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January 1932 —  A Survey

The world has been a long time getting 
to today

Issues of ancient and modem prophecy 
are now culminating in plain sight

The word Depression no longer de­
scribes the conditions of America

The word Impeachment has been con- 
nected with the President

It is related that the President has 
wearily inquired of a friend, “What is 
the matter with me?” and that the friend 
found himself unable to answer -offhand

Plays and novéis would be required, 
philosophies and a fifty-year perspective, 
adequately to answer that question

And after all, the answer would have 
less to do with a mah named Hoover as 
a prívate person than as the central cell 
of a disrupting regime

Whenever time brings a people to the 
Abyss, words multiply. The chicanery 
of the human mind cut off from its 
Source scatters itself in a conflict of 
terms and opinions, a confusión of tongues 
that have forgotten the Word. So now—

National life is alive and hopping with 
investigations to appease the people. In­
vestígate, the President says. . . . Inves­
tigations following thick, piling npon one- 
another, dodging and evading like the 
phrases of a legal document, the porpose 
of each outset forgotten, the evü that 
was sought further encysted

All systems of banking, of taxation, 
insurance and assessment, have become 
a blight upon life; property ownership 
a bondage, Citizen and countryman aiike 
at the mercy of “the stupidest of all 
professions.”

The future cannot be built upon sueh 
political systems. The individual of 
dawning sentiency m u s t intelligenüy 
withdraw, lest he be destroyed in thár 
inevitable self-destruction

The storm has broken over Asia. What- 
ever understanding of it that happena to 
exist in Washington has not leaked out 
in the press ñor in the insane racket of 
the radio, Even our clearest - minded 
Amoricans apparently have little or no
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understanding of the Orient. Never be- 
fore was the adolescence of the Ameri­
can mind so clearly manifested as in its 
reaction to the Japanese invasión and the 
Indian situation

Japan’s present aggression is a contin- 
uation of the Russo-Japanese War. Her 
purpose is the same now as it was in 
1905, quite as grim, her methods quite 
as inexorable. She sees Europe prostrate 
and America in blind staggers. Out of 
a thirty-year concentration, and the veri- 
fication of her plans to a point of incal­
culable minutiae, she is carrying them 
out step by step, a jump or two ahead 
of Russia and utterly beyond hail of the 
rest

Her little bobbing diplomats temporize 
with the talkers of all countries th a t 
flock to her Legations to expostulate, and 
over their shoulders the Japanese entity 
is thumbing its nose with one hand and 
glawming Manehuria with the other

Carrying out her plans — the same 
plans — the same enemy, for China is 
only incidentally a resisting forcé. I t  is 
Russia that Japan has beaten to this 
coup. She was ready first because her 
plans were focalized while Russian plans 
covered a world-wide diffusion

Japan is a sincere student. All th a t 
she is doing now she leamed from Eu­
rope and America, even the methods of 
diplomacy, the extreme formal solemnity, 
the precise twitching of tails. She copied 
exactly what appealed to her as the best 
of the West—the imperialism of Eng- 
land, the militarism of Prussia, the com- 
mercialism of the United States 

She emerged after three hundred years' 
silence to choose her path of destiny. 
She might have continued into a higher 
spiral of that happiness and peace in 
which her hand-crafts were developed, 
in which her order of the Samurai 
reached something almost like a spiritual 
luminosity, but instead she looked upon

Europe a t a time when only a few men 
of the world and those of godly visioning 
could see the poverty of soul back of 
London, París, Vienna, Berlín, St. Peters- 
burg

She looked upon civilization and fell 
for it as other Pacific Islanders have 
done, taking the worst first, repudiating 
her own deep sweetness as an insular 
body; but th is m ust be said: In  fallíng
she has stuck to her choice. W hat Japan 
does not see even now is th a t she has 
chosen the wide and well-trod path to 
m aterial spoils and spiritual exhaustion

Japan’s future enemy is Russia, who 
has chosen the tótem  of the trac to r the 
god of the machine, Russian also on her 
roaring way up a no-through street th a t 
leads to the desolation of lower Europe 
today. Hers is not the spirit of Tolstoi, 
ñor even of Lenin. Strangely enough th a t 
spirit vanished with the  fall of Nicholas 
and his household, not th a t the  Roma- 
noffs contained it, bu t th a t  i t  was sub­
verted a t th a t time by a set of sinister 
side-trackers, exploiting th e  dark  hand of 
death under the glove of communistic 
innovations

Japan and Russia alone contain the 
earthy  vitality, the  peasant loin, the 
verve of ignorance, to  compete to  the 
point of conflict in the lost cause of 
civilization

The spirit of the  E ast and W est, upon 
which the New E ra  depends, is contained 
in neither today. The spirit of Europe, 
perhaps barring France, is transferred 
to America, and the  light of Asia is in- 
trinsic in the  present Indian crisis which 
brings again to  these pages the ñame of 
Mohandas Gandhi

Here is a  man of one book. Gandhi 
is the original single-track mind of the 
world. He is not Genus Homo in its 
utm ost beauty and charm, but he is a 
singular unbroken and focalized ray upon 
the principies he chose to enuncíate in 
the  prime of his manhood twenty years



4 THE GLASS HIVE

ago. These principies were of the soul 
and not the body; they were for the good 
of mankind and not the hurt. Their 
beauty is entirely inner, but perceptible 
to any eye under the sun not blinded in 
its  own darkness. Gandhi has perfected 
these principies against every impinging 
impulse of his own person, and every 
combination of forces his enemies could 
bring to bear. Because of the singleness 
of his Ufe meditation he is the one man 
in Asia most useable by the Gods

“Beware of the man of one book. He 
knows------”

We have thought a t times th a t he has 
kept his people in a state  of starving 
suspense too long. We were in grave 
doubt as to the validity of his judgment 
in helping Britain win the W ar with 
Indian troops and Indian funds. We 
frankly doubted the pledges of Lord 
Irwin, or a t least Lord Irwin’s ability to 
keep his pledges. We could see no good 
in Gandhi’s coming to to England to sit 
a t a Round Table wom smooth by the 
deadly familiar policies of Empire

We were dubious of the whole venture, 
and when he finally carne, we believed 
th a t he should behave as other world- 
travelers and cloy himself with pants, 
even underpants and necktie. He had 
been to England before, learned his law 
there and felt in London streets his first 
premonitive surges of revolt against 
things as they are

These and other doubts and criticisms 
we held with troubled brow, but one day 
our prolonged sorrow dissipated like a 
mist before daybreak. After listening 
and listening, Gandhi finally piped up his 
ultim átum :

“Freedom unadulterated . . . Indian 
liberation unqualified.”

He had moved out of the environment 
of his familiar meditations, out of the 
adulation of his myriads into a vortex of 
concentrated self - interest, out of sim- 
plicity into the deepest folds of impe-

rialistic subtlety—where no foreigner has 
ever stood the test before, where one of 
our own Country Fathers lost his Four- 
teen Points — sat in the center of the 
British Spot and preserved the undeviat- 
ing purpose of his coming:

“Indian freedom unadulterated — then
we will work together as brothers----- ”

Such a man can sit on Mount Olympus 
in a G-string and pass up the néctar of 
the Gods for a syphon of goat’s milk, 
for his soul is in working order

Things happened; the racket began and 
the veils were tom  away 

The little man was sent a-packing. The 
world press changed its tone over night 
from amused regard of the quaint ma- 
hatm a to an obedient hissing engendered 
from the sounding board of Downing 
Street

America quivering once more to the 
same propaganda that finally plunged her 
into the European struggle in 1917 

Even the pope refused to look opon 
the shining nakedness of such verity,

, save from a far window of the Vatican 
The pound became non-sterling, Britain 

cutting her debts and obligations almost 
in two with one swipe; and in sudden 
in-rush of vitality, as from an infusión of 
blood from all nations, she showed her 
real face to the world

Galvanic stimulation of temporal power

In 1916, under a ruling six hundred 
years oíd, Britain hung Sir Roger Case- 
ment. Sixteen years later, under a law 
promulgated in 1827, she has re-arrested 
Gandhi. Her still later edicts cover the 
arrest of other Indian leaders and their 
execution on the substance of evidence 
without even being brought to trial 

There is no new saying; the oíd one 
grapples it best: “Whom the Gods would 
destroy, they first make mad.”

Meanwhile, dressed or undressed, in 
Poona or in the Andamans, in the body 
or out of the body, Gandhi has enfleshed 
his everlasting Word.
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A t  The Water Tower
A point for temporary contemplation 

here is that the two subjects now domi- 
nantly before the world, the Japanese 
War and the Indian Situation, have each 
been a field for passionate study and pro­
test in our personal experience. As a 
kid - correspondent on a shoestring in 
Japan and Manchuria, the writer had his 
first spiritual revulsión against the in- 
sanity of a fifty-mile battlefront. After 
countless newspaper pieces he sat down 
to put the forever quietus on War in 
Routledge Rides Alone and Down Among 
Men. His idea was no less than to paint 
war so red, so real, that the nations 
would shudder to the quick of their souls 
and sin no more—

He surely thought he had done so and 
turned to other affairs, but they put one 
over on him and started a good one 
hardly ten years later

In 1920 or ’21 he began to answer the 
vibration of Gandhi with fervent and con- 
suming heat, finally putting that life into 
a story called The Public Square, be-

lieving th a t the world could not fail to 
answer a recharged vibration in Ameri­
can terms of th a t voice already sounding 
around the world. No intem ational con­
vulsión answered th is enthusiastic labor

A t the time of the Russo-Japanese War, 
the most inviolate institution in the world 
was the Bank of England. In 1915 when 
floods of American gold were pouring 
across the Atlantic to finance the exter- 
mination of Germany, he ventured a 
statement th a t the bulk of these loans 
would never be paid—a statem ent th a t 
never reached print, th a t was not even 
seconded by a single verbal aye, so fa r  
as was heard. Germany has now come 
out bluntly to state  th a t she is done-for 
so far as reparations go, not necessarily 
tha t she will not, but th a t she cannot—

A show-down, but not the first, for 
Britain preceded her in voluntarily dis- 
counting her sacred unit, the pound

Yes, the world has been a long time 
getting to today.

The Last Enemy Is Not Death
When a man has meditated long and 

of his visionings made decisión and ac- 
tion, the power gradually comes to him 
to dwell in serenity on the borders be- 
tween sleep and waking; to be of the 
two planes of extemalized results, psychic 
and physical, yet a t the mercy of neither, 
because of safe contact with his spiritual 
will '

He is gudakesha, as the Hindus say, 
and is said to sleep no more, yet he is a 
man continually rested, having lifted him- 
self out of the destroying friction of the 
opposites, day and night. In identifying 
himself with his etemal consciousness,

the temporal barriers between the subtle 
and the gross are softly lifted out

When th is saving barrier is prema- 
turely destroyed by worry, stimulus, 
shock, ungovemable temper and the con- 
tinual smiting of sound in shattered 
rhythms, the human being lies without 
rest in full view of his profitless days 
and buffeted about by the whimsical 
deviltries of the psychic plañe. This is 
sleeplessness

“P ut me to sleep, Doctor!” but the 
physician can no more restore the dis- 
rupted cushion than he can equip his 
patient with a conscious Creative will.
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He may resort to sedatives and hypnotics, 
but the more he knows, the more hor­
rible the gathering dilemma before his 
eyes as he does so

Oíd people sleep lightly, but the fru its 
of even a decent Ufe make for a sem- 
blance of peace as the  passing point ap- 
proaches. The disintegration of a wasted 
life is a restless torm ent, either before or 
a fte r the change called death

W hat is true  of the individual is true 
of the dying civilization a t the present 
moment. Deep restful sleep is becoming 
more and more difficult to millions. The 
cities of the world are bedlams of 
maniacal sound. One passes for a moment 
from the crazing din of the streets to be 
shaken into wide-eyed staring by the  imps 
of dream; the uncontrolled activities of 
the subconscious rising instantly to con­
trol the unprotected body as the day- 
brain sinks over the  horizon

What is true of the individual is true 
of the planet itself. Humanity’s misuse 
of Creative forcé, man’s many inventions 
without human-ness of intent, has de- 
stroyed the laws of night and day gov- 
eming planetary life, and has loosed upon 
himself the collective frights of the ages

W hat is to be done about it?
Leave the  cities for the woods and 

shores and hills. Mother Nature is the 
physical shadow of the Great Mother 
Herself from whom all rest and healing 
comes—

Take a sea-voyage. Yes, take two 
voyages, and leave the rest of the family 
to draw on the community chests. Leave 
your domestic animáis to the humane 
societies. All will be investigated at once, 
and then fu rther investigated—

Better for most to stick it out to the 
end in the concentrated nests of unreality 
which cities are—the last strongholds of 
th a t which is to pass—but in sticking it 
out for the salce of others to cali upon 
the real stam ina of Self

In its central meaning, this which 
seems like pandemónium is the result of 
a play of forcé designed to impel indi­
viduáis one by one to identify themselves 
with their true sources of strength, to 
leam  where their real treasure lies. As 
outer establishments falter and betray, 
one by one we m ust either disintegrate 
with them  or withdraw from them, plac- 
ing our reliance elsewhere

Thought and decisión precede action. 
One cannot safely uproot himself from 
where he is without consciously weigh- 
ing the  results, but one who dares iden­
tify, to consécrate his life to that which 
shall not pass, to the new social order 
of spiritualized workmanship a i r e a d  y 
bulging under the cracking cases of the 
oíd; who dares to stand by his own 
group, his own people, doing everything 
humanly possible to carry out his part— 
such a one will not be left unprotected 
before the last enemy which is not death, 
but sleeplessness

As for one’s correct attitude to sleep, 
probably the most important admonition 
is th a t sleep should be wooed, never 
fought or feared; that one should never 
say, even to a physician, “I cannot sleep!”

I t  is possible to practice to prepare 
for sleep confidently, making the most of 
where one is and what he is doing in 
daylight hours, knowing that the lovely 
laws of inevitable unión will do their 
part for him even in the midst of deci- 
mation and distress

This subject is so important that it 
may be said: There is nothing so good 
in this place where we now find ourselves 
as seven or eight hours of fair rest out 
of twenty-four

Sleep is our Ex-Calibur
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With right rest we are empowered to 
organize control to meet the strains and 
be ourselves through them. In sleep our 
bloom is restored, our table of receptivity 
to inspiration and every spiritual forcé 
is cleared, our inimitable instrumentality 
made ready for fresh experience and 
fresh expression

In sleep we are cleansed. Through sleep 
our life’s meditation can be rationally 
sustained through the balance of the

day’s cycle, and Humor, the essential oil 
of spiritual attainment, empowers us 
softly and deftly to meet occasions 

Through sleep, earned sleep, our crown- 
ing pyramid of brain cells, the winnings 
of all past endeavors and meditations, is 
restored for fresh contact with inspira­
tion enabling us to keep up with our 
stars in their ever-changing adjustment, 
and this means no less than to be our 
immortal selves as we go.

Letter To The Charter Com̂ any
With this, the third from last issue of 

the Glass Hive, the binding schedule is 
broken. The two to come are not called 
for in exact periodical sequence. They 
should be all the richer for some leisure 
and spontaneity. In this word sponta- 
neity there is perhaps a hint of our future 
work together

Though the need to supply a certain 
quantity of writing at a certain time is 
removed, there is no law to prevent the 
circulation of an utterance that seeks its 
own. If such an utterance is definite 
enough it will create its own form

At no time here has the closing of the 
Glass Hive meant an end of inter-associa- 
tion. We may safely dispense with many 
words, in coming into the nature of the 
Word itself. If it be true, as we believe, 
that a spiritually familiar note has been 
insistently sounded from the beginning of 
this work, it is time that the note be 
cairied on by others. It is not enough in 
an Art to know how to begin, even how 
to carry on; one must know when to stop

Nothing higher can be said of a prod- 
uct of the human heart and hands than 
that in contacting it, the initiative of an- 
other is ignited and fanned

In closing periodical activity, our mate­
rial as well as spiritual accounts must be 
settled in some kind of order. Toward 
this end during coming weeks bilis are to 
be sent out. This can only be done ac- 
cording to our files, which do not contain 
in all cases the exact arrangement. For 
instance, I have always been loathe to cut 
a ñame when one has stated that the 
work is being used but payment incon- 
venient. At times I have even pressed 
continuance, and at other times urged 
acceptance without thought of money 
return—

So if bilis appear in instances like this, 
let them not be received in the sense of 
exaction or demand. They will not be 
repeated; there will be no held-over ac­
counts after the last periodical issue. To 
the numbers of people who have overpaid 
and paid for others, we have unending 
gratitude; and to those who recognize 
certain material obligation and are able 
to pay in part if not all, we shall also be 
grateful. . . . However well we have car- 
ried on the spiritual task, we have no 
sense of having conducted the material 
part in a satisfying way. A priestly blur 
has existed, the solé valué of which lies 
in a deep and lasting lesson to sin no 
more in any such mixed or uncertain 
vibration



tt THE GLASS H1VE

A Spectator A t Geneva
From a letter:
. . . Other summers in Geneva, I have 

been in literary and social work; this 
year, I saw more of the Assembly and 
Council, and I was present at almost all 
the recent meetings apropos the Man- 
churian situation. When I think of the 
patience, the courtesy, the sagacity, the 
steadiness and unswerving loyalty of men 
like Briand, Cecil, Salter, de Madariaga 
and others of similar calibre (though I 
grant there aren’t many) and of how 
these high qualities persist, day after 
day, hour after hour, under every test, 
and the acidest test of all—routine and 
drudgery—I take off my hat to the Inter- 
nationalists of today.

. . . I’ve seen Salter and de Madariaga 
go through days and months that begin 
with appointments over their moming 
coffee and end at one or two in the morn- 
ing with disarmament speeches or dele- 
gation decoding of messages still going 
on. Not one day or two like this, mind 
you, but all their days—cali after cali, 
demand after demand. And most of them 
important demands.

. . . I’ve seen both of them so tired 
they could hardly crawl out of their cars 
and into the elevator and to bed. But 
I have never once seen either of them 
even the faintest bit irritable or impatient 
with a living soul, or anything but abso- 
lutely courteous and kind and ready to 
help—really too good-naturedly—when the 
forty-eleventh person rang for the forty- 
eleventh demand. And in addition to all 
this real goodness and self-discipline — 
their brains!

. . . Another thing that has struck me 
very much is how seldom the man who 
has done the important thing gets the 
credit for it. De Madariaga worked for 
a week getting México into the League— 
I suppose he’d worked weeks and weeks 
before the Assembly began. You read in 
the papers that “México was proposed by

the British (or I forget which) delega- 
tion,” and seconded by another. Never 
a word of the man who did the job. You 
have read today that forty nations have 
signed the disarmament truce sent out by 
Briand. Not one paper mentions that 
de Madariaga headed a sub-committee and 
drafted a formula (on which they worked 
one month and nearly lost their minds) 
before they could arrive at a formula 
that even the representativos at Geneva 
would consider.

. . . They claim no credit. They seem 
never to think of what they have done— 
too busy doing more. They seem to have 
leamed the technique taught throughout 
the Gita and all Hindú philosophy of 
throwing their entire energy into the 
work in hand, but without wasting emo- 
tion over the results. I remember at 
the end of last year’s Labour Conference, 
in one meeting a certain delegation spoiled 
the work of weeks by casting a negative 
vote — whereupon the whole Conference 
went negative — and the vote on forced 
labour was lost. But next day I saw 
Maurette, one of the men who had worked 
the hardest. “Well,” I said, “that was 
tough luck. What will you do now?” 
Smiling, with perfect good humor, he 
replied, “Oh—on recommencera!”

. . . All through this Manchurian busi- 
ness, a perfect welter of tangled motives 
and conflicting intemational interests, the 
really big men have worked as no labour- 
ing man would work, from moming till 
night, and from night till moming. And 
when it all comes to nothing or seems to, 
do they get discouraged, angry, or seem 
beaten? They go right ahead finding 
some other way. . . . This is what I hope 
to have leamed from this summer: To 
work steadily and calmly and thankfully 
—making success and defeat (those two 
imposters) just the same. And thanking 
God for the gallantry and beauty of amaz- 
ings souls met along. the way.
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Many of us bave been taught to affirm that 
there is no evll, and we have done so while 
the taint of tbe breath of our bodies gave us 
back the lie. Affirming that all is good against 
organic proof of an ulcerated tooth may help 
the tooth, but it leaves us softer-mouthed and 
less able to cope with things as they are. If 
you can demónstrate here on the ground that 
fear is a sham, which it is, and with your 
spiritual power transcend it, you have eamed 
the right to say that this evil is illusion, but 
still you will see its forcé working on in the 
midst of the many in the torture chambers 
below.

If you can summon your own higher forcé 
and so charge your molecular body that it 
levitates, you may talk with authority about 
escape from the pulí of the ground, but you 
will still perceive the oíd attraction bending 
the spines of the myriads.

Through affirmation to shut your mental Win­
dows to the storms of planetary life, while your 
whole house rocks and disintegrates, is not only 
going against the truth, as it works in the 
detached points of view of the mind, but it is 
adding a crook to the mind itself — a crook 
which later must be straightened out through 
mystical offices of pain.

The knowledge of good and evil is the reward 
we gain by making this passage, but to blind 
ourselves to one or the other, while the pairs 
of opposites still have power over us, is to 
break discrimination, the use of which is a 
preparation for Knowledge. The man who 
writes stories makes most of the mistakes pos- 
sible in his years of preparation. Through 
these, as well as his less wobbling efforts, the 
laws of the game unfold for him. His final 
product, if it be good, is a sort of balance of 
how and how not to do it. Reaching the con- 
summation of his art, he sees that he could 
not afford to have missed a single one of his 
botches. . . . Evil is as good as another word 
for this stubbom and binding and clinging hold 
upon us of materials, through which we are 
forced to grow wings for liberation. We must 
leam these toils one by one to escape their 
thrall. It is true that we regain certain powers 
through them, but they are evil to us just so 
long as we are victima of them.

. . . In these paragraphs, most nalvely, I  have 
intimated only the physical and obvious down- 
pulls: nothing of the gray brothers of the 
shadow who test and torture us in the emo- 
tional areas of the passage, ñor the winged 
blacks who winnow, purge and screen, with 
subtlety upon subtlety, until the last malignity

of our mind-power is isolated, conquered and 
rendered into allegiance with the Spirit. Evil 
is a young and trivial term for the tests back 
of the physical—until we are fine and superb 
enough to pass.

2
As a man gets the various grades of hell 

out of his own system, everybody else looks 
better to him. This means not only throwlng 
out his fears and passions and angers and 
cupidities of the temperamental realm, but the 
opinions and partisanships and bigotries of the 
mind. The mind has been trained by all these 
and the training is necessary before that self- 
less flexibility is accomplished by which he 
sees the fleeting intimations of the Real in the 
extemal universe and receives the veritable 
admonitions from within. A man merely thinks 
before that; afterward he begins to expresa 
the Knower.

Every human relation is sacred—an exten­
sión of the self. Your relations with those 
about you form a picture of your inner life. 
All whom you cast away is a casting away of 
yourself; all whom you deny is a  denial of 
yourself. The one whom you daré cali an 
enemy is a sick and sealed part of your own 
being. If you are afraid of anyone—it is the 
unmanageable of yourself. If you are not a t 
your best with certain people in the room, it 
is because you are not in command of your 
own inter-relations.

All that has to do with the Mystic Road is 
a teaching of the command of self—the order- 
ing of one’s room, one’s shop, his house, appe- 
tites, tastes, his nervous system, his family, 
business relations, emotions, his mind, his world. 
These are 'all one, all you. They commend or 
betray you. There are no secrets.

A glimpse of the Plan reveáis th a t every 
outer condition is an extemalization of one’s 
own being. If anyone can bring you hurt of 
any kind, he b'rings you a  gift, an incomparable 
and perfectly-adjusted opportunity. He isolates 
one of your weaknesses so that you can correct 
it. In the infinite generosity of the Plan, he, 
or a similar agent, will come again and again, 
until his offering ceases to hurt you. The tough 
matters to contend with in house and town and 
social affairs are perfect diagrama of the con- 
trary  elementa of your own life.

The way to liberation is a making straight 
of every path. If you are true, and in ardent 
determination to make everything straight this 
time, the man to whom you owe debt or obliga- 
tion cannot die until your chance has come. 
Every debt paid and amity restored is a release 
ot your own powers. I t does not m atter what
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another thinks at the time, if you are straight. 
The thing is already done within him when 
you are rlght. He will brlng the rightneas of 
it down to matter presently. As the concord 
of your own being is restored step by step, the 
magic of all outer beings and things appears. 
You see the immortal back of the mortal, each 
significant and inimitable—the sons of God in 
the eyes of passing men, your relation to each 
ancient and endless—never less than now.

All required is faithful allegiance to the Plan; 
to become convinced of its greatness and fasci- 
nation and magnitude beyond any comprehen- 
sion of the mind or finite grasp; to see the 
inner and outer working unerringly together in 
tests, in travels, in the passing show of the 
world; in every relationship—infinitely different 
movements and vibrátions of one working forcé 
called Law. . . .

We have been at the mercy of our own 
detached and disrupted mind-powers too long, 
trying to paint heaven with the dim pigments 
of an earthy spectrum, trying to span the 
heavenly universe according to our own minute 
and imperfect orbits. Do not be afraid that a 
thing can be too good to be true. Can you 
not see how tragically we have lost the capacity 
to endure joy, to conceive harmonio beauty— 
when we daré to cali this torture chamber 
Home? The truth is that in our most exalted 
moments — in our bravest song and noblest 
visión, we pitifully diminish the Real. . . . That 
which one adores unfolds for him. One may 
safely give his adoration to the Plan, his alleg­
iance step by step and day by day increasingly 
to the Law.

3
Thousands of ages henee when this humanity 

has really reached Open Country, there will 
not be anything like the amount of talk about 
God. We are still in the incubation-stage as a 
human family, and distances are short in the 
shell. It is long after we emerge as chicks 
that we begin to realize the vastness outside of 
our own coops and yarda, and before we even 
dimly discera the Fancier Himself; long after 
that, very long, before it dawns upon us that 
the Fancier has also a Lord.

That which we eat today is poison to our 
bodies tomorrow. Mental convictions by which 
we have belped to order ourselves up the ages 
have been discarded one by one for ampler and 
sounder theses; every class or cult which has 
sustalned us for a time has become a vise when 
we remained too long. The Basic Nature is 
restored and stabillzed by the ever-growing, 
ever-changing, ever-reflning activities of the 
mind. It is just as fatal for the mind to be-

come flxedly established in the sense of its own 
opinions and convictions, as for the body to try 
to endure upon its own poisons.

The mind that is strong, flexible, swift to 
change and excellent in discrimination is the 
only mate possible to associate with, from the 
standpoint of the Soul; for the Soul can only 
awaken and bring up the wonders of the Great 
Deep, as the mind becomes progressively eager 
and tolerant and spacious to enfold. As the 
mind is dependent for health and power upon 
the balance of assimilation and elimination in 
the body—so the functions of the inner growth 
can only be held in equilibrium, when the mind 
is as selflessly swift to cast off the oíd as to 
take on the new.

4
Consider that we must have centers to re- 

ceive powers; that we are connected with Iarger 
dimensions of life only as we quicken within 
which answer to the new vibrátions.

! . . There is a system of interurban rañ- 
ways covering these valleys and shores. In 
some canyon stillness, or at the edge of a sea 
town, or back among the ranch lands, one fifiás 
the power stations—soft purring dynamos, as 
you approach. These low brick buildings. stons- 
floored, solidly-founded and gracefolly vined, 
are noticed attentively by few. The whiriing 
of wheels is a mere matter of silence to the 
many; the steadiness of the production of power 
effaces itself like a spiritual source, from eyes 
accustomed only to noise and show and 
shine. . . .

As days follow days of travel on the Road. 
the great patience comes. At first, one is very 
anxious to get somewhere, and his untrained 
endurance is stimulated from time to time by 
intimations of an approach to another power- 
house along the road. He examines himself 
daily for travel stains and listens at eveniDg 
for the whir of wings that will bring the ful- 
flllment of the heart.

Luckily we are not abandoned for being so 
short-sighted. The outpoat Christian who taita 
with a personal God in terms of desirous peti- 
tion, is not abandoned. He shall come to see 
how the Working Forces are let down through 
innumerable artífices of reduction, as the main 
current from the power-house is reduced point 
by point until it flows modestly into our desk- 
lamp or tea-kettle. By infinite and marvelous 
artífices the Forces of Recreatiou are lowered, 
that we may find thelr magic in the grass, in 
the roll of hills and clouds, in the beneficence 
of still waters and the fragrance of flowing 
winds.
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. . . Circuit by Circuit, w e tu m  on  th e  lig h ts  
within to endure the  increase  of lig h t f ro m  w ith - 
out. As we ascend th e  g ra n d  h ighw ay , pow er- 
house afte r pow er-house is found upon  th e  Road, 
and each has its  answ ering  gang lion  w ith in  our- 
selves. The quickening of th ese  c e n te rs  w ith in  
is our awakening to  th e  b ro ad e r b e a u ty  o f th e  
Plan.

Travel-stains a re  fo rg o tten  in  th e  g re a t  clean- 
slngs of the n igh t; and  fa ith , a lw ay s th e  s tru c -  
ture stuff fo r b ridging th e  p lanes, com es in  
good time; fa ith  to  know  th a t  th e  m á s te r  w ill 
appear when the  disciple is read y . E ac h  d ay  
we adore m ore heroically , an d  b y  o u r ado ra - 
tion, the P lan  unfolds; each  d a y  in  th e  splen- 
dor of the P lan , w e perceive th a t  th e  cen te rs  
within are bu ilt th o u g h t b y  th o u g h t, a s  th e  
power-houses of th e  g re a t  e lec tric  sy s tem  a re  
built brick by brick , th e  dynam os in sta lled  w ith  
great labor and ingenu ity , th e  ro a d  connected  
up and scheduled, div isión  b y  división. A s above, 
so below; as  w ith in , so  w ith o u t. . . . W e know  
at last w hat W hitm an  m e a n t w hen  he cried  
out tha t he did n o t w a n t th e  conste lla tions an y  
nearer—th a t no a r r a y  of te rm s  could  explain  
bow m uch a t  pe ace h e  w as  ab o u t God an d  
about death.

5
The m a n  w ho ca n  s e t a  w om an  fre e  is  w o rth  

watching. M entally  an d  physically  to  s e t a  
woman f re e  m ean s to  overeóm e passion, jea l-  
ousy and th e  sense o f possession. I t  m eans to  
travel fa s t  in  team -w o rk , because a  fre ed  w om an  
unfolds incredibly . A s tw o  go on  an d  u p  to - 
gether, th e  b alances becom e so delica te  th a t  
everything am iss  ou tside  is  a  b a r r ie r  betw een 
them. She is som etim es th e  la s t  to  p ra ise  and  
first to  blam e; in v a riab ly  th e  f irs t to  w a m .

Spiritually a  w om an  is s e p á ra te  fro m  a  m an  
so long as he dom lna tes  h e r  m ind  an d  body. 
All the s tre n g th  o f h is  a rm a  an d  au th o ritie s  
of his mind and  th e  law s of h is w orld  w ill . n o t 
make her his. She h a s  n o t re a l se lf to  give 
until she is h e r  own.

To be lost u tte r ly  in  each  o th e r  is  b u t a  
preliminary to  th e  g r e a t  love s to ry . R a th e r  
the neighbors m a y  e n te r ta in  a  susp icion  th a t  
two are joyously becom ing . one in  th e  h ig h e r 
sense, when thé a re  found  o ften  b ac k  to  back, 
formlng a  cen ter o f sp ir itu a l ra d ia tlo n  in  th e  
world,

We never pass th e  love-sto ry . N o one h as  
seen beyond i t  from  th ls  p lace ; no  A v a ta r  o u t 
of the Unlimited h as  b ro u g h t u s  a  g lim pse of 
a loítier m eans to  reg a in  th e  h ap p in ess  o f o u r 
birthrights. All love is  o f th e  S p irit. W hen a  
man’s love fo r a  w om an is  p ass lo n a l a n d  pos- 
seBslve, it is m erely  because th e  fo rcé  o f b is

sp ir itu a l g iv ing  to  h e r  can  only  expresa itself 
m orta lly , th e  cen te rs o f h is  sp ir itu a l expression 
th ro u g h  th e  body n o t being  aw akened  to  ca rry  
th e  flner drive d irect. T he in s tru m en t reduces 
th e  v ib ration .

A ll love is bestow al. W e bestow  ourselves as  
we can, as  w e are , a t  the  tim e. W e ex tem alize  
ourselves in  those  w e love; and  th a t  sp iritu a l 
fo rcé  w hich  is  aw akened  w ith in  u s  th ro u g h  the  
ou tp o u rin g  nev e r recedes. The dim ensions of 
Love n ev e r end. I t  is only  w hen w e a re  ready  
fo r  a  h ig h e r d im ensión th a t  w e begin to  en- 
co u n te r p a in  fro m  th e  ac tion  of love as  i t  is 
being  expressed  in  us. The w orld  has n o t y e t 
lea rn ed  an y th in g  lik e  th e  re a l b ea u ty  of the  
passio n al an d  possessive love—w ith o u t w hich 
th e  sp ir itu a l dim ensions o f rom ance canno t be 
en tered .

Through the Glass
I t ’s  a  tim e  to  h itc h  ov er in  one’s  house an d  

in  one 's  life. B e tte r  to  a l te r  one’s  life  p ic tu res 
o f com petence an d  m a te r ia l w ell-being th a n  to  
hold on u n til th e y  a re  crashed . In s is te n tly  the  
no te  is sounding  th ro u g h  th e  m essages o f th e  
en ligh tened  th a t  th ese  a re  d ay s o f unpara lle led  
oppo rtun ity ; th a t  jo y  is u n d e rn e a th  an d  a f te r  
a ll th e  n a tu ra  of th is  v ib ra tio n  w hose o u te r  
g a rm e n t is depression.

J a p a n  didn’t  re la x  in  th e  m a tte r  of figh ting  
in  th e  R u sso -Jap an ese  W ar, b u t re laxed  in  th e  
a rb itra tio n  th a t  follow ed. She w as  bew ildered 
w ith  th e  eyes of a ll E u rope fixed upon h e r  and 
by  th e  in g ra tia tin g  sinuosities o f E u ropean  
diplom acy. C e rta in  of th e  f ru its  of h e r  figh ting  
w era relinquished. S he h a s  since lo s t h e r  re- 
spec t fo r  E u rope , even  fo r  guile o f h e r  “ab lest” 
m in iste rs. She w ill n o t m a k e  th e  sam e m is tak e  
aga in .

M other In d ia ; th e  w a rm th  of h e r  pulse is 
fe lt in  th e  w orld  ag a in , h e r  rannaisance. She 
does n o t s la y  h e r  w h ite  child, the  B ritish  found- 
ling ; she m e re ly  w ith d raw s  h e r  b reasts , an d  n o t 
un til d ra ln ed  to  th e  po ln t of h e r  u tm o st pros- 
tra tio n . N ow  she  h a s  rlsen  an d  is m oving 
ab o u t h e r  ow n buslness o f recovery . She is 
fo rm ln g  a n  inv isib le  govem m en t, ca rry in g  h e r  
own le tte rs , m a k in g  h e r  ow n goods, liv ing h e r  
own law s. S he is c lea rin g  h e r  house; she is 
becom ing h e rse lf  aga in . A s th e  p a s t an d  ita  evil 
d rea m s a re  fo rg o tten , w e sh a ll p resen tly  begin 
to  h e a r  h e r  song  above th e  hum m ing of the 
ch a rk a .
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