are still
in process, and this is the fourth day, the
Earth Period. During the three major
days of ereation previous to this one, that
ir to say, during the Saturn, Sun, and
Moon Periods, this planet on which we
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now live was subjected to gradual but
terrific changes, each bringing about a
new development. Up until the present
LEarth Period, however, the changes and"
growth were more on the etheric and
spiritual planes than on the material for
the simple reason that material form as
we know it, did not exist prior to this
time. The only elements active were the
evolving elements of Fire, Air, and
‘Water, and the substance and activity
of the globe and all thereon were confined
to these forces and their spiritual coun-
terparts, But, as each of these elements
was added, a certain development re-
sulted which brought this globe and its
evolving life nearer to the state of Earth
as it is now—the land which we inhabit.

‘Within each step taken in our dim and
ancient past there has been incorporated
the archetype, the living Promise, of a
world that was yet to be. Therefore it
can be truthfully said that this earth is
an embodiment (not the embodiment) of
that which has been promised and worked
for in past ages, and can be called the
“‘Promised Land,”” though, as we said
just now, that does not imply that as
such it is a finished fulfillment of that
Promise. If that were the case God would
not have repeated His Covenant so many
times, nor would the New Testament
forecast the fulfillment of this Cove-
nant in a new heaven and a new earth.
The fact that this is so, clearly indicates
that each step taken by humanity, each
Age, and each ecrisis within the ages,
holds within itself the Divine Promise of
better things to come—things not yet in
existence, not yet available, but which are
to be for those who keep faithful.

This becomes yet clearer when we con-
sider the condition of this earth at the
time of the Flood, when the first cove-
nant was recorded by man. The Flood,
of course, took place in this Earth Pe-
riod, and is an account of the sinking
of Atlantis. At that time, as can easily
be imagined, the earth was in a turmoil,
with strange and alarming econditions
as a result of the great changes being
wrought. As the foggy, watery atmos-
phere began to clear, the moisture con-



Tae Mystic LicET

densed into water, filling the valleys,
basing, and all lower arveas of the globe,
leaving only certain high places clear.
In the Bible only that part of humanity,
symbolized by Noah, who had built the
necessary Ark (or vehicles) in which to
rise to the safety of these higher levels,
symbolized by Mount Ararat, survived
and were given the promise that they
and their seed, as the chosen people,
should inherit the ‘‘promised land.’” Re-
membering again that practically all the
earth was then under water, or torn by
voleanic upheavals, the term ‘‘promised
land’’ had a very forceful meaning, for
the land was then very literally not in
sight. In The Rosterucian Cosmo-Con-
ception, the story is again related,
wherein Jehovah led his Chosen People,
the Original Semites, forefathers of our
present Aryan races, from the doomed
Atlantis into the high plateau of what
is now known as the Gobi Desert, there
to wait the promised new world which
was to emerge from the flood-waters.

To sum it up—all the great evolu-
tienary changes through which the Earth
and all thereon have passed, are a work-
ing-out, a gradual and inecreasing ful-
fillment of the Divine Idea, or Promise,
which is the essence of our Creator, and
that Promise has been renewed at critical
timeg throughout the ages.

But to leave it at that is not sufficient.
Tt is too abstract to be of much use to us
as individuals, but truth is applieable to
the least as well as to the greatest, for
‘““as above, so below.”” The Promised
Land has a definite meaning for indi-
viduals as much as for races or worlds.

Let us consider a few facts in this re-
gard. God is the invisible Cause behind
and within all of His worlds. God is
Spirit, and therefore man, who is made
in His image, must also be spirit. God
is a creator, a builder and an architect.
Man being of His likeness, must be
capable of such abilities also, even though
in a potential way, as the seed holds the
flower and the fruit. It is in accordance
with the Bible and occult teaching that
God, in creating the heavens and the
earth, or the worlds invisible and visible,
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drew upon cosmic substance, working
with it, altering it, and molding it ac-
cording to His Will, and in harmony
with His Divine Plan, thus building
around Himself the land, both spiritual
and material, in which He dwells.

Man as an embryonic god, is engaged
in learning to do this very same thing.
Up until this Barth Period, Divine In-
telligences worked upon us and our envi-
ronment. It was as if a great stage, or
setting were being prepared for us as a
school in which we could become ap-
prenticed to the art of Divine Creator-
ship. In the Atlantean Epoch the time
came for us to commence this apprentice-
ship consciously, and we entered into the
vehicles which we had been assisted to
build, thus becoming indwelling gods,
and potential, evolving creators. Ap-
prenticed to the Master Builder we are
learning under His laws to huwild minia-
ture worlds of varying grades of sub-
stance around ourselves in the form of
the dense, vital, and desire bodies, which,
together with the mind; form the world,
or “‘land’’ in which we each dwell.

As the great God draws upon the Cos-
miec Root-substance which surrounds and
permeates His Being, so does man, fhe
mimiature God, draw upon his Creator’s
substance, in which he lives, moves, and
has his being, molding it according to his
imperfect but evolving abilities. At the
time man became an indwelling god he
was given dominion ‘‘over the earth and
every living thing thereon.’”” It is a
pity that this ‘‘power that we possess’’
is not better understood. If we realized
more deeply that every thought we think,
every emotion we react to, every deed we
do, is a means whereby we draw upon
divine life and energy, and create there-
from, would we not use greater care and
control in thought, feeling, and action?
Thought and feeling generate currents
in the invisible bodies which are the
matrix, or ARCHETYPE of what will even-
tually come forth into erystallized form,
even as this earth has hardened and
crystallized from its original nebulous
state. It is the law that all that is vis-
ible was first invisible. It has been said,
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“We are two men, each of us—what is
seen and what is not seen, but the un-
seen is the maker of the two.’’ That is so
very true, Man as he is today is the ful-
fillment of the promise of his thoughts
and feelings of yesterday—ihat which
man thinks and does today holds the
promise of those things which shall be
his tomorrow.

We are facing many troublous prob-
lems today—problems which are the re-
sults of our own mistakes in the past. It
is ,of no avail to point fingers at each
other., In times of calamity and crisis
along the pathway of our dim and an-
cient past God inspired the leaders of
humanity by renewing His promise to
them, but the time is now when we have
individually to contact God through His
Divinity within ourselves. We must
follow the leadership of our own Divin-
ity, and in time of stress and upheaval,
when all our world may seem submerged
in the waters of sorrow, it is well for us
if we have built the necessary Ark, or
qualities, whereby we may keep afloat
and find an anchorage “‘on those heights
which rise, calm, strong, and tranquil
above the flood and storm,

Perhaps the biggest problem of earth
today is that of employment. Every-
where do we find suffering and privation
through lack of work. Governments
and unemployed alike face their own
diffienlties in this respect, and those who
are employed bear their share of the
burden by increased taxation and the
slowing up of commerce through de-
creased buying power. Nobody ecan
escape the toll of unemployment in some
shape or form. Why? Because in long
past lives we have sought happiness
through idleness and wealth, thinking
that therein lay contentment and well-
being. Never was there a more mistaken
idea! Man was not born for leisure and
idle indulgence. He is a creator-in-the-
making, and if he would live he must
work. Relief systems, doles, and so forth
will never cure the ills of today, for
““man cannot live by bread alone.”” No!
He is a creator, and if he would live he
must express his own divine abilities
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through constructive action of some kind,
for that is his mission.

‘Work has been regarded as something
to be avoided as much as possible, and we
are paying the price for our laziness! We
are learning through pain and suffering,
worry and want, that work is the greatest
blessing, the deepest joy, and the highest
privilege ever given to mankind! Aec-
complishment of some kind is the law of
life—without it we perish.

It is right for us to want to be happy,
for happiness is the essence of God, but
true happiness lies only in creative ex-
pression, in Service, for Service is God in
action! Therein lies the secret of our
ideals. We all live in two worlds—one
the world of our ideals, and the other
the world of daily realities. There are
those who will say, ‘‘Ideals are ideals
and no more, but facts are facts.”” But
they forget that the facts of today are
the ideals of yesterday, the shells of past
dreams, but the ideals of today will be
the facts of tomorrow.

Man is in the process of expressing
the Divine Promise within himself, and
he must go on, ever on, toward greater
fulfillment; he must ever build himself
““more stately mansions.”” And every
experience, every apparent catastrophe
is but the means by which he is steadily
learning the way to life more abundant.
That is why the true oceultist is always
an optimist—he sees through the shadow
to the Light beyond and recognizes the
covenant in all things, for man is like
an artist who wishes to create a master-
piece. He chooses his subject, or ideal ;
he studies his coloring, the light and
shade, perspective and balance, but he
may make many many repeated at-
tempts and sketches before the picture
materializes. He may even paint out
all that he has done, and start afresh,
and even when he has finished the scene
the true artist is never content. He
senses the essence of the beauty he longs
to portray, and even though he has ex-
perienced both disappointment and deep
joy, and gained much wisdom through
his efforts, he longs for yet greater and
nobler results.
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At present, man, the artist, is strug-
gling to achieve a masterpicce, but as
vet his colors are too harsh, his shadows
too deep; his balance is not true, and his
perspective is faulty. But he is learn-
ing. Throughout all the strife and mis-
takes, man is slowly bringing forth
a beauty which is an ‘mage of that
mmmortal loveliness which 1S HIMSELF.
Throughout all storm and stress the
Divine flowering is taking place, and in
the wisdom born of Pain there is the
Promise of a beauty beyond our present
vision or understanding—the beauty of
Godhood.

James Allen in his beautiful book, As
a Man Thinketh, says: ‘‘Cherish your
visions, cherish vour ideals, cherish the
music that stirs in your heart, the heauty
that forms in your mind, the loveliness
that drapes your purest thoughts, for
out. of them will grow all delightful
conditions, all heavenly environment;
of these, if you but remain true to them,
your world will at last be buili. Dream
lofty dreams, and as you dream so shall
you become. Your vision is the promise
of what yvou shall one day be; vour Ideal
is the prophecy of what you shall at lag
unveil. The greatest achievement was
at first and for a time a dream. The cak
sleeps in the acorn, the bird waits in the
egg, and in the highest vision of the soul
a waking angel stirs. Dreams are the
seedlings of realities.”

Man is a born idealist for it is his
mission to build the Kingdom of Heaven
upon Earth. In reality, if we but knew
it, all our highest dreams and longings
are born of this purpose. For this rea-
son we are pilgrims and strangers in the
land wherein we dwell, for we are en-
gaged in extending our Father’s King-
dom into new territory. God grant that
we may heecme speedily more conseious
and worthy of our high and noble calling!

In being permitted ‘‘dominion over
the earth’’ man wutilizes the material
both physical and spiritral of which the
earth and its invisible vehicles are
formed. When he thinks, he draws upon
the HEarth’s thought-stuff; and when he
feels, he draws upon the Earth’s desire-
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stuff; and in action he draws upon the
use of physical matter—all of which are
a part of the dwelling place of God. As
man utilizes these varying grades of
substance and force, he affects the world
itself—it is inevitable. Every thought,
feeling, and deed is reflected in the
stratum of Mother Earth from whence
it radiates a certain creative power!
Thus do we create the conditions under
which we live, for the very formation of
the earth is molded by human thought
and desire which slowly erystallize intb
material expression. Rach individual
evil thought, feeling, or deed adds unto
the weight of world-sin, from which
arise world-catastrophes; but each indi-
vidual thought, feeling, and action for
good also adds its power as surely to the
Christ-work of purification and redemp-
tion. As man cleanses and purifies his
own vehicles, to that extent does he be-
come a co-worker with Christ in the re-
demption of the world, thus holding the
promise of Christ’s own words, ‘‘The
works that I do shall he do also; and
greater works than these shall he do.”’

Every noble ideal, every clean thought,
every pure and loving desire, every good
deed, does its part in building the ‘“‘new
heaven and the new earth’’ promised in
the New Testament and so brings us
nearer the Promised Land as God meant
it to be, and in which He will dwell with
His people. And Christ has come to
help us find the Way. He is hourly
pouring His revitalizing, purifying force
throughout the sin-choked currents of
world-thought and desire, thus supply-
ing us with cleaner, purer substance
from which to build afresh. But we must
do the building. Man must develop
the threefold God within himself; he
must exercise his own innate Divinity,
and therefore he must make Christ a
part of himself. Christ’s leadership
must be our leadership, His way our way,
His truth and life, our truth and life;
for then, and then only can we become
one with Him, and so enter into the
Kingdom of Heaven on earth, the King-
dom of the Father which is the true and
only Promised Land.



The Dark Door

By BerNARD CrOSLAND MITCHELL

They do not realize that they have died. They know that they are

able to move and think.

It is sometimes even a very hard matter to get

them to believe that they are really ““dead.’” They realize that some-
thing is defferent, but they are not able to understand what it 1s.

THE RosicRUCIAN CosM0-CONCEPTION. Pagr 121.

ANY years ago I spent a whole
| summer staying in the little
cathedral city of Saint-Gaudens

which lay sheltered from the world by
green hills and wrapped in an ecclesi-
astical peace which pervaded every nook

and cranny of the town. The streets
were narrow and winding and all cobble
stones, with a profusion of half-timbered
gabled buildings on either side and here
and there several inns and hotels dating
back to the Middle Ages.

The town had an air of peaceful
dreaming and life there was uneventful.
It seemed to me to be the most peaceful
place on earth. Nothing ever happened.
It had no history apart from that of the
noble building which dominated the
entire city. Its history was that of the
Cathedral.

Built towards the end of the tenth cen-
tury it had stood for over nine hundred
years testifying to the faith of the town.
It.had many beauties, especially the West
Front of statues—one hundred and fifty-
three life-size figures of kings, queens,
princes, ecclesiastiecs and mnobles, and
over four hundred .and fifty smaller
figures representing Biblical subjects,
and innumerable stained glass windows
of supreme loveliness.

Like many of the ancient cathedrals it
had belonged to a monastic foundation.
In olden times, many hundreds of years
ago, it had been a Cistercian monastery
of a very strict order. It was vast, with
cells and cloisters and halls, most of
which still remained intaect.

Sometimes I tried to picture myself
living in those far-off days when men

sought a life of seclusion and I won-
dered if such a life could really be
worth while. Probably, to the heart-
broken, such a vreligious institution
offered a calm and tranquil refuge,

During the long summer months I
would spend days in long walks by my-
self discovering new places, haphazardly
wandering through enchanting scenery,
stopping at little known but lovely vil-
lages. There was something delightfully
soothing in this life and I felt that I
could have lived there forever.

One evening I had been walking by
the river which stretches through the
valley between the hills where beautiful
woods sweep down to the water’s edge
on either side, trailing their branches in
its cool depths.

The sky was all golden and erimson
and when the sun had set I rvetraced my
steps.

I remember looking in a few shop
windows where the lamps had already
been lighted and passing a few words
with people whom I knew.

As I turned into Queen Street there
were few people about. A man and
woman some two hundred feet ahead of
me and a man slowly approaching me
on the same side.

As he came closer he suddenly stopped
and clasped hold of the railing, holding
one hand to his heart. Then he was
seized by a violent fit of coughing. The
poor fellow turned ecrimson, closed his
eyes under the pain and put hig handker-
chief to his lips. It was stained with
blood.

He was obviously i1l and feeling that I
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ought to do something I went up to him
to see if I could be of any assistance.

““Are you unwell 27’ I said as I looked
at him.

Very pale, his mouth half open, he
gradually recovered his breath.

““It is nothing,”” he replied, ‘I shall
be all right in a few minutes. I am used
to it now.”’

“Do you live far from here?’’ I ques-
tioned,

“Just across the road,”’” he replied.
““If you would be so kind as to let me
lean on your arm I would try to walk
there.”’

I took him by the arm and led him
along. He let himself be guided by me.

‘When we reached the other side he
showed me the house where he lived.
I assisted him into a front sitting room
where he lay down on a couch.

The room was comfortable and well
furnished but old fashioned, with low
ceiling rafters and an open fireplace.

“Shall T get a doctor?”’ T asked.

“No, they ecan do nothing,”” he re-
plied. ‘“They tell me that T shall get
better; T pretend to believe them; it is
all T ean do for them.”’

His breath was coming evenly now
and he seemed more comfortable.

He was only a young man-—in his early
twenties I imagined. He was distinetly
good looking, tall and slim. He had
deep-set blue eyes, the kind with a light
burning behind them. His skin was
pale and clear and his hair was a delicate
brown with a tendency to erisp waves,
letting the light filter through them.

“I may die of this illness,”” he con-
tinued, ‘““for I have always had a pre-
senfiment that 1 shall die young. My
mother died of consumption and the
way that I have lived in the past could
but increase the heritage which is left
me. I am not afraid. All must pass
through that dark door. It matters not
whether it be today or tomorrow.”’

T definitely felt sorry for his unhappy
condition and hardly knew what to

reply.
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““Come,”” I said. ‘‘Courage; it cannot
be quite as bad as all that. I must go
now since I may be wearying you. I
sincerely hope that you will feel much
better after a night’s rest. If you need
me 1 shall be only too happy to help you.
My name is Clifford Francis. I am
staying at the ‘County Hotel.” ’ '

““Good-bye,’’ he replied, casting me a
gentle and amiable look. ¢‘Thank you
for your kindness. I am very grateful
to you.”’

.

A month later I was a guest at a
garden party at Coombe Liodge, which
was in aid of charity. This beautiful
old mansion and garden was the country
seat of Lady Charidy.

After a delightful entertainment and
tea on the lawns the guests wandered
about the grounds.

This beautiful garden hidden from
the outside world behind mellow brick
walls was to me the most charming gar-
den in the whole world. It was like
something out of a story book. Little
white statuettes surmounting a low
balustrade seemed almost lifelike and
here and there yellow chrysanthemum
blossoms glowed against the darkness of
the foliage, and inky black poplars
reared themselves high into the sky like
great giants. ‘

I sat down on a mossy bank and
watched graceful swans glide over the
mirror-like waters of the lake.

I half regretted the fact that soon I
would be leaving Saint-Gaudens. How
swiftly time passes by!

Several people passed by laughing
and smiling, for everyone was gay that
day.

Life! what a thing it is to live, to be
healthy and to have years of glorious life
before one, 1 thought.

As I sat thus contemplating, someorie
had quietly approached from behind,
and turning round I was surprised to see
the young man whom I had assisted a
month or so ago. I scrutinized him for
a moment for T was amazed at the trans-
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formation which I saw. He was so
changed. I felt convinced that he was
cured of the dreaded disease.

““You are Mr. Francis, I believe,’” he
gaid, ‘I was hoping that I would meet
you again.”’

““T am pleased to see you looking bet-
ter,”” I remarked. ‘“Won’t you sit
down ?”’

He sat down beside me.

““It was about this time three weeks
ago, several days after I met you, that
I first went into the cathedral.”” He
spoke softly as though he were listening
to his own thoughts rather than to what
he was saying. Then turning towards
me he said: ‘‘Something wonderful hap-
pened to me. I must tell you the whole
story ; no one will believe it, but it may
be interesting to you.”’
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was to live quietly, away from crowds
and excitement. That is why I came to
Saint-Gaudens.

““‘Several days after I met you I was
sitting in an upstairs room by a window
which overlooked the street. It was late
afternoon and I could see the red-gold
sunlight falling across the great west
front of the cathedral, gilding the statues
in their niches.

“From time to time I was aware of
voices from within its lofty walls and
music which seemed to blend itself with
the peaceful surroundings. Even the
voices in the street below seemed hushed.
There was something mysterious about
it all. The music fascinated and attracted
me. I felt drawn towards it. I was pow-
erless, scmething seemed to call me.

““Since you really wish it, I will
listen.”’ ‘

I can remember his words as if they
had been spoken to me only yesterday
and I have scarcely changed a word of
his story. This is what he told me:

° . . . . . . . . .

‘“The doctors told me that the only
way in which I could  prolong my life

‘‘Passing down the stairs and through
the dark hall I opened the front door.
Outside on the step I paused. A strange
and uncanny feeling came over me. The
houses and shops seemed diminished and
shrunken. Old and remote they seemed,
like mansions of a dead and gone city.
Life seemed to have withdrawn from
them beyond recall.
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“I ecrossed the square and passed be-
neath the massive arches of the cathedral.

““Once inside I knelt within its
enormous vastness. I was alone. Then
I heard the music again. Sweet, beau-
tiful sounds which filled the air with
dreaming.

‘“‘Suddenly the ecathedral seemed to
seethe with people of every sort, century,
and condition. I became afraid. Kvery-
where there were people. Ghosts of nine
centuries, with bowed heads and prayer
books.

““I thought I must be dead. Fear took
possession of me. Then the awful truth
dawned upon me. I had been there many
many centuries ago. The whole place was
absolutely familiar to me. T knew every
nook and cranny of it. That I had been
connected in some way with this ancient
building in ages long past 1 was certain.

““The musi¢ had ceased and I no
longer saw the multitude of people.about
me. I waited alone in the shadows and
the silence.

““Quite suddenly I was kneeling be-
fore an immense marble altar on which
burned great waxen candles.

“Why was I afraid? I had no cause
for fear. After all, I had come of my
own free will. I would have faith, I
told myself. Yes, faith, the thing which
I had never possessed, the thing which
T had quite easily managed without until
now.

““T was filled with a strange ecstasy
for I knew that 1 had contacted my
former life. I reasoned with myself for
I knew that there is no life without
thought and in the realm of thought
there is no time; only truth. I had come
here to renounce the world and all the
things on which the world sete price. I
was taking the final vows as an initiate of
the Order of Cistercians. T was to
become one of the brethren, free (I
thought) forever of the ties of this world.

““Kneeling there beneath those lofty
arches, in the shadows and in the candle-
light I began whispering a creed of the
Church. Some of it 1 knew I did not
understand.

““When I had finished I raised my
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head. There was a faint whisper and a
movement in the dimness above me. Then
I discerned a figure standing before me
clad in a soft purple robe.

“I fell forward on my knees at the
foot of the steps.

¢ ‘Father, I am here!’

‘A cool breeze flowed down the steps
fanning the flames of the great candles
behind.

““ “What did men eall thee in the
world 2’ The voice came from the purple
robed figure.

¢ ‘Sylvanus Wolsey.’

‘“ ‘How many years didst thou live in
the world ?’

¢ ‘Highteen years.’

¢ “And now thou seekest the path of
Truth.’

¢ ‘T do. There is nothing higher than
truth. The mind which knoweth truth
is deathless.’

““The voice went on asking questions
to which I diligently replied, for those
who had taught me had prepared me for
this hour.

““ ‘Dost thou renounce the World for
the Heavenly Kingdom %’

¢ ¢TI renounce the World to serve the
Prince of all the Warld. 1 flee tempta-
tion and vanity and evil and the jeal-
ousies of men.’ )

“Then the vision became blurred but
I saw other scenes of that life. I was a
Cistercian monk. Omne who had with-
drawn from the world at eighteen years
old. shocked by its coarseness and hor-
rified by its vice.

““Sowing the good earth and reaping
again or gathering berries or fruit or
herbs to be used in the kitchen. Pray-
ing in the Abbey (for it was only in re-
cent years that it had been called a
Cathedral). Reading, writing, pacing
cloisters. But always in silence for I
had taken the vow of silence. _

““At dead of night the bells in the
tower summoned me to midnight service
in the chapel for it was wickedness to
sleep at that hour. Inside it was ecold
and dark save for the flickering of dim
tapers which made light and shadow
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amongst those gathered there. But I
loved to hear the voices and the musice
enchanted me. It was sweet like a
dream 1 had onece of sighing trees.

““ And returning across the cloisters
to the dormitory I would pause awhile
and look up to see the stars for they were
all known to me. I learned them and
counted them when I was alone.

‘‘Before sunrise, early in the morn-
ing, hooded monks walked silently again
into the dark Abbey to praise God for the
coming day. Heads bowed they moved
silently for the tenor of life within the
monastery was gentle,
like that of a song of

sleep.
‘““Above the altar
magnificent  stained

glass windows looked
out towards the hills.
And in the morning
as the sun was rising
I would watch the
pale blue light dis-
pelling the shades of
darkness, gradually
gaining in splendor
until at . length it
shone threough the
glass in shafts of
multicolored light—
blue, ecrimson, saf-
fron, or violet, in the robes of the saints.
It was a glorious light, which was the
inspiration of my life and in some mys-
terious way it suggested eternal things.

“My mind moved from picture to
picture, vague and dreamlike. T must
have lived so long amongst the same
things that they had become framed in
my mind and chancing across the place
of my previous inearnation had awak-
ened them just as one remembers events
long past in the present life,

“TI saw myself walking and praying
under-dark arches amongst other men,
yet always alone and silent. These men
were like myself and there was a calm
simplicity about their lives, their faces
were sad and they shed many tears.

““I could see again the scene framed
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from the window of my cell. There were
fields and trees leading towards wind-
swept hills. The hills were bare save
for three old trees which grew close to-
gether upon the summit. In bed I could
discern them standing high up as though
leaning against a grey sky. Sometimes
it seemed to me that they were no longer
trees but three great crosses and that the
center one was taller than the other two
and upon its weary branches wicked men
had nailed an innocent man.

“‘Phe religious quiet of Saint-Gaudens
was made into a story and the fame of
its virtue spread over
the hills into the
world. And people
in far-off countries
across the sea dream-
ed of making pilgrim-
ages there, as if it
were holy land. And
there came to the
cloisters and cells
of Saint - Gaudens
princes who had for-
saken their earthly
crowns dreaming only
of Crowns of Thorns.

““And the pilgrims
made a road over the
hills, coming from
far-off lands on the
other side of the hills which were a dark
wall between Saint-Gaudens and the
outside world.

“Then my mind wandered to the
township as it is now. The hills and the
cathedral had remained the same, but in
nine hundred years the little village had
grown into a town and houses and build-
ings had spread up the slopes of the
hills and across the stream. ’

‘“As my thoughts wandered so my be-
ing was drawn at the same time and I
went forth from that vast church down
into the valley and over the hills, and as I
walked the days and the nights seemed
to pass over me and I thought that I was
back in the present time, but I was not
tired for my heart was filled with great
songs. I walked on past the babbling
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mountain streams, and little ferns grew
all around.

“‘Then came one down the hillside, so
magnificent that I stopped and bowed
my head for I dare not behold his face.

¢ “And was it to flee temptation and
men tha tthou becamest a monk?’ asked
a voice. But I was filled with fear and
could not answer. ‘Thou hast known
death many times upon this earth, for
thou canst not know life save through
death.’

¢ “Thou hast lived near God but away
from men. Thou ecanst not serve thy
brothers when thou art locked away from
men. I say, therefore, go out into the
world and be near them. Stay near evil
and temptation and wrestle with them
and thy triumph will make thee free.
Thou hast known love but not given love.
Go back into the world and make all men
love thee.’

“When I raised my head the vision
had gone as it had come and the trees
were still and the place was filled with a
holy quiet.

““Then I prayed and my prayer was
from my heart and I loved God and his
marvelous Plan of Reincarnation which
makes all men free.

““T was back in my room and even now
I am not sure if I left that room in my
physical body to experience these things,
but one thing I know : from that moment
my illness left me and I was well again.
I felt strong and healthy and full of
the vitality of youth. A miracle had
happened to me.

““Since then I thought much about
God’s Plan. Reincarnation makes me
happy. 1t ennobles and gives purpose
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to life, dispelling doubts and uncer-
tainties. Through it is found the key
which unlocks the door to the great mys-
teries and problems of the world. It is
the only philosophy which can bring rest
and peace to the soul. It flocds all one’s
life with light.”’

Long after he had gone I sat on. What
a strange experience, I thought. ,

Just as T was getting up to move away
a lady came towards me and I recognized
my hostess, Liady Charidy, mistress of
Coombe Lodge. She was a charming
person, full of grace and charity.

““I haven’t seen you amongst the
guests this evening,’’ she remarked; ‘I
sent my maid half an hour ago to fetch
you but she said that you were sitting
here alone and seemed not to hear her
when she spoke to you. I have come my-
self to bring you. The guests are wait-
ing for you to sing one of your delight-
ful songs. Miss Smith has asked me to
ask vou if you would sing The Mountains
of Mourne by request.”’

‘T shall be only too delighted, Lady
Charidy!”’

Next day I made inquiries concerning
my friend at the house where I had first
taken him and to my amazement I was
told that he had quietly passed away in
an armchair in an upstairs room near
the window about three weeks ago. This
news made me sad until I thought about
what he had said:

“AIl must pass through that dark
door, 1t matters not whether it be today
or tomorrow.”’

If we take ¢ powerful arc-light stercopticon and focus i upon a

screen which the sun shines upon, %o picture is seemn.

But if we shut

out sunrays g brilliont picture appears.

The sun of everyday conditions shuls out past life pictures.

When

we learn to let our semses die to the present we may lve in the past.
People reading a book neither see nor hear; they live in the book.

—Max Heindel



Repression--Depression
A Father's Letter to His Son

By LawrenceE A. CULVER

LTHOUGH it gives me a pang
TN of apprehension, Sonny, it also
ﬁi& makes me very proud of you to
see that you are thinking for yourself.
Professors who know all about it say that
very few people really think. But you
do think, Sonny; you who are not yet
twelve years old.

Because I love you so very, very much,
I think that you are the most wonderful
thing in the world. But when I consider
the matter impersonally, T see that many
of your friends, boys of your own age,
are thinking also.

All of those who think do not express
themselves as freely as you do. Some of
them are not able to put their thoughts
into words. Others have learned from
experience that if they say what they
think, their parents, teachers, and other
grown-ups, are likely to bhe terribly
shocked. " Thus they keep their thoughts
to themselves,

Paid instructors, who may or may not
know what it is all about are undisturbed.
They know that in due time the system
will wear you down to the point where
you will fit the common pattern, for the
Don’t! Don’t! Don’t! of the grown-ups is
slowly but surely damming up energy
that will sometime break the restraining
wall. The resulting damage may be
mental, moral, or physical.

If the damage is mostly mental, you
will become the average person, unable
to think for yourself—a sheep who makes
but the feeblest protests at being shorn,
and therefore a good citizen.

If the damage is mostly moral, you
may do things that the world calls
(43 bad. »”

If the damage is mostly physical, you
will receive more or less sympathy, and
contribute much of what you earn to the
doctors of medicine.

Occasionally, as a freak result of re-
pression, we have an intellectual. It is
my desire to sacrifice all inelination to-
ward intellectuality and try to become
intelligent. With this in mind I shall
make a fresh start.

““‘There really isn’t any hell, is there?”’
“Why do people die?”’ ‘“Why all the
mystery about sex?’’ Of all the questions
that you have asked me, I remember
these most persistently. You did not ask
them until you were sure that I would
not scold you for thinking of such things,
or even consider you downright sinful
for asking questions that I might not be
able to answer. Fortunately, I was able
to answer them to your complete satis-
faction.

In answering these and other ques-
tions, I am careful not to quote any au-
thority. I have diseovered that you have
absolutely no respect for authority. You
want reasons, reasons that sound reason-
able, that fit in with the other things
that you know or believe to be true. Your
respect for your teachers is not at all
what it might be, because they so often
refer you to some dogmatic authority
when what you want are reasons that
satisfy your inquiring mind.

For many years I was an honor pupil
in a Sunday School. And of all things
that were taught to me during all those
years, I remember just one outstanding
fact. This is that the earth is exactly
four thousand and some odd years old. 1
accepted that as coming from authority.
I supposed that the authority was the
Bible. I believed it.

Later, when I found that the earth is
considerably older, I lost faith in all that
I had been taught. At the same time I
lost faith in all authority.

Of course it was not that one thing
alone. That was only one of the many
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untrue ‘‘facts’’ that I was taught in
Sunday School. And the grammar
school was just as bad. How many, many
things were taught me there that are no
longer taught because those things have
been proven false.

I now know that the Bible was not re-
sponsible for what some narrow-minded,
unthinking, bigoted, pompous, authorita-
tive churchman put into my Sunday
School lessons. I have regained full con-
fidenee in the Bible; but for many years
I had little respect for this most valuable
guide to wisdom.

My instinet is to ‘‘protect’” you from
wine, women, and song, and all the
things this trinity have come to stand
for. But my reason tells me that to do
so by force or by repressive laws would
be not only wrong but actually a crime
against nature.

In the first place, you may never be
the moral weakling that T have been.
You may have a mueh stronger char-
acter than I have had. In that case, these
evils will die a natural death. Or even
if you are tempted, you may be strong
enough to overcome temptation, thereby
doing much to further strengthen your
character. In either case, it will be
nnnecessary to spend the huge sums that
we are now spending to support the
activities of professional reformers.

But even if you could rise above the
temptations that would present them-
selves under natural conditions, it is
quite likely that you will be intrigued
into at least a few indiseretions under
the conditions which are brought about
by repressive laws. Stolen apples are
more attractive, even though they are
green and sour, than the luscious fruit
displayed upon the sideboard. Therefore
vou will not escave the appeal of forbid-
den things.

If you have bad desires and are un-
able to eontrol them yourself, no one can
control them for you. Any other man
has a right to protect himself and his
possessions from you. Other men may
band together and delegate their right
of self-protection to a policeman who
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may then protect them from you. They
may pass protective laws and use foree
to make them effective.

But no man can delegate that which
he has never possessed. No power on
earth has a right to protect you from
yourself. You have a right to go your
own way as long as you do not injure
others without - the permission of the
injured.

Later, after it is too late to do you
much good, you will study psychology
and learn that most, if not all, human
ills are the result of inhibitions which are
caused by repressions. You have a right
to repress your desires and thus bring
trouble upon yourself if you wish to do
s0; but no one else, either singly or in
combination with. others, has a right to
repress you foreibly or to pass repressive
laws directed at you.

It would be an insult to your intelli-
gence if I were to fear that you will
jump to the conclusion that any part of
this is an argument for following the
dictates of desire. If you are wise, you
will not repress your desires but will
direct into constructive channels the
energy generated by desire. If society
were wise, 1t would not pass dictatorial
laws caleulated to repress you, but would
tell you the reason why certain conduct
is desirable or the reverse, and would
show vou how to direct your desires into
constructive channels.

Since it is the purpose of nature that
human character shall in time reach per-
fection ; since it is only by slowly but
surely improving that we can ever reach
perfection ; since each person must by
his own efforts make any improvement
that is made in his own moral muscle;
since repressions and inhibitions are a
detriment to character development, it
follows that any repressive law is a erime
against nature.

But—I am ‘‘my brother’s keeper.”’
This is the one and only excuse that the
reformers have for their activities. Since
it is true, it cannot he successfully re-
futed. Therefore, professionals, who
find it most profitable to advocate pro-
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hibitive measures, blazon it upon their
banners and fool the unthinking multi-
tude into supporting them.

I am my brother’s keeper. But this
does not justify me in robbing him of
free will. You have free will because
you were made in God’s image. The
greatest sin that one man may commit
against another is to interfere with this
God-given prerogative. This is not a
dogmatic pronouncement. Later I shall
give you all the reasons that you may
desire, but my present object is to set
forth general principles.

The natural laws that apply to an in-
dividual also apply to any group of in-
dividuals. Just as repressions will in
time bring physical, mental, and moral
ills to the individual, so repressive laws
have brought physical, mental, and moral
ills upon society.

:Authorities have blamed the present
depressed condition of the world upon
everything from Wall Street to sun
spots. .It is pleasant to listen to those
who make us feel that all of our troubles
are due to the other fellow or to some-
thing for which we are not responsible.
But the fact is that each one of us is, as a
member of society, responsible for the
acts of society, and by repressive laws we
have brought about our own ills. There
is. more to language than is dreamed of
in many a philosophy, and it is not for
nothing that, as words, repression and
depression have so much in common,

I-am my. brother’s keeper. The fact
is-foreed upon us in many ways, for
truly a man cannot live unto himself.
But I am not the keeper of a prison, of
a place of repression. I am the keeper
of a lighthouse, and my light will in some
degree, small or great, guide my brother
along the path of life. This is also the
word of authority. But it is not a popu-
lar authority because this doctrine places
the responsibility where it belongs, di-
rectly upon our own shoulders. It is an
easy and an ego-satisfying matter to
criticize the light of others, but no
sinecure to keep our own light trimmed
and burning brightly.

‘We continue to try the easier way;

TaE ROSICRUCIAN MAGAZINE

we also continue to suffer. And we shall
continue to suffer as long as we continue
to live and think in opposition to nat-
ural law. The edict of nature is that we
must progress upon the path of char-
acter evolution. We can make progress
only by tending each his own light.

No power on earth has the right to rob
us of free will, and nature does not do
so. We may continue in the wrong way
for as long as we choose. But just so
long as we violate natural law we must
suffer; and in time suffering will bring
us to our senses. But nature is not im-
patient; in the end, ‘‘ Thy will be done,”’
becomes fact.

I know my own past too well to sup-
pose that I can at this late date improve
my light so that it will shine out over
any great portion of the world’s wilder-
ness. But because of you, Sonny, I want
this light, no matter how small, to be
pure, clean, and flawless. It will not be
entirely so but in trying, I shall gain
some progress along the path.

And even if there is no path, even if
it is all a trackless waste, and the whole
thing a striving without purpose, I am
the gainer. For I am happy. I suppose
that it is happiness, when it comes to the
final analysis, that I have searched the
world for. I have never been happy be-
fore. I am happy now because I feel
that T am helping you a little bit, at least, .
and that I may possibly be able to help
you a great deal.

I might draw a lesson from this and
preach a sermon. But the wvery fact
shows the futility of preaching. Haven’t
preachers been telling me all my life that
happiness can be found only in unselfish
service? And haven’t I gone my own
way selfishly seeking happiness where it
could not possibly be found? Does any-
one believe what others tell them ? Does
not everyone have to learn for himself?

You will have to learn for yourself,
Sonny. Mostly, you will have to learn
by experience; and in this I cannot help
you. But you have a spark of reason;
and unless ‘‘they’’ kill within you the
urge to think, you may learn something
by observation and reason.
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You know that I have traveled in
many foreign lands and in most of the
states of the Union. And it has been no
conducted tour. I have not restricted
my sight-seeing to places mentioned in
the guide books, and I have not restricted
my human contacts to any one class.

Because you know that I have been
and seen, you listen with respect to what
I have to say. You trust me because I
never scold you for anything. I never
tell you that you must not do a thing
because it is bad. I do not tell you that
you must not do a thing for any reason.
‘Who am T to tell you what you must or
must not do? But I do tell you the rea-
sons why certain things may be foolish,
You, and you alone, are the judge. You
may do exactly as you please. There is
no hint of repression. If you listen, it
is because you respect me; if you heed,
it is because you value my good opinion.
I am glad. '

There are those who complain because
you will not listen to reason, meaning
that you have not much faith in their
Jjudgment. But you will listen to rea-
sons. In fact, your young mind demands
reasons; it lives and grows upon reasons;
and, if the usual system is followed, it
will finally starve to death for the lack
of reasons. Just as surely as the physieal
body will starve without food, ¢o the hu-
man mind will starve if it is not prop-
erly fed. The fact that only a small per-
centage of adults do think is proof posi-
tive that the mind has failed to live and
grow. What price our present system of
education ?

These reasons upon which your mind
must grow, to be effective, must not be
predigested and concentrated in the
form of reason. The avidity with which
your young mind takes to theory seems
to'me to be proof that reasong, which are
the things that theory is made of, are the
natural food to which a growing mind
properly turns. The reason why I be-
lieve that you are better able to think
than T am is that you are more ready to
hear new theories than to expound
your own, while I become impatient at
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hearing the theories of others but get
considerable pleasure from expounding
my own,

You have said, ‘‘There really isn’t
any hell, is there?’”’ and we talked it
over and reached a conclusion that we
think may probably be true, giving our
minds food that is, at least temporarily,
satisfying. You have asked, ‘““Why do
people die?’’ and now we know some
possibly good reasons why people die.
‘We do not think that we know all about
it; but we have a theory that is as satis-
fying to the mind as a good meal is to
the stomach.

And there was a question that has
a more immediately practical value.
“When I was a little boy, I was toid that
it was naughty to take cookies from the
pantry. I am also told that everything
pertaining to sex is naughty. I am not
especially interested in the matter, ex-
cept for the fact that the old folks say
it’s naughty, which makes me curious.
I am intrigued. I have an idea that I
shall, in spite of the lack of desire, some-
time—in fact, almost any time—try out

-everything that can be tried in that con-

nection, just to satisfy my euriosity.”’

You did not state the matter in those
words. You did not state it all at one
time. But you agree with me that it is a
fair way of putting the proposition.

‘We have talked it all over. With my
knowledge and your ability to think, we
built a theory that proved eminently
satisfactory. This theory may not be the
final word. Some day, when you are
many years older, you will take it out .
and possibly revise it. But the present
theory satisfies your mind. Thus the
question is removed from the list of cur-
rent business. It has been pigeon-holed,
releasing the mind to explore in more
promising and productive fields. Thus
the energy generated by desire is being
used in mind building.

O Sonny, dear pal of mine, may I
always be able to help you direct your
desires into constructive channels to the
end that you may escape the common lot
of repression-depression,
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“Needles and Pins”’

By Grace A. FENDLER

w NE of the most popular and ac-
‘v- | claimed plays of the year, now
V= @ on a transcontinental tour, is
“Needles and Ping’’; and it elosely fol-
lows the title of one of its own songs in
being ‘‘socially significant.”’ But this
fact is side-stepped by dramatic re-
viewers to an astonishing degree. Too
bold and bald to have its importance
minimized, too powerful to be belittled
by sarcastic comments, newspapers con-
tent themselves with complimentary
phrases, and emphasize only the play’s
most innocuous songs and episodes.

Yet, in its subtle implications and ob-
seured motivation, the play is revolu-
tionary in more than one sense. The
well-publicized story of its inception and
bringing-to-birth is a familiar one. Spon-
sored by the International Ladies’ Gar-
ment Workers Union, it is episodic in
character, thus adapting to its own pur-
pose the newer dramatic form of ‘‘Re-
. vues’’ and ‘‘Black-Outs.”” It uses plain
language—in some cases, very plain—and
does not hesitate to poke good clean fun
at everything and everybody, including
radical agitators themselves. In this it
uses the age-old practice of presenting
sub-surface ideas to the public under the
masque of ‘‘amusement.’’

The curtain rises on a group of people
who announce themselves as ‘‘Everyday
men and women from the shops.”” That
is what they are, or were,
before their dramatic de-
but; and they are garbed
as ordinary factory work-
ers. As the play progresses,
there is a rising crescendo
of costuming until finally
the men are in nifty busi-
ness suits and white dinner
jackets; and one of the fe-
male star performers ap-
pears in a white chiffon

evening gown with beautifully Trapun-
toed white satin coat.

The individual episodes of the play
have little or no obvious connection with
one another; nevertheless the connection
exists and is well indicated in the title
‘‘Needles and Pins.”” Superficially, this
phrase seems indicative only of the ac-
cessories of their crafts; and this is true
in a Double Meaning. While factually
it relates to the means by which new gar-
ments for public wearing or utility (i.e.,
vehicles of thought) are held together
while in process of construction, it also
holds more than a hint of the quality of
both needles and pins to ‘“prick’ or
‘‘get under your skin’’ or open up cen-
ters of fermentation; and this is the true
function of this most amazing play.

Numbers like ‘‘Sunday in the Park,”’
““One Big Union for Two,”’ and “‘It’s
not Cricket to Picket’” are entertaining
and more or less harmless. But they
serve as a mere background or skeleton
framework for the real ‘‘“meat of the
matter.”” There are two antiwar preach-
ments, ‘‘The General is Unveiled’’ and
the highly diverting ¢‘ Four Little Angels
of Peace.”” The ‘‘Angels’’ are broad

_take-offs of Hitler, Mussolini, Chamber-

lain, and an Oriental Power. In tin
halos and white robes, three of them are
in conclave and one playfully shoots an
arrow (Cupid-wise) into Chamberlain
off-stage. He enters some-
what handicapped in his
communion with the others
by trying to extract it from
his rear anatomy. The al-
lusion to the simking of
British vessels is plain and
funny. The Angels all
profess their desire for
Peace; but end up by a
general melee In which
each is both attacker and
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attacked. With halos torn off, their rent
angel sleeves disclose machine guns in
the hands of all; and in the ensuing
struggle, all succumb and sink down bat-
tered and helpless, on the floor.

Federal Theatre Projects in ‘‘F.T.P.
Plowed Under’’ gets a ‘‘saucy slap on
th