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The Subject of Fear
Much is said and being written on the 

word Fear. A wise movement of Inter­
national scope has been started designed 
to check the quaking blur which has

bring light to them against the invasions 
of the dark. No adequate coping with 
fear without rational recognition of its 
nature and why—

U
te
th
I ,
f(H
bo]
I s
be

taken the planet and its every sensitive 
point. The subject has been well-treated 
philosophically, but after all fear is a 
man’s own business, a prívate affair

We know brave men and women, but 
we know none without fear, a specific 
weak spot. The more sentient and spirit- 
ually developed, the more subtle and con- 
suming this seeming enemy

In order to do his part in the dissipa- 
tion of this planetary cloud, each person 
must meet himself. The eradication of 
prívate fears requires understanding. It 
is only putting oíf the inevitable to en- 
gage co-operatively, until each individual 
gíves himself inwardly to the clean-up, 
and as unflinchingly as possible faces the 
tests which follow

It does no good to say fear is illusion, 
unless one is actually aware of his own 
urrfinished states and can consciously

Which brings us to the wonder of the 
age. We have expressed it from many 
angles, yet the wonder is endless: How 
little people know about themselves, how 
willing they are to treat cosmically with 
disaster, without stopping to deal with 
the most obvious personal quake

Just as the crowd wants phenomena, 
cheap astonishments and high-sounding 
complexities before the simple truth, it 
wishes to save the world before tackling 
the lonely job of saving itself

People taught to affirm there is no 
fear, in unisón and solitary pondering, 
naively become their fears at the moment 
of stepping forth, dumbly inter-associate 
with the féars of others, and precipitately 
fall into national and personal and dini- 
cal traps whei’e fear talks and rules— 

Fear is not to be talked away. Fear 
is to be met—privately met and publicly 
tested

E n te re d  a s  seco n d -c la ss  m a t te r  S e p te m b e r  10, 1927, a t  th e  p o s t office a t  S outh  Pasadena, under the 
A.ct o f  M a rc h  3, 1879. T h e  G lass  H ive, Vol. 5, No. 9, Feb., 1932. Publiahed m onthly except 
J u ly  a n d  A u g n s t;  ed ited  b y  W1U L ev in g to n  C om fort. P . O. Box 33. S outh  P asadena. Calif. 32.00 
th e  y e a r , 20c th e  copy.
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F ine Enough To B e U sed

Venice, California, a Sunday in 1917, 
the beaches swarming. A stunt-flier fell 
into a tailspin and crashed to the field. 
Out of ten thousand throats issued a 
murmur of one tone, one timbre. For a 
single instant the crowd was one—even 
in horror. The destruction of a single 
human unit unified the whole. A vague 
hint to some that the sacrifice was 
meant . . . mystery of martyrdoms

Five years ago, a young flier took off 
from Long Island and went out of the

V../
ken of the world on a passage as unpréce- 
dented as that of the cellular emissary 
said to pass from the heart to the brain 
at the time of illumination. In the ten­
sión of this passage, the world was in 
an exalted state of accord. Only the 
end of the World War ever brought forth 
such a unitive acclaim as his landing 
safely in France

This young flier may not have known 
what was taking place above or around 
him, but certainly he knew his ship. One 
with that technically, he was fine enough 
to be üsed. . . .  So the episode of the 
same man’s stolen child. . . . The world 
has been ignited, unified again. In its 
tremendous focalization, ít passed even 
the point of vengeance. It reached the 
point of dealing amicably with crime. AII 
these are mightier matters than human 
legislation work with. . . . It was the 
King’s baby—the stuff of fairy tales and 
tradition — the anguish of the central 
cell of a people quivering through the 
organic whole of society—one body cor- 
porate, one spiritual soul. . . .

During the last week of February and 
the first week of March this year, a 
tremendous forcé touched us—a cosmic 
breath. Never before has humanity ap- 
peared so helpless, so like a lot of iron 
filings galvanized. We may be afl crazy, 
but we are all one.

— ... .  .  ■ ■ - t
¡

j|
The tremendous cyclic transition presses upon every living fiber, 

disintegrating all that is set, breaking all that will not bend, shattering 
all that will not change of its own will. The art of all arts therefore 
today is to shift with the new courses of being, yet to preserve con- 
sciousness in the midst of change. There is no triumph in being 
destroyed, no treasure in martyrdoms for institutions already doomed.
Those of us here are but a handful compared to the myriads back of 
the physical. Even of our little company the ranks are cracking, show- 
ing signs of rout, yet upon the few who can stand, who can follow 
through, depends the whole spiritual experiment. The planet is like a 
ship forced to make a change of course in a hurricane—the moment at 
the mercy of the trough. Only Command, the will and intelligence to 
Command, will see us through, and this power to command is dependent 
here upon physical stamina.
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“The Leader-ship ój H ea lth ”

On the evening of December ls t this 
year, the Cunarder “Scythia” leaving New 
York will voy age by Panama to the Pa­
cific Coast, then on to Honolulú, Japan, 
China, Indo-China, Crossing the Equator 
among the Spice Islands for a further 
cruise through the Eastem Seas, then 
India, Suez, the Mediterranean and Eu- 
rope, re-docking in New York, having 
rounded the globe for part of the way 
at its hugest girth—one hundred and 
thirty days

Such is the plan already two years in 
formation. What nine months will bring 
forth in the midst of a world-crisis like 
this, no one can say, but such is the 
plan

A world cruise, but a quest of the 
Grail, too, a quest scientifically organized 
for the restoration of that physical well- 
being, without which there can be no 
wholeness here, regardless of spiritual 
attainment. Not a hospital ship, but a 
passenger-list among which are already 
those sentient enough to realize that just 
to be here, alive and well, through the 
next two or three decades ís a prfvilege 
to arouse the envy of those forcibly con- 
fined to Heaven

Never before in history has Father 
Time presented human beings with such 
an opportunity for inner growth and soul 
realization; never before has there been 
such a period of strain and complexity 
for the physical body. The latter is a 
vehicle, a test-tube. The immortal life 
apparently prospers by the massing and 
acceleration of experience, but the mortal 
falters like a car on a forced continental 
run. The Soul serenely adjusts to change 
because it is centered, but the physical 
body, comparatively inert, resists change 
because it is eccentric

At the present moment, the most im- 
portant pursuit is bodily peace to en­
dure the strain and wear through the 
crisis. Especially this is true for those 
in mid-career who span the two genera- 
tions, experienced in the eider yet sym- 
pathetic to the younger. A deeper look 
shows that it is not two generations 
that such souls are called upon to bridge, 
but two Eras. The pursuit of health for 
its own sake is a doleful game, but as a 
spiritual quest also, with a definite pur- 
pose of constructive useability in the 
next twenty years, it is philosophically 
sound. To be here, to be on deck—

“So long as I’ve my ’elth to watch 
it all.”

What has the Glass Hive and its 
emancipating editor to do with all this 
world-cruising expensivity? Well, at the 
first mention of it, he knew a significant 
answering excitement which hinted of 
participation. However, it was not just 
a deal with strangers. For years a group 
of Los Angeles Osteopathic physicians 
has been more than casually familiar with 
our spiritual undertaking, as well as in 
the different branches of family repair 
and even household replenishment. The 
head of this group is Dr. Curtis Brigham, 
not only a sterling friend, an aspirant to 
the Way, but a famous surgeon as well. 
He is the director of the staíf of Osteo­
pathic specialists o r g a n i z e d  for the 
Cruise, composed of outstanding physi­
cians throughout the country and a 
wisely selected corps of assistants

The writer’s part is not merely that of 
a guest. He does not undertake to lead 
an enthralled company to the abode of 
the masters of India; he is not so sure 
of the exact placing of Their Lotus Feet
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as aforetime; there will be no lectures 
or classes in his connection. There will 
be association; there will be interest in 
making the cruise for those who care, 
something other than a sanatarium afloat. 
Incidentally he will write his way around

He is sorrowfully aware that most of 
his closest people are dutifully and finan- 
cially barred from such extended voyag- 
ing, but it is not so with all, and this is 
merely an announcement that may be 
answered by a few others as it was in- 
stantly in his case. The final issue of 
the Glass Hive in April will go into the 
subject further.

NOTES OF THE CRUISE
Under the auspices of the American 

Osteopathic Foundation, which of all 
physician fratemities the Glass Hive has 
found most open to link physics with 
metaphysics and material with spiritual 
Science

The “Scythia” : One of the best known 
and popular of the Cunard fleet, a super- 
lative cruising ship of post-war design. 
To make a cruise as pleasant and as in- 
teresting as possible, the ship must be 
large enough to be comfortable and 
steady, yet not be too large to exelude 
her except the biggest commercial ports. 
It is with these thoughts that the 
“Scythia” has been selected. She is a 
liner of 28,700 tons displacement, a large 
ship, but at the same time able to cali 
in the out-of-the-way ports. Under the 
usual conditions the “Scythia” can take 
more than eight hundred passengers, but 
to make this cruise most comfortable, 
only four hundred will be taken

The Seven Seas: Starting from New 
York on December 1, 1932, the “Scythia” 
will cali at Cuba, through the Panama 
Canal and visit San Pedro, where pas­
sengers who start from the Pacific Coast 
will join the cruise. Then, after stop- 
ping in the Hawaiian Islands and visit-

ing points of interest in Japan, Manila, 
Indo-China, she will sail across the Equa- 
tor and make an unusual and extensive 
cruise through the Islands of the Eastem 
Seas, where even in these days of ex­
tensive travel very few people set their 
foot to see the native life 

Shanghai—if possible 
India: Bombay is the starting point

for the inland tour of India, which will 
be made by special trains throughout and 
inelude visits to Agrá, the city of the 
Taj Mahal, Delhi, the capital and to 
Fatehpur-Sikri. This inland journey is 
included in the fares of the cruise. . . .  
The city of Agrá for many will contain 
the high moment of the cruise. The 
marble palace inside the fort surpasses 
that of Delhi in interest; all languages 
have been exhausted in efforts to de­
scribe it. The Jasmine Tower is “A
fabric of Sevres china planted on a ram- 
part of coarse stone,” its Pearl Mosque 
“the most exquisite house of prayer in 
the world. The nearby tomb of Itmad-ud- 
Daulah is scarcely less splendid. The 
Taj Mahal, “the most lovable monument 
ever erected,” is the glory of Agrá.

On the way west to the Mediterranean, 
Java, Sumatra, India, Suez Canal, Egypt 
and the Holy Land are visited. Off the 
beaten track the “Scythia” sails through 
the Golden Hora to the Black Sea; 
Sebastopol, the naval base of the Black 
Sea Fleet and the battleground of the 
Crimean War; the Russian Riviera, where 
summer Palaces of the Imperial family 
were located, and Odessa. On the way 
out, the “Scythia” stops over at Constan- 
tinople and then visits Greece, Italy, the 
Riviera, Spain, Gibraltar and Madeira 

Passage ineludes every health incen- ■ 
tive possible, and every scientific care 
under the supervisión of the Osteopathic 
staff. Address Dr. Curtís Brigham, 
Monte Sano, Glendale Boulevard, Los 
Angeles, Calif.
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R u dh yar on Fear: A  H am sa Piece
European civilization has been based 

on fear and the concomitant craving for 
security. Feudalism is the cult of fear. 
The power of catholicism was built on 
fear; for the Church dispensed, in most 
tangible ways, physical as well as spirit- 
ual-ethical protection. Puritanism is self- 
fear. Prohibition is bom of fear; and 
its by-product, the organized gangs of 
American cities, triumph in the ñame of 
the same protean god.

International politics and its “balance 
of power” are creatures of fear; and the 
tragic and pitiful cry of all nations of 
the world, as well as of most individuáis 
therein, for security at any cost, is the 
cry of the hunted soul of man refusing 
to face and to accept the wholeness of 
mankind.

The issue is being sharply drawn out 
and no compromise is possible any longer: 
Wholeness or Fear. Either individuáis 
and nations will have to live and to 
organize their behavior in terms of opera- 
tive wholeness, in terms of intemational 
cooperation first, then world-wide organic 
functioning—or else they will destroy one 
another in the desperate search for secur­
ity; and in order to avoid being killed 
by others, they will both kill and com- 
mit suicide.

No one wants war. Everyone craves 
security; whether it be the small bond 
holder and “saving account” owner, or 
France and even Japan. “Safety first 
is the cry of the fool” ; yet we have been 
trained for centuries to save what we 
have and to look for one who could save 
us. We have felt the awe of jungle 
darkness surrounding us. We have be- 
haved as jungle beasts, whose only god 
is Security. We worship “Saviors.”

Motion pictures of the jungle have 
brought to us with terrific immediacy the

realization of animal fear. We have seen 
little monkey’s eyes dilated with uncon- 
trollable terror as the tiger’s roar tore 
the silence. But the underworld of our 
cities sees every day the same look on 
thousands of faces, and our entire world 
feels the same panic griping the solar 
plexus of individuáis and nations . . . 
because no one can give security, because 
no one can save man any longer from 
men.

No one can give security to a sepárate 
entity against the sum-total of all other 
sepárate entities which we cali “Nature.” 
A part-being must know fear, even. if 
this fear takes the transmuted aspect of 
pride and arrogant egotism. The loneli- 
ness of the modern man is terrific, how- 
ever he disguises it. For he is no longer 
an organic part of a tribal whole based 
on blood-relationship; he is no longer one 
with his kin and his co-religionists. He 
stands sepárate, without root, trying to 
forget his solitude and his spirituál im- 
potency by means of alcohol, drugs, mo- 
.tion pictures, radios and the glittering 
folly of night clubs after the monotony 
of office work utterly devoid of creative- 
ness.

If he cannot or refuse to forget, his 
fear forces him to join other fear-full 
beings, and usually gangs result Or 
“leagues for security.” But before any 
such a league another one arises, and 
the problem becomes a collective instead 
of an individual one. Alliances of na­
tions are leagues for security; sometime 
gangs. So are most religious organiza- 
tions. Any entity which is not whole 
must needs boost itself up by auto-sug- 
gestive declarations of greatness and 
power, and organize against some other 
entity whose consciousness is not either 
centered in Wholeness. War is the result; 
war of ideas or physical warfare.
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A t  The W ater Tow er
Of  thb  Making  OF Maga zines: N ew  ones

are  popping. I t  is a lm ost like A pril 1927, w hen 
th e  G lass H ive w as one of severa! lnceptions 
into th is fleld of tra v a il and  incontinence. The 
m any will fa ll asleep, b u t here an d  th e re  like 
the m aster-ce ll of th e  h ea rt, a  beginning will 
m ean ceaseless exertion  u n til th e  end of n a t­
u ra l span. . . . M any a re  s ta r te d  w ith  th e  idea 
of using  fillers—th a t  a  m agazine is a  so r t of 
su it-case— th a t m iscellany m akes th e  m are  go. 
M any a re  s ta r te d  in  personal van ity , w ithou t 
experience, e ith er ed ito rial o r lite ra ry

A  rea l ed ito r is bo m  as m uch as  an  a rtis t. 
H e is one touched w ith  th e  fundam ental idea; 
h is is  th e  cen tra l desk  never to  grow  coid. 
In  h im  fuse th e  p lay  of the  p a t te m  and  th e  
incessan t labor of i ts  ca rry in g  ou t; in  him  
m u st blend th e  oíd insolubles, business and a r t

I t  is n o t enough these  days to  be s tru ck  
down from  one’s carriel w ith  a  m essage of God 
in  th e  ears. One m u st sell it, w rapped  in 
cellophane. Lips m oving w ith  m ystica l rap tu re  
m u st become invincibly a rticú la te  to  hold the 
a tten tio n  ag a in s t im precedented d istraction . I t  
is n o t enough even to  c a rry  occasional p a ra - 
g raphs of deep loveliness and la s tin g  verity— 
the  fiinging w orld of today  will le t them  pass 
fo r posterity  to  glean. . . . S till th e re  is to  be 
a  g rea t living sp iritual m agazine, fertilized  by 
innum erable failures, brave, humorous, in  touch 
w ith  the  world, inspirad to  the m om ent, and 
alm ost unracognizable from  the  standpoint of 
an y  religious ventura of the  past.

In  th e  final issue of th e  Glass Hive the  plan 
is to  re-publish the  N ineteenth, called th e  Love 
L etter, w ritten  Ju ly  16, 1920, in  the  m ountains 
of the  S an  B ernardino Range. I t  is a  resum e 
of m any  sta tem en ts of w hat th e  love sto ry  
m ean t to  us a t  th a t  tim e and form ed th e  closing 
docum ent o f th e  first book of L etters. The 
G lass H ive issues from  M ay 1931 th rough  th is  
concluding one of M arch 1932 will therefore con- 
ta in , edited and  p rac tica lly  entire, the  m uch- 
called-for Volume I  of the  M ystic Road, long 
o u t o f p rin t. The N ineteenth  L etter has at- 
tra c te d  th ro u g h  the  years m ore com ment and 
apprecia tion  perhaps th a n  any  other single 
le tte r, and  w ill fo rm  a  fitting  cióse of the 
G lass H ive s ta g e  of our w ork  together.

S trangely , insisten tly  of la te  a  conviction of 
th e  fa tuousness of m ultiplied teachings — the 
deadening  sm ear of m any  words. . . . W ith un- 
a b a tin g  in ten sity  fo r  m any  years we have

stud ied  to  m ake w ords work, yet all tha t standa 
is th e  occasional spontaneous utterance, in spite 
of the contriv ing of the brain  ra the r than be- 
cause of it. We see in the m ost highly-trained 
li te ra ry  w orker a  m ere droning self-starter run- 
n ing  down his ba tte ries—until the Engine takes 
hold. This is our oíd sto ry  of the Word sud- 
denly b reak ing  th rough  the babbled worda of 
m an—th e  oíd s to ry  of all struggle and expe­
rience m erely  a  frictional preparation for be- 
com ing fine enough to  be used.

The young P rince S lddartha on a  single day 
saw  slckness, oíd age and deatb. Be cause his 
h e a r t w as no s tran g e r to  the Garden of the 
Gods, he realized instan tly  th a t here, where 
he found him self, w as o u ts id e  the Garden; that 
som ething w as ro tten  in  this Denmark, as an- 
o the r young prince w as forced to conclude on 
the  suicidal verge. . . . Yet sickness, oíd age 
and  dea th—Yea, m urder, war, pestilence and 
all the  so rry  str ip es  of sex, are not so fright- 
ening as  th e  inflation of the personal ego at a 
crisis w hen i t  m ig h t render conscious anpgtanpp 
to  the  soul—the  assum ption of an isolated part 
th a t  i t  is whole—assum ption without contrition 
— th e  conclusión of human fragment that it 
has  arrived.

R udhyar’s w ork is well-known to the Glass 
Hive. He is one of the strong young men of 
the w orld. H is w ork as a  whole is highly 
m etaphysical; as such he is a teacher of 
teachers. W e look to see him tone down, even 
lose him self in  the massed hum and drene— 
the  voice of hum anity which is said by those 
O utside to  be a  Song. His magazine, Hamsa, 
th e  fo u rth  issue of which has appeared, is 25c 
the  copy, $2.00 the year. Address 3854 Griffith 
P a rk  and Los Feliz Boulevards, Hollywood, 
California.

W ithout advertising, with neither newals or 
renewals, the Glass Hive is rounding out its 
course largely  sustained by its book-stock, most 
of which has been disposed of at half price. 
This is no wail. Including the Letters, the 
fourteen years’ work is a priceless property, 
a  m ystical investment of inexhaustible income.

Review, resume, recapitulation—in every paga 
the  them e of the present issue. And always 
in  the closing of a  circle expressed by Re, there 
is contained the invisible A of a fresh outset, 
th e  m ystical m urm ur of a new volee—Announce- 
ment.
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The W. L. C. Letters Re-Published
1

1919-1920: Thinking a  th ing  does not make
it so; the supreme function of the mind, which 
is reason, involves a  procesa useless in Know- 
ing, slnce when one Knows, one does not need 
to reason.

The mlnd thinks, bu t the Soul Knows. All 
our Letter work together on Coordination is to 
render the mind which thinks, back to  the Soul 
which knows. We cast aw ay fo r the tim e the 
whole firmament of as tra l d rift in order to 
concéntrate, each upon his one s ta r  which does 
not change—his Polaris.

Soul is the m ediator, the w ay and m eaning 
to the final Tou. As you become the knower, 
you become Inimitable and superb; you begin 
at once to express your Task; in  tim e you shall 
leara your own Ñame. As you become the 
knower you perceive the rea lity  of o ther men; 
you put away the hurta, the heats, the  hates of 
them; you dwell w ith the ir ancient beauty  and 
reality.

2
The unfoldm ent of the sp lritual life has to  do 

with plenty of ordeals of pain, b u t l t  is not the 
Soul's fault. Pain  comes from  the adjustm ent 
of fe e lin g  and th in k in g  to  the  Soul. Pain  
passes; joy endures. Compassion is not smile- 
less; it is not lost in  the presen t predicam ent; 
it does not w aste its energies In klndred emo- 
tions with the despondent. I t  understands, it 
lifts, it sees th a t the whole w ork H ere is a 
procesa of extrication; i t  reallzes th a t its  first 
duty, in order to  help, is to  gain  its  own 
freedom.

For those who hope fo r liberatlon, racial and 
social boundaries cannot exist. There cannot 
be even national partisansh ips fo r the tru e  
Democrat. To be civilized in  the  actual sense 
means to be free from  th e  bigotries of class 
and caste, of race and cult. W e have spent 
the ages becoming fam iliar w ith  prim itives and 
peasants, w ith barbarians and semi-civilized, 
and have emerged at- la s t to  perceive a  globe 
and not a  plañe—a globe in  th e  m idst of a  
myriad sun-centers, each a  center of its  own 
reflecting globes. We have come to  th ink  not 
only of the races of th is  ea rth  a s  m em bers of 
one family, in different S tates of grow th; but 
that all those represented in  incarnation  are 
but a handful of the ir p articu la r hum anity  as 
a whole; also th a t the re  a re  m yriads of 
humanities.

There is help in reaUzing the whole earth  as 
a  w orking unit. The ea rth  is Uke a  ship. One’s 
fellow passengers were all s trangers on the 
first days out; the arrangem ent and activities 
of the ship itself w ere strange. P resently  we 
found ourselves form ing in  Uttle detachm ents 
and companies, bu t the rough w eather and the 
long days of the voyage gradually  revealed to 
us th a t the  good of one w as the good of aU.
. . . A t the end of the  voyage, the  ship is to 
be brought singing into port—a  M erry P arty . 
This is a  sto ry  of a  hum anity’s use of a  planet. 
Those who are em erging into the  freedom of 
globe consciousness a re  not only pu tting  from  
themselves th e  needs of fu rth e r w ork below 
decks, bu t they alone of the  ship’s company 
so fa r  are able to  see w hat the ship and the  
voyage are about.

3
The m aterially-m inded m an a t  his best, uses 

only the experiences of his presen t adventure— 
the sum  of his years—the things he studies, 
hears, reads, sees, rem em bers since he w as a  
boy. He has Uttle o r no psychic fe e l in g  to  
fertilize his thoughts; all the fe e lin g a  he knows 
are organic. He is a  m ere male, and cannot 
produce of himself. In  the sphere of genera- 
tion he plays his p a rt; b u t m entaüy  he is im- 
potent, except to  copy and analyze and m ulti- 
ply by m echanical m eans.

The em erging of the  m ale m ind from  th is 
im prisonm ent is seen in  the  a rtis t. H e has 
begun to  use th e  m assed experiences of the 
Long Road. F o r the a r tis t  the  threescore and 
ten  is no longer an  ab rup t cut-off a t  beginning 
and end. As he progresses, his products begin 
to  s tir  w ith  stran g e  Ufe, because his thoughts 
have been fertilized by  fe e lin g .  O ut of the  
g rea t D rift of h is being, he has begun to  draw  
the em otional energies. Men m ultiply and add 
to  and bea t th in  h is products. So long as his 
scale of w eights and m easures a re  held true 
to  the m ateria l world, he can color and orna- 
m ent and render sum ptuous his products; but 
more and m ore, a s  he opens the  vents of the 
psychological realm , he is sw ept out of the ken 
of the m any, who h ea r him  shouting a fa r  in 
clouds of his own tin ting . They m ight have 
followed him  up th rough  the  clouds, b u t they 
will not answ er now w ith  the  veils between.

And they  are  as  r ig h t as he, fo r the a rtis t 
has been carried  out of his m aterial hard-
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headedness. H e h a s  en te  red  th e  A s tra l D rift, 
an d  h is  m ind  is n o t y e t p o w erfu l enough  to  
p ilo t a ll th e  w ay . P o la ris  is  o ften  obscured. 
T he m ind  sc re am s th a t  i t  is  r ig h t, b u t only 
those  w ho a re  d r if tin g  w ith  h im  find him  sane.

B efo re  th e  C h ris t carne, th e  fo re ru n n e r ap - 
p ea red  c ry in g  u n to  m en  to  m a k e  s tr a ig h t  th e ir  
p a th s . . . . B efo re  m ind  can  in te rp re t th e  g re a t  
D rift, an d  b r in g  fo r th  i ts  tre a su re s  w ith  un- 
v a ry in g  o rd e r  an d  u n e rr in g  poise here, i ts  ow n 
p a th s  m u s t be m ade  s tra ig h t.  T he lie m u s t be 
c a s t out, a n d  a ll th e  sub tle ties, a ll p a r tisa n -  
sh ip s  an d  se lf- ta in ts  and  am bitions. T he m ind 
m u s t becom e tru e , p o le -tru e ; m u s t k e y  itse lf  
to  i ts  one s t a r  th a t  does n o t change.

4
I  h ave know n  m a te ria lly -m in d ed  m en, va l- 

ia n tly  s tru g g lin g  w ith  th in g s  h e re  below, w ho 
h a te  th e  m en tion  o f ro m an ce ; a n d  w e a ry  
w om en w ho h av e  been  h u r t  so h a rd  th a t  th e y  
sh u d d e r a t  th e  th o u g h t o f th e ir  d a u g h te rs  
m a rry in g  a n y  m a n  alive. B u t w ea rin ess  an d  
m a te ria l-m in d ed n ess  a re  m e re ly  tra v e l-s ta in s  o f 
c e r ta in  s ta g e s  o f th e  R oad ; h a tre d  is  in v a riab ly  
a  s ig n  of unfin ished  w ork . T he m a n  w ho is 
th ro u g h  w ith  a n  o rd ea l doesn’t  h a te  i t s  p roc- 
esses. H e  does, how ever, w hile h e  is  s till in  
rea c tio n  fro m  fa ilu re , an d  w hile  h e  is  s till 
being  p ressed  b y  h is  s p ir it  a g a in s t th e  w ill o f 
h is  m ind  to  ta k e  u p  a  h a rd  p a r t  s ti l l  undone. 
T he o rd ea l an d  i ts  p rocesses a re  seen  fo r  th e  
f irs t tim e  im personally  b y  th e  m a n  w ho h as  
conquered ; an d  th e  o rd ea l’s  L ong  R oad  re la -  
tio n  to  h im se lf  an d  to  a ll m en  is  fo r  th e  firs t 
tim e  es tab lished .

T he w orld  h a s  n o t le a m e d  even th e  pow er 
o f g lam or, m u c h  less th e  Love th a t  c a s ts  o u t 
f e a r  a n d  fu lfills th e  law . G lam or goes w ith  
th e  love of one’s se lf  in  an o th e r  an d  in v a r­
ia b ly  is  su b je c t to  th e  p a in  of co rrec tion . 
G lam o r is  b u t a n  ex tensión  o f th e  p e rso n ’s 
se lf. I t  is  o f th e  m ind. A  m a n  is  finished 
w ith  g la m o r w hen  h e  ado res th a t  w hich  is n o t 
h im se lf ; a n d  th e n  on ly  can  h e  bestow  th a t  
L ove w h ich  s e ts  h is  beloved free.

H e re  is  a  m y s te ry :  T he m a n  rea lly  le am in g
w h a t  love m e an s  becom es a  s tran g e , brooding 
c re a tu re  in  h im self. In  th e  sh e lte rin g  pow er of 
h im , in  th e  w a rm th  o f  h is  te n d em e ss  an d  im- 
p e rso n a lity , in  th e  o u tra y in g  of h is  conquered, 
o r  r a th e r  sp ir itu a liz e d  desires, th e  sp ir it o f th e  
w o m a n  h e  loves u n fo ld s in to  m a tte r  lite ra lly  
b e fo re  h is  eyes— th e  jo y  a n d  m a g ic  of it, an  
in e ffab le  p e rfo rm a n c e  fo r  h im . M eanw hile she  
o p en s  h is  g a te  to  in n e r  spheres. I t  m a y  n o t

a lw ay s be so, b u t th e  h e a rts  of certain women, 
a t  le as t, seem  m ere ly  to  be m arking time until 
th e  lover a p p e a rs  to  s e t them  free—the one 
th ro u g h  w hom  th e y  rea lly  can be hora and 
m a n ife s t on th is  plañe, bringing in return to 
h im  b e a u ty  an d  reve la tion  from  the inner curve 
w hich  is th e ir  tru e  place.

T he w orld  s its  b ack  tig h t against its heartb 
an d  la u g h s a t  th e  love affairs of those whom 
i t  h a s  called  its  g re a t men. In its naivete, 
th e  w orld  h a s  n o t y e t pu f two and two to- 
g e th e r—th a t  th e  loves had something to do 
w ith  th e  so-called "g rea tness” of the men they 
m en tion ; even th e  bewildering one-after-an- 
o th e r  ru s h  in to  in fatuations and early death 
of th e se  tu m u lto u s fanciers.

T h ere  is  h a tre d  in  the scom of the world 
fo r  th e se  episodes, because these episodes are 
s ti ll ah e ad  fo r  the  world. The arousing of the 
unfin ished  th in g  in  the breast of another always 
in c u rs  h a tre d  a t  first. In  its small man-made 
law  w hich  i t  b reaks secretly, the world stm 
finds i ts  sufflcing content. But man-made laws 
m u s t be b roken  openly fo r the emerging of 
g r e a te r  law s. Chaos, yes—but tha t is only the 
e ra d ica tio n  of disease from  the system. The 
p a t ie n t’s face  looks disrupted when the poison 
beg in s to  com e out through the pores. The 
po ison  m u s t come out.

T he sh riek in g  of the world against the ven- 
tila tio n  an d  ru p tu re  of things as they are, will 
n o t av a il to  p reserve the little laws of men by 
w hich  tw o a re  tied in  torment to each other 
u n til  one o r th e  o ther is permitted to unfasten 
a  co rpse  from  th e  yoke. Chaos, yes, as these 
law s a re  b roken  fo r the emerging of greater 
law s, b u t chaos th a t  is cleaner than the secret 
su p p u ra tio n  of th ings as  they are.

T he w orld  has not yet drawn the simple 
in ference th a t  the  "greatness” of such men as 
B yron , Poe, Shelley, Keats, Buras was the 
beg inn ing  of unfoldm ent through their minds, 
o f  th e  loveliness of their Basic Nature, and 
th a t  th is  ru sh  to  find the loveliness of others 
w as  p a r t  of the  sam e energy; the frenned 
qu icken ing  to  th e  outer quests. Power must 
be tra in e d  a f te r  i t  is awakened. These men 
h as ten ed  from  one to  another extending them- 
selves, b u t finding no one to contain more than 
p a r ts  o f them . Their glamors were swiftly 
b roken  because they  were so swiftly growing 
o u t of them selves in comparison to the pace 
o f th e  world. This is but an awakening procesa 
in  one life th a t  goes on w ith the many, without 
scandal, th ro u g h  endless incamations. The 
h igher, th e  faste r. I t  isn’t  a  pretty procesa—
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tilia spectacle of a  l j r ic  poet flinging him self 
to different qu arte ra  o f heaven—b u t i t  is one 
of the patbs which th e  w orld  h a s  s till to  tread , 
aa it quickena sp iritua lly ; an d  th e  w orld  will 
doubtlesa flnd so fte r conditions to  unfold in 
than has lts  pioneera.

I t takea a  m y riad  rom ances to  m ake 
Romance.

5
Really to  Be, one can n o t be th e  m ind. I f  you 

will stop and ca tc h  y o u rse lf  in  th e  m id st of 
pondering o r cogitation , you will be shocked to  
flnd how incoherent an d  even d isrup ted , is the 
actlvity—criticism , resen tm en t, soph istry . O ut 
of this th o m y  ram ble you  m a y  suddenly  “come 
to yourself.” B u t you  m u s t have som e h igher 
position of consciousness th a n  th e  p lañe of th is  
petty m lnd-activ ity , in  o rd er to  w atch  it.

We have diacussed in  severa l L e tte rs  th is  
paychological rea lm  betw een  th e  m ind and  the 
spirit, a  rea lm  of t in t  an d  change, evaneacent 
beauty and ap parltlon , sum ptuoualy  a ttra c tlv e  
to the mind, an d  o ften  touched w ith  a  m om en- 
tary loveliness fro m  th e  L ig h t above. . . .  A s 
a boy I  used  to  ca tc h  th e  lit tle  se lf a t  its p e tty  
perform ances from  d in e re n t sh ifting  po in ts of 
view. I  u sed  to  speak  of th e  po in t o f van tage 
as p a r t  o f m yself calling  i t  “the  th ird  eye,” o r 
"the re p ó rte r .” I t  stood a p a r t  d ram a tiz in g  all 
the lit tle  se lf’s doings, even scoflflng a t  lts  
prayers. . . .

The w orld  a t  la rg e  h as  no such  ensconce- 
ment. I t  i s  i ts  m ind— a t  th e  m ercy  of its  
petty ram bles— incapab le  even of a r tis tic  play. 
The m ind dea is w ith  th e  detached  po in ts of 
view of th is  m a te r ia l p lañe, in v ariab ly  te n ta -  
tive and ou t o f tru e  w ith  S p iritu a l Law . Even 
the points o f v iew  ex a c tly  opposite to  i ts  own 
are not true , because T ru th  is  w holeness and  
not in the rea lm  of th e  opposites an d  th e  fra g -  
mentary. T ru th  can  on ly  be b ro u g h t fo r  use 
to the m ateria l p lañe b y  one w ho touchés its  
realm w ith h is own K now er—th e  one s ta r ,  pole- 
true for him, in  a ll th e  a s tr a l  d rift.

6
The mind m u st com e u p  th ro u g h  th e  baffie- 

ments of the se lf an d  th ro u g h  th e  o ften  daz- 
zling illusions of th e  paychological rea lm  and  
render ltself u tte r ly  in  a lleg iance  to  its  S p irit. 
I  love to  say  i t  ag a in  an d  a g a in :  T he m ind

m ust becom e p lain  and  tru e! I t  m u s t p u t aw ay 
all i ts  own w an ts  and sm ilingly re s is t th e  
a ttra c tio n s  of the  a s tra l d r if t  w here fo r  a  tim e 
a t  le a s t “a  se rpen t is coiled un d er every  leaf.”

Y et th e re  is  alw ays help— alw ays V erity  to  
cali upon. The te s ts  a re  n o t s tro n g e r th a n  
one can bear. M ore and  m ore one com es to  
know  w h a t i t  m eans to  le t the  W a rrio r  fight 
the b a ttle—to  fling aw ay  every  care, every  re- 
sponsibility, every  p a ltry  anx iety  of th e  m ind, 
every  adm onltion from  th e  Jo b ’s advisera of 
the  world, every  fear, even fo r one’s beloved o r 
one’s children, every  tem poral p lan  so care- 
fu lly  w rought, every  m a te ria l p ro p erty  so ardu- 
ously and  industriously  ga th ered  —  only doing 
one’s h ighest, inm ost b es t and  keeping the 
smile o f fa ith , even if  i t  be a  tw isted  smile, 
even if one has to  p rop the  com erá of the  
m outh  fo r  a  tim e.

F o r  th e  th in g s of th e  S p irit a re  n o t th e  
th ings of the  m ind—until th e  tw ain  a re  one. 
W hat th e  m ind w an ts  o f ltse lf  is n o t w h a t 
You w ant. W h a t You w an t is a s  good fo r  
your neighbor as  fo r  yourself. B y  you r f ru its  
you m ay  know  Y ourself. Y our B asic N a tu re  
will h u r t no one, n o t even th e  m ind of your 
neighbor, though  th e  la t te r  w ill d isagree w ith  
You p a s t doubt. Y et You w ill n o t answ er him  
in klnd, because You w ill see h im  as  h e  does 
no t see him self, n o t in  c ritic ism  o r irrita tio n , 
bu t in  com passion. A nd if you  have n o t t r a n ­
scended his pow er to  w ound you, cleave un to  
him  above all m en, fo r  you need no m a ste r  
ju s t now above h is teach ing . The fa c t th a t  you 
consider you r neighbor u n ju s t is you r w eak- 
ness. You a re  s till in  w orld ly  standards. You 
a re  called in  devotion to  a  h ig h e r justice . Y our 
neighbor m u s t also  com e to  th a t  in  h is  own 
w ay  and  tim e—to  y o u r m e rit if  he is helped 
tow ard  i t  by  y o u r se ren ity .

This p assag e  o f th e  m a te r ia l m ind to  its  
unión w ith  th e  Soul is th e  Road, and  those who 
tre a d  th e  R oad le a m  sw iftly  th a t  py thons and 
a ll m o n sters  an d  a ll te rro rs  o f th e  wild a re  
b u t o u te r  sim ilitudes of th e  unconquered self; 
even th a t  one’s neighbo r who can  s till cause 
pain  holds a n  incom parab le g if t of teaching, 
fo r  he ex tem a lizes  a  w eakness, a  p a r t  o f the  
se lf s till a t  w ar.

Ahead stretches the Great Highway. Everything that we have 
heard or thought or read about it, is less than the truth. The beauty 
of our inter-relations shall be never less than now.



Ir There N ot Am ong Us—?

With the match king and the kodak king closing their chapters by 
hand, expressing in their last words the thoughts of millions of dis- 
tressed minds—kings of their own sphere showing the way to their 
myriads of subjects—

With the world-leaders caught in uncouth exposure—mediocrity and 
dead-eyed business trying to make a match of it without the passion 
to fuse

With sex perversión no longer shot at—the subject of the day, in 
fact—the leading occupation of that which is called mind

With hunger coming up like dawn out of the East, spreading over 
the West, so long a stranger to its lessons

With only the few making treasure of tribulation, and the barest 
few disrobing their prívate griefs to enter the Stream of Compassion

With the crowd gone goofy with psychism, and the so-called advanced 
mooning and astralizing without attention to their own hidden stars, 
expatiating numerology without discovering their own numbers

With the planet at the very foot of trajectory—under fire from 
the gunners of the Gods

Is it not fair to repeat our oíd question, Are you thinking? 
Is there not among us Realization, Decisión, Authority, or are we 
just another failing Company leaving its unfinished business to 
the children?




