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The Return of the Christ Spirit

The Christmas Spirit is a living reality to all who have evolved
the Christ within. The average man or woman feels it only around
the holidays, but the illumined mystic sees and feels it months before
and months after the culminating point on Holy Night.

In September there is a change in the earth’s atmosphere; a light
begins to glow in the heavens. It seems to pervade the whole solar
universe; gradually it grows more intense and seems to envelop our
globe. Then it penetrates the surface of the planet and finally con-
centrates itself in the center of the earth. On Holy Night it attains its
minimum size and maximum brilliancy. Then it begins to radiate the
light concentrated, and gives new life to the earth wherewith to carry
on the activities of nature during the coming year.

This is the beginning of the great cosmic drama, ‘‘From the
Cradle to the Cross,”” which is enacted annually during the winter
months. The Spirit of Liove is eternally born of the Father, day by
day, hour by hour, endlessly flowing into the solar universe to redeem
us from the world of matter which enmeshes us in its death grip.

Everyone who aspires to become a cosmic character, a savior of
mankind, must be prepared to offer himself as a sacrifice again and
again for his fellow men. This is the great destiny that is before every
one of us. Fach one is a Christ-in-the-making, if he will be, for as
Christ said to His disciples: ‘‘He that believeth on me, the works that I
do shall he do also . . . and greater.”’ —Max Heindel.
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Our Annual Christmas Gift

By Kirrie S. CoweN

| UR world and all that is evolving within and upon it, is now

! Y importance than any material happening which could pos-
sibly take place. An event which the masses of humanity hardly no-
tice and yet an occurrence of such vast and far-reaching importance
that the tremendousness of its scope and consequences can scarcely be
conceived. ‘

True, the annual Christmas season is known practically to all
civilized people, but the real meaning of the event is known, accepted,
and understood by only a few of them. Again, it is true that a great
Spirit known as the Christ, appeared on the earth, associated with and
taught a part of humanity for a period of some three years, and the
birth of the physical body used by Him during this time cccurred at
about the date stated in historical records. And this birth is the event
celebrated by the Christian people each year on the 25th of December.
But there is an event of far greater significance attached to this season
of the year, which has to do with the annual journey of the sun through
the various signs of the zodiac and the annual return of this great
Spirit to the earth for a sojourn lasting six months out of each year.

‘Were the sun not to make this annual journey year after year, the
earth would soon become a barren waste; and just as surely did the
Christ Spirit not return to the earth year after year, similar results
would obtain; for it is the combined force of the sun and that of the
Christ Spirit which makes the manifestation of life possible on our
earth at the present time. The two forces must work together in order
to achieve results,

The energizing Christ force begins to draw into the earth at about
the time of the autumnal equinox, September 21st, and reaches its cen-
ter at the winter solstice, December 24th. From this central point it
permeates every atom of the earth from center to circumference.

The reason why the northern latitudes respond more quickly to
this life-giving force is because of the angle of inclination of the earth’s
axis. .

In summer in northern latitudes as far north as 2314 degrees, the
rays of the sun fall almost vertically upon the northern hemisphere;

approaching another annual current event which is of more -
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but the oblique angle at which they strike the southern hemisphere at
that time is such that there is little strength carried with them. Spring
in the north receives both the Christ forece and*the inereasing force of
the sun’s vertical rays at the same time, and life is brought into mani-
festation under this dual power. In the south, the Christ force per-
meating the earth unaided by the sun’s force embodied in the vertical
rays cannot arouse into activity the life injected into the earth in that
region by the Christ, and this spring manifestation of renewed life in

" the north is delayed in the south until fall (September 21st), when the

sun visits the southland on his yearly journey, and his vertical rays fall

" there. By this time the Christ life has partially dissipated itself and is

therefore not quite so fully available for promoting renewed growth.
The Christ force is at its greatest potency on Holy Night because
its energy is then quite centralized. This is the time of the greatest
spiritual awakening in both the northern and southern hemispheres, but
physical results are not obtained until the forees embodied in the verti-
cal rays of the physical sun are joined to the force of those of the

Christ Spirit.

It is true that at the present
time the northern hemisphere has
a decided advantage over the
southern one, as regards its evolu-
tion; but at a future period, the
rotation of the earth’s pole will

- bring the southern hemisphere into
the same relative position as that
which now obtains at the northern
one, and then the southern hemis-
phere will have a like advantage
over the northern one. Thus ulti-
mately, both hemispheres receive

the same advantage although it is given alternately.

" It should be noted that it is elways the angle of the sun’s rays
united with the Christ force annually released within the earth that
produces the manifestation of renewed life. When the life force of the
great Christ‘Spirit enters the earth each year at the winter solstice, it
penetrates the entire globe equally. This force is simply latent in the
south until through the movement of the earth around the sun, the
proper angular effect is produced which releases this latent fructifying
power. ' ‘

" At the present stage of the earth’s evolution and that of man, the
sun’s rays alone cannot acomplish'the work of rejuvenation and frueti-
fication on this globe. Therefore had not some additional help been
given our earth, all creations evolving on'it would have perished
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soon. Realizing the dire calamity which was approaching, the Christ

Spirit, the very highest one of the archangelic life wave, volunteered to -

- sacrifice Himself during one half of the year, absenting Himself from
His true home, the World of Life Spirit, and entering into the low,
cramping conditions of our earth to furnish from His own life force
the needed energy required by the sun to accomplish its work on our
earth.

In the World-of Life Spirit the work carried on has to do with the
foree expressing love, unity, sensations, and imagination as related to
spiritual manifestation. Consequently during the Christ’s six months
on the earth plane He is foregoing the experiences He would gain in
working with these spiritual forces, all of which would greatly further
the development of His own spiritual powers.: Furthermore, during
His annual six month’s stay in the earth the Christ Spirit suffers ex-
tremely, not only on account of the cramping, erystallized conditions
of the earth, but He also feels intensely all of the evil that is com-
mitted here, owing to the highly sensitized condition of His vehicles.

The Christ Spirit being attuned perfectly to the vibrations of love,

unity, sensations, and imagination has the- power to awaken these
forces in mankind on the principle that if one of two tuning forks of
exactly the same piteh is struck, the sound will induce the same vibra-
tion in the other, weak to begin with, but if the stroke is repeated often
enough the second fork will give out a louder and louder tone until it
will emit a volume of sound-equal to that of the original fork sounded.

Each individual has within him or her self, in potentiality, all
of the powers of the ‘Christ Spirit, and as He comes to earth each year
sounding His own high spiritual vibration, He is helping man to de-
velop these same powers within,
powers which will ultimately free
him from selfishness, greed, and
all other separating propensities
until finally he will manifest a
power like unto the Christ which
will result in the ultimate redemp-
tion of mankind. Then it will-be

" that men shall beat their swords into plowshares and their spears

into pruninghooks, and truly nations shall not lift up their swords
against nations, neither shall they longer go to war.

However, until this result has been accomplished, the great Christ
Spirit will return to our earth year after year, sacrificing Himself
for the redemption of mankind, bearing the gift of His own life force
to humanity until the powers of our own Spirit become fully developed
so that we can sound forth our own perfectly attuned call of Peace on
earth and good will unto man.
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THE
MYSTIC LIGHT

>
1

, Christmas--an Opportunity

By Eminy W. LORTCHER

O Holy Child of Bethlehem,
~ Descend to us, we pray;
Cast out our sin, and enter in,
Be born in us today. ,
—Phillips Brooks.

O

NE of the most popular
among our present-day my-
thical heroes is Superman
who appears as other men
but who has within himself
superior capabilities. that
can master practically any

emergency after all ordinary human
efforts have been tried, and failed. Only
then does he bring into action his hid-
den power which enables him to strike
directly at the heart of the situation;
and, in this he is not likely to fail.

This idea of man’s possessing super-
normal powers appeals to young and
cld, and through its repeated presenta-
tion the mass consciousness is being
conditioned for the disecovery that man
does possess Power beyond the physical
and that the development and wuse of
this Power is within the grasp of every
human being. There is only one Power—
God. This, then, is the Power specialized
by the Christ which made Him superior
to man at all times. The purpose of
His earthly mission was to teach man
how to use this Power which was and
is available to whom-so-ever-will; and
also to teach him its use in miracle-
appearing magic. How can we prove

the existence of this latent Power
within us? How develop it and make
it a usable force in our daily lives?

A certain Joan X. once sincerely
asked this question of herself and the
answer was instantaneous. As a child
she suffered what she considered a most
unfortunate experience, but without it
she would not have known the future
victory which so revolutionized her des-
tiny. In her presence her parents
thoughtlessly discussed ghost stories,
often of a terrifying nature, which they
claimed were true, wholly indifferent to
the little girl’s impressionable mind
and the terror complex their tales were
building—a complex which so increased
with the years that as an adult she was
afraid to be alone in her own home even
in the daytime. To spend the night
alone was as unthinkable to her as to
sleep in a graveyard or a haunted house.
This inhibiting torment was affecting
her health and she prayed for release.

One day The Rosicrucian Cosmo-Con-
ception by Max Heindel was placed in
her hands. Its message revealed the
door to liberation. Here was no vague
promise of blind faith, but a scientifie
explanation of an unfailing Law, a
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Principle which, by virtue of its very
nature, has to work for us when we obey
its precepts. This, then, was what
Christ meant when He promised: ‘Lo,
I am with you alway,”” but who also
admonished, ““KNOCK, and it shall be
opened unto you’’; and ‘““CALL upon
Me.”” When we do that, according to
this great Law, the Christ power within
our own being is released within us and
our need is unfailingly met. When we
CALL upon-HIM, He never fails us.
So it was with Joan.

Having read The Cosmo-Concéption
and accepted its message, she wanted to
be alone to think it all through. Some
time previously she had built a cabin
on a peaceful, lovely lake, but, because
of her secret terror, she always took
some guest along for ‘‘protection.’”’
Now, however, she felt the need of being
alone, to think, alone, that is, for a few
hours in the sunshine during the day
but certainly not at night. Arrange-
ments had been made to spend her
nights with a neighbor. After her first
night there Joan gathered her books to-
gether, carried her beach chair into the
morning sunshine outside her own
cabin, and pondered deeply and se-
riously the new Teachings and what
they could mean in her life. Finally
she declared: ‘“‘I’ll try it! I'll give up
meat, cigarettes, and other violations of
this perfect Law. I’ll do all I can to
walk The Path.”’

This, to Joan, seemed to cover every-
thing, but what happened then proved
to her conclusively the presence and
fidelity of some Higher Intelligence
that ‘‘neither slumbers nor sleeps.”’
Instantly, as sharply as though they had
been shouted in her ear, flashed into
her consciousness these words: ‘‘If you
really mean that, sleep here alone.”’
‘What an idea! It so staggered Joan that
she laughed. ““Why,”” she gasped,
‘“that’s preposterous. I must have
imagined it.”’ But instantly the com-
mand was repeated, unmistakably, ‘‘If
you really mean that, sleep here alone.’’
Joan shuddered in the sunlight, the old
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terror chilling her at the very thought.
To shut out a repetition of the persist-
ent idea, she picked up a little book
nearby and opened it at random. These
are the words her frightened eyes stared
at: ‘‘Beware of fear that spreadeth,
like the black and soundless wings of
midnight bat, between the moonlight
of thy soul, and thy great goal.”’
Coincidence? Impossible! She now
knew beyond a doubt that she was be-
ing challenged by that Power which
she had just declared she believed in
and had promised to obey. By her sin-
cere declaration she had CALLED upon
One who now proved that He is always
at hand and—IIe had answered. But
how could so much be demanded of her?
(C'ould she survive such a strain? Why,
if she did this thing, she parried, she
might even die of fright. But with
every such Jjustification instantly the
persistent command struck clearly

P
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through her consciousness. There is
no need to go into the terrific inner
struggle Joan suffered that day. The
decision was finally made. ‘‘ All right,”’
she cried, “‘I’ll do it. Even if it kills
me.”” She went at once to her neigh-
bor to bring home her belongings.

Having made such a vital resolution,
one might expect that a great spiritual
support would be forthcoming, remov-
ing all obstacles and making the way
to its fulfillment easy. But wise Nature
decrees otherwise. The spiritual uplift
and support are present indeed but so
also are forces bemt upon frustrating
spiritual progress. Such was dJoan’s
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discovery. = Everything seemed sud-
denly determined to break down her
resolve. Her neighbor, who knew of
her terror, used every argument toward
this end and, finally, the woman, after
dark, deliberately read her a ghost
story. Joan was also reminded that it
was the dark of the moon and before
she left for home a threatening storm
broke and the wind wailed through the
open country, wiping every star from
the Dblackening heavens. Alternately
the girl weakened, then resolved, dozens
of times, but bedtime found her true to
her promise. She entered her cabin
alone and, with her heart pounding in
her ears, she managed to undress. Then
her body "stiffened. The light. This
was the climax of her ordeal. Couldn’t
she at least leave the light burning?

Her own heart beat the answer. She
must go the whole way. She groaned
audibly and gasped a prayer. Then,
with shaking hand she thrust from her
the last visible support and half sob-
bing, ‘‘I’ve got nothing left now—Dbut
God,”” she rushed into bed. Nothing?
Simple girl. In a moment she was to
- discover the greatest oceult truth in
the universe, namely, he who relies upon
God, has EVERYTHING. For a few
minutes, deep under the covers, the
shuddering girl huddled painfully, her
eyes squeezed tight to shut out the
awful blackness. But very soon, in the
mysterious interior of this human being,
a miracle occurred, an indefinable trans-
formation that mortal tongue can never
describe or mortal mind coneceive, a
miracle that each must experience him-
self to understand. The unfailing Law
was made manifest within a person-
ality. How could human speech con-
fine that in words?

One instant a cringing, terrified,
miserable creature; the next, a relaxed,
confident, secure child of God. How it
happened Joan did not understand, but
hardly had she slipped into bed when
she felt, literally, every vestige of fear
withdraw from her and rush away like
a defeated enemy, and in its place
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poured into and through her entire
being, PEACE—warm, satisfying, lib-
erating peace, such as Joan in her en-
tire life had never even dreamed existed.
Afraid! Never again! She looked into
the friendly darkness, and smiled. Safe?
What human protection ever gave her
this sensation of complete safeness? She
boldly raised her arms, stretched her
body, breathed deep the sweetness of
her new security, and thanked God over
and over for so great a miracle. She
was freed at last. Freed because she,
herself, had opened the door into her
own everpresent Spirit; into the un-
failing response of the unfailing Law.

Now, the important factor is this.
Had the same girl been forced by others
to spend the night alone, she might
actually have died from fright because
the spiritual contact would not have
been made. Terror congeals our ve-
hicles so they cannot respond to the
efforts of the Spirit to comfort and
protect. In Joan’s case her own per-
sistent Will broke through that barrier
because she undertook the ordeal from
choice, which released within her the
Power of the Spirit, the protective Pres-
ence of the inner Self. When we do
that we not only feel safe but we are
safe from every adverse influence.
Spirit is infinite. Before its high vibra-
tions evil, which is finite, must flee or
be destroyed, it cannot withstand the
protective intensity of released spirit.

Each of us is his own Path to the
great Goal. Within each personality
are his respective enemies that stand be-
tween that person and his own indwell-
ing Christ. Few might be faced by the
particular adversary of Joan’s expe-
rience but the internal struggle will be
the same and, ‘‘to him that overcom-
eth,”” the victory will be the same,
too—satisfying, solid, complete. There
will be a release of Power that will un-
failingly meet his need.

The approach to divinity might as-
sume other respects—love, faith, ser-
vice—but all must be galvanized by the
fire of a persistent Will to be effective.
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Sweet though they sound to the ear or
even appear to the eye, unless they are
rooted in something more dependable
than the selfish, fluctuating desire
body, something more persistent than the
vacillating mind, namely, the Will, they
fail to 1lift us above the limitations of
man. The sceptre in the hand of the
Superman is developed Will, not a
sporadic impulse of the bodies or per-
sonality, but an infallible attribute of
the Spirit. ‘‘Through sacrifice that
costs us something,”’ says Max Heindel,
‘“do we attain spirituality.’’

Christmas is the best time of the year
to use Will in a definite way toward
spiritual endeavor. At this pregnant
time the fruitage of every sincere effort
iy infinitely increased by the seasonal
outpouring of the Christ. Again Max
Heindel states: ‘‘Christmas is the sea-
son of greatest spiritual light. . . . The
floodtide is reached at Christmas, which
is therefore truly the holy season of the
year, the time when this spiritual light
is most easily contacted and specialized
by the aspirant.’’

‘What will we do this year with our
Christmas opportunity? Will we let it
pass, a -celebration of a day or two,
whose glamour dies with the date on the
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calendar? Or will we make a sincere
and persistent effort of the Will that
will ‘‘cost us something’’; make it an
experience that will break away some
specific barrier in our personality, re-
leasing within an infinite treasure, the
POWER that sets men FRER. If we

~do, the glory of this Christmas will in-

crease with the passing days, the com-
ing years. We will have opened a door
which no man can shut. We will have
touched the Presence of our own divine
identity and life will never be the same
again. A new creature in our.spiritual
expansion, we will walk through the
world’s vicissitudes confidently, vie-
toriously, a blessing to ourselves and a
light unto the feet of many who come
our way. ,

The magnificent battle is ours alone.
The victory, too, is ours, but so bound-
less are its blessings that many may
benefit therefrom. So, in the ecrucible
of persistent Will, are Christs born,
and so, in the refining fire of daily strug-
gle and conquest, do they grow. So, too,
does every victory, however small, en-
able us to give something of ourselves
toward the ‘‘ransom for many,”’ and in
so doing lighten a little the burden of
Him who gave so much to set us free.

Call and | Will Answer

By S. B. McINTYRE

HE sun was sinking toward the

west, when Helen Anthony in
"¢ | “he garden of her hilltop home,
gazed for a moment at the huge battle-
ship. plunging through heavy seas to-
ward the Golden Gate.

““That’s one thing I don’t fear for
Puddy any more. Now I know that he’s
safe from storm and seas in a haven on
the higher shore,”” Helen sadly mused,
as she turned to view the bare ground
around her newly painted house.

a
A

%)

“It’s clean at any rate,”’ she thought,
as she mounted steps to the back en-
trance, then moved on through the spot-
less bungalow, that had required her
full attention through the weeks since
relinquishing her war service position.
Her foosteps lagged as she neared the
entrance to her son’s room, and her
eyes became too blinded by tears for her
to see his treasures in the places where
he had left them.

Slowly she moved on to her living
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room, sank into a chair, pressed a hand-
kerchief to her eyes, then hurriedly
snatched it away. ‘I mustn’t ery!”’
she murmured. ‘‘Buddy feels my heart-
ache so acutely in his ethereal body. I
mustn’t divert his attention from his
work, but, dear Lord, do please tell me
what T can do to fill my lonely hours!’’
For a moment she sat in silent
thought, then sprang to her feet men-
tally exclaiming, ‘‘Jenny Gray and her
Infant Shelter! I haven’t visited her in

months! I’ll try to look gay, so Jenny

won’t worry over me because of my
still missing Buddy so much.”’

An hour later Helen, a trim little
figure in her dark blue suit, dropped to
her knees beside a couch in the Infant
Shelter living room, and flung comfort-
ing arms about her life-long friend.
However, Jenny was too deep in grief
to greet any one cheerfully.

In answer to Helen’s query, ‘‘Dear-
est, what is it?”’ Jenny thrust a
crumpled telegram into her hand, and
sobbed softly while Helen read:

The West Coast Cereal Company regrets
to inform you that a hurricane wrecked
the plane on which your brother-in-law,
James Ashley, left here yesterday. All on
board were lost. In accordance with in-
structions left with us, our representative
will shortly bring you papers that will
legalize your guardianship of Mr. Ashley’s
only child, Daniel.

“Danny and Jim were at the Center
Sunday evening, Jenny. First timé
I've seen them since your sister, Milly
passed on. Jim didn’t say a word then
about leaving town,”’ said Helen softly.

‘It was only Monday that his com-
pany made him the offer of a better
position in their plant up north. Jim
was delighted, and left Danny with me
while he went ahead to locate rooms for
them. Now Danny has no one, and he’s
perfectly miserable here.”’

Sobs shook Jenny’s frail form for a
moment before she continued : ‘‘Danny’s
tender hearted, and the babies’ crying
has grieved him so in these three days
he’s been here that he’s lost all appe-
tite. Last night must have been dread-
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ful for him. One baby is colicky. She
began crying about midnight, and be-
fore I could get my robe on and go to
her, Danny had the baby and was try-
ing to pet her back to sleep. I couldn’t
coax him to bed till she was .quiet
again—over an hour later. He worried
so about her!”’

““Couldn’t you give up the Shelter?”’
asked Helen. ;

“No. It’s my only means of support.
At my age there’s nothing else I could
do, and make a home for Danny besides.
I know no one I’d trust Danny with,
either.”’

Jenny paused a moment and then
continued. ‘‘Worst of all to me, Jim
had the same belief about death that you
have, which is just so much Greek to
me. He grounded Danny so in that be-
lief, that I can’t say a word of comfort
that the child understands!’’

““Does Danny know about his father,
Jenny ?”’ asked Helen.

“Yes, I know, Aunt Jenny. Daddy
told me all about it before I woke up
this morning,”’ eame a voiee behind
them, ’

Startled, Helen turned to the en-
trance where a pale, dark-haired, gray-
eyed boy, tall for his nine years, stood.

Jenny murmured, ‘‘See what I mean,”’
to Helen, before she said aloud, ‘‘Did
he, Danny ?”’

‘““Yes. He said tell you his insurance
will take care of me, and for you not
to worry.’’

Helen rose hastily, went to the en-
trance, drew Danny into her arms for a
moment, then led him to a footstool near
the couch and sank down by his aunt.

‘‘Jenny’s not worrying about money;
Danny. She’s afraid you won’t be well
and happy here. 'Why not go home with
me and help with some garden work I
have to do, till Aunt Jenny has your
affairs settled, and decides what will -
be best for you and her? You know
that Buddy isn’t coming home in his
dense body any more?’’

““Yes. But he looks just fine, and is
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happy working with his Dad among the
sailors that go over. Daddy and I saw
them lots of times. But now—7’

The child’s lips quivered. Helen
turned to Danny and began to smooth
the dark hair back from his pale, intel-
Tectual brow.

““It will be just the same as before,
Danny.. You will be busy day times,
but at night when your body sleeps,
you’ll be able to go with Daddy just the
same as you have been doing. I'm so
glad you can see loved ones on that
plane, Dear. Makes you feel sure they
still love you, and will try to help you
as they always have here, until you're
old enough to guide yourself properly,
doesn’t it?”’

Danny nodded. His lips were pressed
so tightly together that he could not
speak.

“You're a lucky boy, Dear, to have
been taught to think the way you do.
How about going home with me? I feel
sure Buddy would love for you to have
his room. Aunt Jenny will know you’re
safe with: me.”’

Danny appeared to be listening for
a moment before he swallowed audibly
and turned to his aunt. ‘“You have
nothing for me to do, Aunt Jenny?”’

““No, Dear. It might be a good plan
if Helen transferred you into the school
near her. Then you could stay with
her school days and with me week ends.
‘What do you think?”’

Again Danny appeared to be listen-
ing before he answered, ‘‘That might
be all right if it is all right with Helen
and I wouldn’t be too much trouble.”’

“You wouldn’t be any trouble at all,
" Danny, and 1’d love to have you. I
shouldn’t be lonely any more with you
to comfort and take care of me. Shall
I help you pack?’’

. ““No, thank you. Daddy showed me
how. I can do it.”’

The boy, an erect little ﬁwure rose
and hurried from the room. When his
footsteps had died away, Jenny. asked,
““Helen, do you believe Danny really
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saw and heard his father this morning?”’

“Yes, I do. Jim was a deep student
of oceult philosophy. His studies and
the life he lived helped him to gain his
balance quickly when freed from his
dense body, and Danny would be his
first thought. I believe he has been
present here ever since I came, and has
guided Danny in his decision to go home
with me. Did you notice that Danny
appeared to be listening before he an-
swered our questions?’’

“Yes, I noticed,”’ answered Jenny.
““But all that seems weird and impos-
sible to me, though I'm not going. to
question it. One thing I feel sure of is,
that the Lord Himself sent you to help
me through the shock of Jim’s passing
and my worry over Danny. I’d
thought of you, but felt sure you’d not
want to give up your freedom to as-
sume such a burden.’’

“Since sitting here, Jenny, God’s
promise, ‘Call upon me, and I will an-
swer,” has recurred to me again and

Just before I left home I asked

again.
God what I could do to fill my lonely

hours. I believe Danny is the direct
answer to that prayer. I'm so happy
that you’ll let me have him!”’

Danny appeared in the doorway with
a suitcase, and soon Helen and he were
driving away from the Infant Shelter.

“It’s getting late, Danny, I think it
would be nice to go out for dinner, then
home for a warm bath and a long night’s
sleep. What do you say?’’ asked Helen.

““That’s all right,”’” said the boy.

““Some particular place you’d like to
g0?7’

From the corner of her eyve Helen
could see the child studying her face.
‘Tt will make me happy to do the things
you’d like to do, Danny. I’m tired of
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going on in the lonely ways I’ve fallen
into since Buddy left. I hope you’ll
help me learn new ways.”’

“Do you like vegetable dinners?’’
asked Danny. -

‘I never eat anything else, Dear. You
know a good place?’”’

““Yes. Down on Sutter.
I went there lots of times.’’

“Pine! We’ll go there, and you do
the ordering. Just order for me the
same that you like. Thank goodness, 1
have you to take such things off my
mind. Now I can rest my weary brain.
That’ll help me so much.”’

For the next hour Helen saw Danny
so engrossed in taking responsibilities
off her shoulders, that he evidently for-
got all else and enjoyed a very good
dinner himself.

“I feel so rested and comfortable,
thanks to you, Danny,”’ Helen told him,
as they re-entered her car. ‘‘It feels so

Daddy and

@ood to have some one to talk to and go
around with again. T hope you will like
me and be happy at my house.”’

She saw Danny glance shyly at her
before he frankly said, ‘“My Daddy
likes you.”’

Helen was startled for a moment,
* then intuition forced her to say quickly,

““Does he, Danny? That should influ-
ence you to trust and like me, too,
shouldn’t it %"’

““Yes. Daddy said he’d trust me with
you, ‘cause you’d go on teaching me
just like he did.”’

“I'l try, Danny. Your Daddy and
T worked together at the Center for
some time before war work kept me too
busy, so I'm familiar with his ideas.”

Then followed days so filled with hap-
piness for Helen because of her work
with Danny that soon she began to-long

““‘No thank you, Helen.
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with all her heart for assurance that
she would be permitted to rear him as
her own. Yet a disturbing feeling con-
tinually haunted her that a barrier
raised by Danny himself stood in the
way of ‘her ever receiving this assur-
ance. In searching her mind for the
cause of such a barrier, Helen concluded
that it had something to do with her
gifts to Danny.

When he first came to live with her,
Danny had but one toy—a battered
miniature air plane his father had
given him. At that time Helen thought
it. unwise to try to buy the child’s af-
fections with gifts of toys. Later when
Danny openly showed his delight at be-
ing home with her again after visits to
his aunt, Helen thought it wise to relax

- her rule about special gifts to him. Then

to her amazement she found that with
one excuse or another, Danny refused
to accept any gifts whatever from her.

Ags Christmas was drawing near this
attitude of Danny’s sorely grieved
Helen. She could not bear the thought
of his heartache at Christmas if he saw
other children with gifts while he had
none. Yet what to do about it she did
not know. However, during the week
before Christmas, an early morning
urge to rest on the promise, ‘‘Call and
I will answer,” brought a prayer from
her heart and eventually peace to her
mind.

That afternoon Helen, on her way
home from a nearby community store,
saw Danny at the window of a pet shop.
Eyes beaming, lips smiling, he softly
patted the glass, as if he were caressing
the Boston Bull puppy that was trying
to reach him through the pane.

Her heart filled with pity for the evi-
dent longing of the boy, Helen hastened
forward and drew Danny toward the
shop entrance. ‘‘Let’s buy that puppy,
Danny! I’d love for you to have hlm”"
she exclaimed. :

Danny caught her sleeve and sald
I'm travelmg' .
light till I’m settled in!*’ g
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At the time Helen felt sure these
words were an order from the boy’s
father, and could not bring herself to
question Danny about them. Later it
oceurred to her that Danny’s happiness
might hinge on her being able to clear
up in his mind some possible miscon-
ception  in regard to the words.

They were still at the table after an
early evening dinner when Helen asked,
“‘Danny, dear, do you mind telling me
what you meant by traveling light till
you’re settled in, and why you wouldn’t
let me buy the puppy for you?’’

Danny studied-her face for a moment
before he answered, ‘‘Daddy told me
that we should travel light till we were
scttled tn some place.
up with a lot of things we’d have to
move around, and maybe have no room
for. Daddy ’spected we’d have a nice
place when we got up North.”’

“Don’t you feel that you're settled
in here with me?’’ asked Helen.

‘““No. Daddy gave me to Aunt Jenny,
and she may want me back any time.
But she hasn’t much room, and she
couldn’t have a puppy around her
babies.”’

“Danny, 1’d love to have you take
Buddy’s place, and be my very own
son if it could be arranged. Would you
be happy here with me?’’

Danny’s face lighted. His lips
breathed out, ‘‘Oh, yes!’> Then his face
clouded. ‘‘But wouldn’t Aunt Jenny
feel hurt if she knew I’d rather stay
here?”’ .

“I'll find out, Danny. If she would,
we’ll forget about it.”’

The following afternoon Helen had a
long talk with Jenny about Danny, but
no decision was reached as to a change
in his status, and Helen left the Infant
Shelter thinking, ‘‘No matter what is
finally decided about Danny, he’s going
to have the happiest Christmas that I
can make for him, and I'll begin plan-
ning it this minute.” '

She drove to the pet shop and ordered
the puppy reserved for Danny. From

No use to load.
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there she visited a toy store and pur-
chased a generous supply of special
toys and Christmas tree ornaments. The
day before Christmas she had a beauti-
ful tree placed in her living room,
trimmed” it during Danny’s visit to
Jenny and closed the doors. She ar-
ranged a soft bed in a deep box in her
garage and put the puppy in it. She
heard him whining lonesomely in the
night, and brought him to her room,
Loping that his cries would not waken
Danny.

It was barely daylicht when Helen
heard Danny outside her door eall,
““Merry Christmas, Helen! May I come
in your room?’’

Hastily Helen caught up the puppy,
tucked him under the blanket on her
bed, then called, ‘‘Merry Christmas,
Danny! Of course, come in! You're
up early !”’ ‘

“I have something for you, and I
just couldn’t wait any longer.”’

Danny’s small body was shaking with
excitement as he placed a stiff folded
paper in Helen’s hand, then dashed
from the room while she opened the
paper and read above a notary’s signa-
ture :

I hereby give Helen Anthony complete
control of my nephew Daniel Ashley. She
may adopt him if she wishes.

Signed—Jenny Gray.

Helen was clasping the document to
her bosom, when Danny returned with a
package, opened it, his little face alight
with joy, and held before her astonished
gaze a double frame holding colored
likenesses of her son, Buddy, and of
Danny. A card tucked beneath the glass
at one side bore the message, ‘‘Merry
Christmas, Mom, from yvour two sons.”’

Tears of joy were in Helen’s eyes as
she drew Danny and his gift into her
arms. ‘‘Oh, Danny, darling, I never
expected to be as happy again as T am
this minute! You’d like to be my son?”’

““Oh, yes!’” he breathed. ‘“‘And may
I call you Mom?”’
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““Of course, Dear! And now will
you feel settled in?2”’
“Yes, Mom!. And I'm so happy!’”

Softly he breathed the words, as if at
last he had reached the end of a long,
weary trail. ‘‘Aunt Jenny is happy,
too. She said she’d always be my aunt,
but she thought I needed a mother, too!”’

““I have something here that will
make you even happier, Dear. That is;
if he’s not smothered.”’

Helen drew the sleep-drugged puppy
from beneath the blanket, and placed
him in the arms that closed ecstatically
about him. .

In speechiless gratitude, Danny hugged
and kissed her. Then, as if suddenly
remembering something, he fumbled in
Lhis pajama coat pocket and finally
placed in Helen’s hand a folded paper.

“It’s a letter from my Daddy, Mom.
I had to write it for him, ’cause my
hands are better for that than his just
now. Will you ’scuse me while T go
tell him how happy I am?”’

““Yes, Dear. Then you can take your

TaE ROSICRUCIAN MAGAZINE

puppy in to see your tree, while I
dress.”’

“‘T have a tree?’’

““Yes, Dear, and some presents in the
living room.”’

‘““Hadn’t I better see them first, so I
can tell Daddy about them, too?”’

““I believe you had, Dear. Daddy
will be happy to know about everything
you have—always!’’

Danny hurried away.
Helen opened the letter, and almost

fearfully read:

Dear Helen:

Words cannot express the peace, comforts
and happiness that your loving care of
Danny has given us. You are fulfilling
all our hearts’ fondest hopes for him. May
God’s blessings be yours always.

Jim and Milly Ashley.

“My call to the Father has surely
filled my cup of happiness full to over-
flowing,”’ thought Helen. She folded
the message, pressed it against her
thankful heart for a moment, then rose,
dressed, and went to join her son.

Symbology

By KATHARINE

M| EEP in the heart of humanity

A4 exists the mystic yearning im-
J planted within it at the first
Christmastide when the Light of Man
made definite place for Itself within and
upon this dense earth planet.

The word Christmas is derived from
the medieval Christe Masse, the Mass of
Christ.

The story of the Christ birth is for
the Occident what the birth of Krishna
is for the Orient. Whether literally,
mystically, or symbolically understood,
or all these ways in one, it brings to man
fundamental truth which, as his Spirit
faculties unfold and function to per-
ceive and accept such truth, raises his

of Christmas

Hiunwoop Poor

entire being to a helght not reached
hitherto.

‘““No man cometh to the Father save
by Me,”’ carries a transcendent mean-
ing to the spiritual aspirant. Parsifal
inquires, ‘“Who is the Grail?’’ and the
reply indicates high spiritual percep-
tion :

“If thou hast by him been bidden,

From thee the truth will not be hidden.

. The land to Him no path leads
through,

And search but severs from Him wider

When He Himself is not the Guider.”

A true interpretation of the Christ-
mas legend necessitates first of all an
understanding—however dim it may
be at first—that the Birth of the Christ
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child in the manger in the stable among
the animals, symbolizes the first faint
upspringing of the Christ consciousness
in animal man. The tiny indwelling
flame which IS the Christ flame has
been hitherto dormant in the human
mechanism. It now receives sufficient
stimulation to enable it to grow and en-
large until eventually the Spirit makes
itself a potent factor in the life of the
individual and the first step toward the
Father by way of the Christ is taken.

The Ego-self has taken note of its ex-
pressing vehiele, the personal man, and
has vivified it, so that among the ‘‘ani-
mals’’ of the lower nature of man, in
the manger or feeding place of the ani-
mal faculties, is born the wee babe of
the Christic self. Always the manger
or cradle of the Christ Child is a place
of sanctuary.

A great solar manifestation comes
into fruition at Christmas. Groups of
forces composing this manifestation
have been personalized down through
the ages. The- Biblical story properly
interpreted contains a near approxima-
tion of the actual truth.

The entire story of Christmas is a
universal symbol. It is found in all
accounts of Avataric births in all races
and nations. Krishna, Mithra, Horus,
Orpheus, Hermes, as well as countless
heroes, gods, and saviors, were born in
. ‘““mangers,”” wrapped in swaddling
clothes, visited by Wise Men bearing
gifts, worshiped by shepherds, and
shone as Stars of Redeeming Light for
their peoples and nations.

December twenty-fifth is the date of
birth of the physical light bringer in
nature, the sun. Jesus, representative
of the Universal Christ, Light of the
World, is the spiritual light bringer to
mankind, and His birthdate should
properly be the solar date of the sun’s
birth. December twenty-fifth, as the
birthday of Jesus, was first celebrated
some 200 years after the actual event.

Many myths since dim antiquity con-
cern the mystie Christ birth, Whether
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born in a cave, a stable, or elsewhere in
a literal sense, the birth has two great
symbolic meanings. N

1. The birth of Love—Goodwill to
men. The giving of a new law to man-
kind. ‘‘Love ye one another.”” ‘‘Love
is the fulfilling of the Law.’’

2. The birth of the Christic con-
sciousness in the Spirit of man: of all
men who aspire to the heights of spir-
itual truth. No true argument can
controvert this universal truth.

In its Cosmic sense, the birth is the
descent of the Divine Light, Spirit
penetrating and permeating matter. In
the human senge it is the descent of the
Son of God (Spiritual TLight) into
matter, descent of the Spirit into the
physical body.

Like all great spiritual teachings this
one concerning the origin and. celebra-
tion of Christmas, has been perverted
and commercialized through greed and
selfishness.

Christmas Eve, December 24-25, is
considered the Holy Night of the whole
year because spiritual influences are
strongest at midnight. In the Mys-
teries, the candidate through spiritual
vision, saw the mystie Star of Bethle-

guided him onward and upward. In
his heart echoed the deathless and
prophetic song ‘‘On earth peace, Good-

will toward men.”’ ‘‘Rejoice, ye echil-

dren of earth, for unto you is born this
day a King,”” the Seraphs sang on that
long ago Holy Night.

The beautiful custom in Britain of
the Yule log was kept in ancient times.
It first became a public ceremony in
1577. Yule is a Germanic word mean-
ing Christmas. Large candles were
lighted on Christmas Eve and a large
oak log was laid upon the fire to illumi-
nate the house. Tt was thought that the
remains of the Yule log would protect
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the house against fire and lightning if
kept throughout the year.

The Christmas tree is itself a uni-
versal symbol. It originated in Egypt
in the worship of the Goddess Isis at a
period long antedating the Christian
era. A spray of palm tree with twelve
short shoots on it to represent the twelve
months of the year, was used in Egypt
at the time of the winter solstice. In
rorthern climes, instead of a palm, a
fir tree was used. The origin of ex-
changing gifts occurred in early me-
dieval days. In some countries the cus-
tom of foretelling the future from cakes
is celebrated on Christmas Eve.

Gifts were brought to the birth of
Jesus who was born in a manger—pre-
cious gifts of gold, frankincense, and
myrrh. Spiritual power, love-wisdom,
and intelligence were poured upon the
newborn child, the Christic Light atom
in the human heart; the babe in its
mother’s arms, the great earth mother
which carries, nurtures, and preserves
the tiny life vehicle. These gifts (quali-
ties) were showered by the glorious
Magi of the Cosmic realms who bless
and enrich each individual spiritual
birth. These powers, en rapport with
and irradiated by the silver light of the
splendid Christic Star, pour into weak
and suffering humanity their stimulat-
ing light and strength without which
man’s evolutionary course would be far
more difficult and prolonged.

The ‘Magi— High Initiates — were
drawn to the Holy Place by their inner
perception and knowledge of the Cosmic
event pending, the birth of a world
Savior. The three Wise Men represent
those of higher earthly prominence
brought together in their common pur-
pose from many races of the earth.
Their gifts signify the various elements
entering into the process of manifesta-
tion. They are led by the glorious Star
to the World Savior, to Jesus, the body
form which was to be a vehicle for the
Universal Christ Power.

He of India brought gold, mentioned
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in symbology as the emblem of the
Spirit. We read of the alchemists of
old trying to transmute base metal into
gold, which is the spiritual way -of say-
ing that they wanted to purify the dense
body, te refine it and extract the spir-
itual essence. ,

He of Egypt brought frankincense or
incense. It is-a physical substance of
8 very light nature, often used in re-
ligious services. It serves as an embodi-
ment for the ministering unseen forees,
and thus symbolizes the physieal body.

He of Greece brought myrrh. It is
the extract of a very rare aromatic
plant. It symbolizes that which man,
the Spirit, extracts through experience
m the physical world—the soul.

Mary, the mother, was the center of
light, the crucible wherein the transmu-
tation of the elements took place and
gave the human touch needed to impress
the ages yet to be. '

The shepherds who saw the Star
typify the appearance of Divine Fire

as it came to those of the earth plane—
the lowly of earth, but highly sensitized
as to Spirit faculty, high in spiritual
attainment. Their discernment en-
abled them to see the glory in the
heavens and feel the impulsion of the
wondrous Star.

In one sense it was a material star.
Tn a higher sense it was. the flame of
forces concentrated to bring into mate-
rial manifestation a physical present-
ment. of the Liogos, a World Savior.

The earth was hushed. The air was

b (Continued on page 574)
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The Higher Way

By D. D. ArroYo

(CONCLUSION)

F‘V'I,I RS. Alvin -looked visibly dis-
ﬁ.ﬁ turbed when the young man
IIEX] appeared, but she managed cor-
dial introductions. ‘‘Cinara, this is
my rascal of a nephew, Harold Morris.
He is probably the most extreme ex-
ample of irreverent young manhood
you’ll find. Most unlike the kind of
people you would know.”’

The young man lifted his dark eye-
brows, and pushed his dark heavy hair
back with a deliberate hand. ‘‘Doesn’t
she say the nicest things? But should
we judge?’’ he inquired.

Cinara laughed mnervously. “I’'m
sure your aunt is very fond of you. I
promise not to judge you. Goodbye.”’
She was anxious to follow Mrs. Alvin
into the car and leave his presence.

In the car Mrs. Alvin spoke. “‘Well,
1 suppose we’ll have him wished on us
at the meeting tonight. Not that he
cares for truth, and light, but you’re
very pretty, my dear. I’'m afraid he’s
attracted.”’

Without wanting to, Cinara found
herself blushing. ‘‘Perhaps the attrac-
tion will prove helpful in awakening his
interest in the side of life which means
so much to us,’”’” she replied.

Then they discussed conditions at the
Garden, for Mrs. Alvin was a staunch
and loyal supporter. Her great wealth
and ‘generosity had contributed much
to its welfare. She listened to Cinara
with a glow in her eyes and then said,

“If T weren’t a stupid, selfish old
Avoman, I would ‘sell all my goods and
follow.” But here I remain tangled in
a silly social whirl and give but minutes
of my thoughts to things like that, when
I know I should give my life.”’

Cinara patted her hand fondly, say-
ing, ‘““We are grateful for the much you

have given. Each life has its own pat-
tern, and you are doing well with your
pattern this time.”’

But of her own pattern she wondered,
for Cinara felt that new strange lines
were being drawn into it whether she
willed or no.

However, she was agreeably surprised
to find no sign of Harold Morris in the
spacious living room where she spoke
to the assembled listeners concerning the
purpose of the Garden. She explained

‘how families dedicated to noble living

came there to contribute their services
to make a truly ideal community. Each
family served as best suited its ability.
The gardeners fed the families, the car-
penters built for them. No task was
too mean or too small to be considered
beneath its being performed in the spirit
of love and service.

These aspirants worshiped truly and
loved their neighbors. They reared
their children in the most ideal environ-
ment their loving thoughts could weave
for them. They fed their bodies pure
food. There was little sickness in the
community and no unhappiness, for the
baser passions were being transmuted to
the heavenly passions of the great
Teacher they all desired to emulate,
Death there was, for the earthly bodies
grew old and the Egos inhabiting them
were renewed by their sojourn in the
other worlds until the cycle again swept
them back to renewed activity in a phys-
ical body. She spoke in inspired words,
and the responses from those listening
were gratifying.

Later Cinara sat alone in the garden
of the Alvin estate. The quiet rested her
and looking up at the stars she felt an
inner. peace. The Garden and Teriel
and Arioch seemed near her indeed at
this moment. It was net for long, how-
ever. She felt a chill go through her as
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there came the mocking words: ‘‘Beau-
tiful speech!”” The unpleasant tang of
cigarette smoke distressed her throat.
Unaeccustomed to it, she coughed with-
out being able to answer.

Harold’s dark eyes twinkled. ¢‘Oh,
the smoke, it bothers you. Sorry.’”’ He
crushed the cigarette with the bottom
of his shoe and sat on the bench beside
her. “‘I heard it all. You were like an
ancient priestess, and I see you nipped
some impressionable followers.”’

Shocked, Cinara gasped, ‘‘You really
believe that is what I am trying to do—
‘nip impressionable followers’? *’

‘‘No,”” Harold laughed, ‘‘that’s the
darnedest part about it. You really be-
lieve in your Utopia dream so much they
can’t help being impressed. It’s im-
practical, and insulting to the rest of
the world.”’

“Insulting? I don’t understand.”

“But you're attracted to me all the
same, aren’t you?’’ he asked, and his
voice wasn’t mocking. It was tender
and earnest. ‘‘I know you are, and
I'm all the things my aunt warned you
I was. The good and the bad—the at-
traction of opposites. You felt it on
the train just -as I did. Why not live
in the world with the rest of us?’’> He
didn’t let her answer, for:impulsively
he took her into his arms and his lips
pressed against her own. It was the
first assault of earthly passion Cinara
had known. Bewildered, she did not
struggle, and wds dismayed to find her
body treacherously sinking into bliss-
ful compliance. So this was the dark
astral emotion that overwhelmed men’s
mind and blinded them. This the sweet
madness that brought pain, and now she
could understand and sympathize with
those who were lost in the corridors of
its intoxieation.

Only her disciplined mind remained
alert so that her senses might not be-
tray her. She withdrew from her cow-
panion’s arms, but the worshiping love
in his eyes attacked her sympathies. He
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loved her and she knew it. Without
wanting it, she felt an answering re-
sponse in her own heart which she
could not understand. It was not the
devotion and admiration she knew for
Arioch.. This was more like the tender
sympathy a mother knows for a child.

Perhaps, she could lead him to the
way of truth. Perhaps after all he
might be the mate for her. All these
thoughts swept through her mind. Her
mind had been swept into the turmoil
and her inner self seemed quiet. It
spoke no word to her.

Only Hal’s words of love sounded in
her ears. She remembered to say, ‘‘But
I cannot leave my world for yours. I
cannot betray those who have loved me,
nor can I be happy if I am not one of
them.”’

The man smiled wistfully as he re-
plied, ‘I do not belong in your strange,

chaste world. I think more good can
be done living among men not segregat-
ing virtue. Is not the gift of my one
soul worth enough to you$’’

Not then did his words seriously af-
fect her, but later when the glamor of
the world had taken a stronger hold on
her they came again. Cinara’s per-
sonality, restive wunder the constant
guidance of the higher self, chafed for
its freedom. The little self would sacri-
fice the true self for its whims, and each
repetition of his pleas, the constant ex-
citement of his presence, began to work
their results. No longer did those in
the Garden seem so real or near. She
had shut their thoughts and love out
with their illusions. The oppressive vi-
brations of the outer world all con-
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tributed to dull the sensitiveness of her
soul. . A karmic test was before her.

Again, Harold Morris pleaded skill-
fully, ‘‘Cinara, why can’t you help the
cause you love so in the way my aunt
does? T will never interfere with your
ways of living, and I have great wealth
which I will gladly let you share with
those who mean so much to you. Are
you sure you eannot help those at the
Garden more with the wealth I can
offer you? And your living in the
world will present constant example for
others.”” It was a deadly argument,
and her personality insistently urged
the reasonableness of it upon her.

At last her tour was ended. It was
time for her to return to the Garden or
decide to become the wife of Harold
Morris. ~She tried to convey her prob-
lem to Teriel by telepathy, but her mind
would neither send nor receive any im-
pressions. It was the moment when the
Spirit must stand alone and neither see
nor feel those who stand near watching
it in its trial. Fully aware of her
struggle were Teriel and Arioch, but
neither might say a word to lend sway
to the decision which must be her own.

In her room at Mrs. Alvin’s she faced
the decision alone. The power of Hal’s
presence was still with her, warm and
sweet, as she sat down and thought of
all he had said; and matched it against
what she had been taught by Teriel.
For moments they seemed to balance
well. There were no reasons at first
that she could discover why she should
not accept the glowing life Hal offered
her. Their love was real and meant
much to her. She could uplift him by
her constant example. He had given
up smoking and drinking and seriously
.applied himself to working for a living.
Even his aunt had been surprised and
pleased beyond all measure, but doubt-
ful. ““Don’t believe it, Cinara, it’s only
under the stimulus of love. It’s not the
call of his higher self which urges him
to do it. It’s not real,”’ she had said.
‘Now these words disturbed her,
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She quieted her turbulent thoughts,
turning them in toward the true real
self of her. Earnest prayer for guid-
ance welled from her heart. There
came to her at last an understanding of
the meaning of the decision she had to
make. It was the choice of whether her
individuality or her personality was to
be given dominion over her life. She
récognized now as she had mnot before
that of her spiritual self Hal knew
nothing nor cared. It was only the per-
sonality that attracted him and shared
harmoniously his attentions. It had been
attractive, but it was not the deeper
real harmony her inner self required if
she were to be true to the ideals that
were her intrinsic nature. She knew at
last the answer. No true love could
exist without honor, and her honor and
ideals lay in the soul values she yearned
to express.

As this decision came to her a beau-
tiful light seemed to fill the room.
She could see clearly the figures of
Teriel and Arioch at prayer in the
temple at the Garden. On their faces
were smiles of happiness. They knew
of her decision, and it had been the good
and true one. She had triumphed, and
her lesson of destiny had been learned.

She packed her bags in serene peace.
Mrs. Alvin beamed at her. ‘‘Good, I’'m
glad you're going back to the Garden.
All will be well now.”’

Cinara knew: that all would indeed
be well, for in time Hal would find a
girl who was more truly fitted to be his
companion for this life, and who would
be more truly an expression of his needs
for this life time. Omnly as the soul
yearns can the true self express. The
temporary actions of the personality
are of real merit only as they express
the true self and not the petty hopes of
the small self in one lifetime alone.

No more were her dreams twisted, nor
her thoughts turbulent. The strong
sure smile and understanding of Arioch
reached out to her over the space. Soon
she would be by his side again.

/
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MAX HEINDEL'S

MESSAGE

Taken from His Writings

The Web of Destiny

(FourTH INSTALLMENT)

The Christ Within—The Memory of
Nature

| HIS shows the stages of evolu-
tion attained by all living
¢S | things, and gives the ministers
of God, the Recording Angels, the
needed perspective in order to aid us in
our attainment of wisdom, knowledge,
and power; the clue to what lessons are
needed to carry us farther on the Path.
So far as the individual is concerned,
this record starts at the moment he
draws the first breath and continues un-
til the last respiration has emptied the
arteries of blood. .
‘We know that the whole universe is
vibrant with life, that each object con-
stantly emits from itself vibratory
waves which reveal its nature and pres-
ence. We also know that when a child
takes its first complete breath, the
physiological conditions' in the heart
are changed, the foramen ovale is closed,
and the blood forced to -ecirculate
through the heart and Iungs. There it
meets the air charged with a picture of
the surroundings. Thus the blood, which
is the vehicle of the Ego, absorbs in the
lungs a complete picture of the outside
world. When it rushes through the
left ventricle of the heart, it leaves an
impress upon the little seed atom sit-
uated at the apex and which corresponds
to the film of the camera, nor should it
be an obstacle to belief in this idea that

a large number of pictures must be im-
printed upon a very small surface.

‘When we consider that the picture
of the Moon which we see in the retina
is less that one two-hundredths part of
one inch in diameter, we can see that a
very small pieture can be very dis-
tinet, for even within that small space
we note upon the Moon a number of
mountains and valleys with the naked
eye. The picture of a man at a distance
of a hundred feet or so is not one-
twentieth of an inch in size, aceording
to an authority upon this subject, yet we
distinguish in that minute picture the
expression of the face, the pattern of
the clothing, ete. Similarly, there is
upon‘this minute seed atom a pieture of
every action ever performed, of every
scene in which we have ever found our-
selves, during the whole time from
birth to death.

George du Maurier and Jack London
describe in Peter Ibbetson and in The
Star Rover how a prisoner in the flesh
may live over again the scenes of his
childhood, where he sees himself, his
playmates, his parents, his whole envi-
ronment, effectively reproduced from
the etherie record of his child life or
even of past lives. Anyone who knows
the secret of how to put himself in touch
with these pictures may find and read
the lives of the people with whom he
comes in contact, as proved by mediums.
But while fresh or contemporary rec-
ords may be read with comparative ease,
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it becomes increasingly difficult to read
as we go backward, for the records
which are made in the ether are faint
compared with the ones in the next
higher realm and fade gradually.

When a seer examines one who is
about to become ill, he will find that the
vital body is actually becoming more
attenuated, and when it has reached a
point of tenuity where it can no longer
support the physical body, the latter
commences to manifest’ signs of what
we call disease. Again, some time before
we see physieal recovery, the vital body
gradually becomes more dense in strue-
ture; then the period of convalescence
commences. It is also patent to all who
have to do with victims of accidents that

_they do not suffer as keenly just after

the accident as later. This is because
the vital body at the time of the acci-
dent is uninjured, and therefore the
whole effect of the accident is not felt
until this vehicle has become attenuated
and unable to support the vital pro-
cesses.

Thus we see that there are changes in
the ether of a human being; and accord-
ing to the mystic axiom, ‘‘As above, .so
below,”” and vice-versa, there are also
changes in the planetary ether which
constitutes the vital body of the Earth
Spirit. As the conscious memory of
recent events which is strong in the hu-
man being gradually fades, so also the
etherie record, which is the lowest aspeet
of the Memory of Nature, fades in time.

In the highest sub-division of the Re-
gion of Conecrete Thought, just on the
border line between pure spirit and
matter, an impress is made of the things
and events in this world which is rela-
tively much clearer and more lasting
than the etherie record, for while events
inseribed upon the etheric record fade

“away in spots in a few hundred years,
and even important events may last
only one or two thousand years, the
record found in the highest sub-division
of the Region of Conecrete Thought lasts
for the Iarth Period. While the rec-
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ords made on the reflecting ether may
be read by the uninstructed who have
just a little spiritual sight, several
initiations are required before it is pos-
sible for any one 