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C d itora l
THE GIFT OF SERVICE

Recently a young mother of my acquaintance exclaimed, “Oh, if I 
only had 24 hours off!” How well can we understand her meaning.

A career woman does not necessarily blossom into a model of mother
hood with the advent of a child. We are not all “natural” mothers any 
more than we are all “bom housewives” (perhaps the world might be 
better off if we were! ) but mothers usually grow in wisdom through many 
years of experience.

During these days when domestic help is beyond the reach of most 
of us, mothers of small children can easily become caught in a treadmill 
of drudgery. Housework can become h u m d r u m  to even the best of 
housekeepers, especially when children become ill and the work “piles 
up” ; but to the ex-career girl who is trying to make a success of her home 
and family, the never-ending chores simply “sear the soul” as a woman 
physician once remarked.

The woman who longed to escape for a day, was trained for a musical 
career. The daily round of household tasks keeps her on the go day and 
night with slight chance of outlet for her creative talents.

Now, there must be many such mothers in need of our help. I once 
read of a woman who gave a young mother the gift of 48 Tuesday after
noons. This included housework as well as child care. Perhaps some 
generous souls can offer a few whole days of service.

Here is one idea: One of my friends once lived in a neighborhood 
abounding in children. She gathered them into her home one day a week 
for story-telling and work on scrapbooks for hospitals. This service not 
only gave the children happy creative work, but released their mothers 
for shopping or a well-earned trip to the beauty parlor.

There was also the dear old lady who was always alert to the needs 
of mothers. She would often come trudging home with huge bundles of 
mending that she would find in some home where there were many 
children.

During the depression “co-operative child care” was tried successfully 
in nursery schools and neighborhood playground projects. In Ojai we 
once had our “Co-operative Community” project well enough organized 
so that for nearly three years each mother in the group had her “day off 
a week” in which she was encouraged to go away from home for relaxation, 
leaving her children in good hands. Fathers as well as mothers shared 
in our “co-operative baby-sitting service,” and money that might have 
had to go for baby-sitters, gave parents the opportunity to see a few more 
movies together.
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Everyone is busy nowadays, but perhaps there are those whose chil
dren are grown who will be happy to lift the load of some young mother. 
At least we can all add to our list of Gift Suggestions, the Gift of a Few 
Hours of Service.

May I here extend my deepest thanks to those helpers who have given 
me many hours of loving service through the past year? Some have helped 
for years in the various departments of our Mothers’ Research Group, and 
what success we may have attained may be attributed to the beautiful 
Co-operative Spirit of each member.

Merry Christmas to all!
M uriel L auder L ew is, Editor

Our JÇady., Star о/ the Sea
C. W . L eadbeater

The Inner Meaning of the Immaculate Conception

In all our thoughts about Our Lady and about Her Festivals we must 
never forget that there is a triple meaning in everything that is taught. 
First, the Story does gather round the historical Mother of Jesus, who was 
a noble woman of the royal house of Judah, and who, after attaining Adept- 
ship, entered the Angelic Kingdom; and then there are two great lines of 
symbolism to which all the events of Her life are adapted. Much of what 
is written about Her can hardly be fitted into the historical story; but we 
know that it is added with a view to perfecting the symbolism, just as in 
the case of the Gospel story of the Christ Himself. Very much is mentioned 
there which is not in the least likely to have happened in that particular 
life of Jesus in Judea; but it is all connected with the symbolical meaning 
of the life of the Christ—that is to say, with the life of every Christian as 
he passes onward from stage to stage in his upward path. The same is 
true in the case of Our Lady; much of what is written and sung and spoken 
about Her refers to the Feminine Aspect of the Deity, and much more of 
it refers also to the conception of the great Duality, the great Deep, as it 
is called, the Divine Wisdom, the Father-Motherhood, the myth of Spirit 
and Matter and the interaction of the one upon the other—all of which has 
to be borne in mind in striving to interpret these beautiful allegories.

Our Lady Mary, the Star of the Sea, is represented always in robes 
of the blue of the sea and of the sky because of the symbolical side in 
which She typifies the great Sea, the waters of space over the surface of 
which the Holy Spirit brooded and upon which He acted. The very deriva
tion of Her name Mary is maria, which in Latin is the plural of mare the
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sea, referring to the seas of virgin matter from which the Universe was 
created. Why of virgin matter? There again we have to look to the symbol
ical side of the story to understand what it means. W e must remember 
that all space is filled with the Aether of Space, that strange substance, if 
we may call it so, more readily affected than the finest of all fine substances 
of which we know anything, and yet denser, many hundreds of times, than 
the densest steel. Into that Aether of Space comes the Breath of God, of 
the Solar Logos—to use the Greek philosophical term. That Breathing 
penetrates the Aether in somewhat the same way as air may be pumped 
into water in order to mineralise it, and of those bubbles so made by the 
Divine Breath what we call matter is built—built indeed very truly of noth
ingness; for that is the real meaning of the strange Eastern theory that all 
matter is but an illusion. In one sense it is quite true, because out of those 
bubbles, if one may call them bubbles, all the world is constructed; all the 
chemical elements are built up out of arrangements of those. But when 
it pleases the Supreme to draw in His Breath once more, by that mere action 
of drawing-in the Breath, the whole Universe will cease to be; because 
these bubbles, which are the very bricks of which it is built, disappear. 
And when that Breath is withdrawn the matter remains virgin, immaculate, 
exactly as it was before evolution began.

That is the inner meaning of the story of the Immaculate Conception. 
It is not a question of physical contact or physical sense at all, but it refers 
symbolically to the scientific fact that this Aether of Space is the basis of all 
manifestation, and when the manifestation is withdrawn it is precisely as 
it was before, showing no sign whatever of all that has happened. So we 
speak of the virgin matter, the virgin space.

In this way Our Lady, Who personifies the symbolism, is spoken of 
as the Mother of all, and yet the Virgin Immaculate. But besides that She 
is indeed a bright Light of purity for our example; and so She is called 
the Star, and we read of Her as crowned with stars and clothed with the 
sun. And we must remember when we praise Our Lady for Her purity 
and thank God for the example which She gives us, we do not mean only 
what the word purity generally connotes. It has come to mean purity from 
one particular kind of physical grossness, but that is not in the least the 
only side of the original meaning of the word. There is purity of intention, 
as well as purity of thought, purity of feeling as well as purity of action. 
Purity means onepointedness also, so that the unmixed motive is pure; 
utter devotion is purity also, and it is in that way as well as in this purely 
physical meaning that She is an example to us all. Truly for us, for human
ity, She performed that grand service of giving a body to the Lord Jesus, 
a body which afterwards was taken and used by the Christ Himself; and 
just because of the greatness which made Her worthy to be chosen for 
that, it was possible for Her later to pass on into the great Angel Kingdom 
and to become the Angels’ Queen, Chief among the products of this our 
small cycle of evolution. The evolution now taking place on earth is of
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course but a small cycle in the greater evolution. That there have been 
Others as great as She is certainly true; but for this our cycle She does 
stand very high. And so we are thankful to God on these Her Festivals, 
not only for the help that She has given us, help which She does give as the 
Divine Mother to many people, but also that humanity in Her has done 
so well, has gained so great a victory, has made so much of advancement 
in the person of one of its Leaders; for all humanity is banded together 
and is very truly one.

(From The Liberal Catholic, August 1925.)

Rose Noller

The wings of dreamland whir around her head; 

Hardly the earth-life seems astir;

Almost one sees, like pearls upon a thread,

The unseen miracle occur!

Her eyes are lighted pools . . . white lilies blowing, 
Unruffled, rippleless as dawn!

Around her form an imminence of growing 

Into the spring, by warm sun drawn!

Blue-robed and tall, the Mother of the World 
Watches with wakefulness at night, . . .

Watches the blossom petals, pert and curled,

Till the mother holds her MITE!
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Оке Ckriât Ckild
Rev. J. B. McConkey 
( Melbourne, Australia )

“He comes on the wings of the ages 
The Child Who is ever a Child ”

Through the centuries the Church has kept open to earnest seekers the 
narrow way that leads to Life Eternal and has presented times and seasons 
of special observance, by which the path of holiness might be made easier 
of access and of treading. By far the most important of these is the season 
of Advent and Christmas. Special conditions are then made by the Holy 
Ones whereby even a small effort for spiritual progress produces relatively 
great results. It is owing to their work that it is a time of universal peace 
and goodwill. Selfishness and self-centredness are forgotten and the happy 
childlike spirit of Christmas is substituted. Age puts off its years and is 
rejuvenated in giving pleasure to the children. In the earnest seeker of 
the way there is a hopeful yet indefinable expectancy of a coming again of 
the Lord and a longing for closer union with Him. For this, peace is 
essential. To free the mind from worldly affairs and fix it in the unifying 
love of the Christ nature he needs a greater peace than he could himself 
accomplish. This he finds in the wonderful and universal peace and good
will to be found only at Christmastide.

The Divine Lady, The World Mother, manifesting the feminine aspect 
of the Holy Spirit draws, at this time, closer to Her children who are 
seeking to enter the Christ life and to “be born again.” She enfolds them 
in Her wonderful mantle of peace and mother love as part of the prepara
tion for the wonder of a new birth in the Christ consciousness. Only to 
the few who have set themselves the task of entering the Kingdom, can 
this wonderful blessing come—yet to the many, who feel even a desire 
to live better comes a quickening and renewal of life and aspiration through 
communion with the Holy One, Who comes to meet them as Christ-mas.

The following quotation may help us to realise the wonderful work 
which is done by the Holy Ones and the Angel hosts at this season:

“This time is a very busy time for us— From the last moon to this one we are 
preparing for your Christmas. Our Lady is with the Lord the whole time and they 
plan and direct the work to be done by us. W e  are the powers who carry out their 
plans. Every part of the world is touched again with the Christ life power at this season 
vivifying and renewing hope in the hearts of men. It does not matter what religion 
the people follow or of what nation or country they are. The Blessed Lord looks over 
every part and directs us in our work. W e  carry His life power round the globe in 
many circles, in many ways the circumferences crossing each other, so that there is 
woven over the globe a covering or network of golden light. To many peoples, groups 
or individuals, who are ready, He also sends us and a breath of peace and goodwill 
steals softly over the world so that even the lowest is touched by it and all who can 
be are stimulated to growth. Some who understand and are ready can touch His 
consciousness and others who are not wonder what is making them long to live better.
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Those who are undeveloped are also blessed, and the sweet Mother folds the light 
of this blessing within them, so that it may lighten their way when they move. In 
this way the Holy Ones are working together for those who sleep. In some who have 
the mental body developed those lines of light, when touched by aspiration, become 
thoughts of strong endeavour and of reaching up to God, and to these the Lord Himself 
is near whether they know it or not. Any true aspiration at this particular time touches 
the golden light and brings with that touch a gleam of the Christ life into the light 
within them. That light was stored within them long ago by the Blessed Mother as 
she is still doing with those who do not yet know. W hen She sees those who thus 
vivify the light within themselves She smiles with joy that Her children are coming 
closer to the Holy Lord, and regards them with a tenderness and mother love that is 
indescribable.

“W e  have to come closer to humanity in the work we are sent to do. It is some
times only to put a thought of shame into the mind of a cruel person— even that makes 
a possible link with the Lord for the future. At times it is our work to sow unhap
piness in the unruly to bring out later the joy of union. W e  have as much joy in doing 
this as in giving a thought of bliss, for we see the bliss in the pain. It is all joy to us.”

In many ways the love of our Lord broods over the world of the souls 
of men seeking ever to enter such as have prepared themselves and long 
for His indwelling. He comes to those who seek Him more than any earthly 
joy—to those who lose all sorrow in His love—to those who try to think 
with His wisdom in their daily lives and to know with His knowledge 
while they feel with His compassion. “To as many as receive Him to them 
He gives power to become the Sons of God”—a death truly unto sin and 
a new birth unto righteousness. . . . Again the star in the east shines forth 
and a child Christ is bom for the uplifting of the world.

c4 Ohriâtmaâ (Reflection
(Adapted by  Gladys Charbonneau from a Christmas Ceremonial 

of the Tulsa, Oklahoma, Camp Fire Girls*  Guardians)

The ancient Scriptures tell us that the gifts of the Wise Men were 
gold, frankincense and myrrh, and that to them “gold symbolized Christ's 
Kingship, frankincense His Priesthood, and myrrh His healing power as 
a Physician.”

Today we may apply our own interpretation and light three Christmas 
candles for this trio of treasures:—“the Light of Gold—symbol of Love— 
which is life’s greatest treasure; the Light of Frankincense—symbol of Faith 
—without which we would miss life’s greatest adventures; and the Light 
of Myrrh—the symbol of Meekness—which is the healing attribute of true 
service.”

As a mirror would reflect these Lights may we, as Leaders of Youth, 
also reflect these Ideals for those who look to us for guidance. Like the 
Wise Men of old, we too, may follow a Star—the Star of our Ideals—and 
though we know we can never fulfill all of them, yet we may ever move 
towards that Star’s Light, saying in our hearts:
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“The star road is the fairest road that we may ever follow.
It winds, as sweetly as a song, through desert and through hollow.

It leads us to high mountain peaks and into promised lands,
And, at its end, a baby sleeps, with tiny outflung hands.

“And we who follow in the path that starlight has made bright
Need never fear in the crash of storms, die tumult of the night;

For through the crowding centuries, the angel voices call 
And, at the end, a Manger waits, a Haven for us all.”

(Author Unknown)

Because the way sometimes seems long and dark, we must carry lighted 
candles in our hands that we may light the Way, not only for ourselves, 
but for others also to follow. We may carry: The Candle of Vision, whose 
light will illumine for us only those values which are Eternal; the Candle 
of Unselfishness, whose glory will awaken in us the best we have to give 
of ourselves in service to others; the Candle of Understanding, whose white 
light will penetrate into the hidden recesses of doubt and discouragement, 
bringing warmth and hope into our hearts and lives; the Candle of Sincerity 
of Purpose, whose steadfast flame will be a beacon to guide ourselves and 
others in this changing and uncertain world; the Candle of Courage, whose 
golden light will steady us to face the hard things in life, knowing that 
only by stress are we made strong; the Candle of Perseverance, whose 
undaunted flame will constantly illumine our path with steadiness unto 
the very end; and lastly the Candle of Cheerfulness, whose radiant light 
must constantly shine through every circumstance of Life—the bitter and 
the sweet.

"There is a Law which moves to Righteousness 
W hich none at last may turn aside or stay.

The Heart of it is Love,
The end of it is Peace and Consummation sweet . . .

OBEY!”

cA Chriâtmaà Aieditutmm
The Mystic Message of Christmas

Compiled by E l in a  D . W h h t i ck

The message of Christmastide seems to be that of peace among men 
more than any other attribute. Let there be peace in our hearts, and 
goodwill toward all mankind. There can be no unkind thoughts when 
we dwell upon the peace which this season of the year brings into striking 
contrast with the joy and the giving of one’s self.

It is not so much the gift, but the loving that has been prepared and 
which goes forward with the gift: It is as though our hearts and thoughts 
were turned with a deep desire to consecrate each gift . . . each thought 
that goes forth. And may we become so filled with the peace of the 
Beloved that it will go forward with every greeting. Whether verbal or
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mental, it does not matter. It is the radiation from the heart of peace 
that will make its impression upon the great human family. For a kind 
and loving thought is not restricted just to the one we have in mind. It 
radiates in every direction its goodwill.

The Christmas story is very beautiful in all the different legends woven 
around it. At no other time of the year do we find this beautiful reaction 
to the inflow of love, joy and peace. We have the song of the angels, for 
we know they must hear the song of the spheres as the wonderful Life 
force took form. The rejoicing of the mother and father is a beautiful 
symbol of Wisdom transformed through love. W e see it over and over 
again as a child is bom. It is a miracle, and when rightly understood it 
does bring great joy and a fulfillment of life. Truly the little one is a 
symbol of pure spirit, and we become aware of that Light within which 
is symbolized by the Christ Child.

And have we not the symbol of the three wise men bringing gold, 
frankincense and myrrh? Are they not the symbols of the three great 
channels of Life, of fulfillment of all our needs? Did they not lay them 
at the feet of the little Child? For always in the gold, the frankincense 
and myrrh we have that Love, that Wisdom, and the renewing processes 
of Life Itself. The Beloved did not give His expression of Life one of 
poverty — no, but of great riches. And these he lays at our feet today, 
tomorrow, eternally. And how do we gain these riches? Surely through 
wisdom. For it is through the wise men who sought the Child that the 
gifts were presented in symbolic form. True, the heart must be pure and 
the mind as receptive as that of a child.

Then, too, the beautiful symbol of Love’s protection. There is always 
that angelic Presence to warn us of danger. So we have this lovely story 
of the angel leading Mary and Joseph with the newborn Christ Child. 
It was that newborn Presence within them that permitted them to hear 
the angel’s voice in the quietude of the night. So we should enter into 
the quietude of the soul, that we, too, may hear the voice within.

Thus we come time after time for the blessing of this reawakening. 
The Christ Child has never gone. It is always within us in all the beauty 
of Its Love, Its Light; but the illusions through which we pass so veil Its 
presence that there must be periods of preparation—stepping-stones to the 
great illumination; for each flash of light is but a guidepost on the way.

As we come into this wonderful celebration of the rebirth of the 
Christus within and the joy of life sings through our hearts, let us endeavor 
to let It sing through our thoughts and feelings and through our world 
of activity that all may hear that great song of joy, of peace. This true 
realization is symbolized in our beautiful lighted trees and candles. All 
the flame and color that mark Christmastide are a reflection of that beautiful 
Light within.

May this song of the Spirit in its love and beauty restore Peace to all

10



mankind, and may the message of Goodwill penetrate throughout the 
entire human family! Humanity needs the sweetness, the beauty, the 
loving-kindness of a true Christmas-morn.

And as we go through this season of commercialism, we should try 
to hold fast to the wonderful art of giving that underlies all this confusion. 
May we each take with us the great depth of love and holiness through 
this Christmas season to be prepared to express and manifest the love of 
the Christ Child as we journey through the following year.

There lives at this time in Judea a man of singular virtue whose name 
is Jesus Christ whom the barbarians esteem as a prophet, but his followers 
love and adore him as the offspring of the immortal God. He calls back 
the dead from the graves and heals all sorts of diseases with a word or 
touch. He is a tall man, well-shaped, and of an amiable and reverend 
aspect; his hair of a color that can hardly be matched, falling into graceful 
curls, waving about and very agreeably touching upon his shoulders, 
parted on the crown of his head, running as a stream to the front after the 
fashion of the Nazarites: his forehead high, large, and imposing; his cheeks 
without spot or wrinkle, beautiful with a lovely red; his nose and mouth 
formed with exquisite symmetry; his beard, and of a color suitable to his 
hair, reaching below his chin and parted in the middle like a fork; his eyes 
bright blue, clear and serene, look innocent, dignified, manly, and mature. 
In proportion of body most perfect and captivating: his arms and hands 
delectable to behold. He rebukes with majesty, counsels with mildness, 
his whole address, whether in word or deed, being eloquent and grave. 
No man has seen him laugh, yet his manners are exceedingly pleasant, 
but he has wept frequently in the presence of men. He is temperate, 
modest and wise. A man for his extraordinary beauty and divine perfection, 
surpassing the children of men in every sense.

(This description of Christ was written by Publius Lentulus, President of Judea, 
in the reign of Tiberius Caesar, to that monarch in Rome, and first appeared 
in the writings of Saint Anselm of Canterbury in the Eleventh century A. D.)
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Among the world’s art treasures are the mosaic portraits of the Christ, 
made centuries ago by the monks of Athos. Some of the most beautiful 
of these are found in the chapel of the Martorana in Sicily, where they 
have survived the attacks of time and conquest. Many contemporary 
frescoes have flaked away, many paintings have dimmed or blistered on 
their canvases, but these mosaics stand fast. In photographs we cannot 
see the matchless colors: the golds, the blues, the royal crimsons; but we 
cannot fail to grasp the power of the concepts and the perfection of their 
execution.

How trivial and meaningless each tiny fragment must have appeared 
as it lay in the hand of the working monk! Surely it was a worthless scrap, 
to be cast into a dust-bin, or at best, to be given to a child for a toy! Could 
there be anything more hopeless than the project of creating a masterpiece 
with these chips? For such work one should have blocks of flawless marble, 
great canvases, paints in all the shades known to man! But the monk, with 
perfect faith and wisdom, laid his tiny morsel in its appointed place, and 
it became part of the body of the Maitreya.

So often we say, or hear, the words: “I have no time! No time to 
study, no time to attend meetings, no time to work in the community!” 
Or it may be “I have no strength for anything but the demands of my 
home, or^my business. They utterly exhaust me.” Again, it is: “I am too 
old to begin the study of Theosophy! What is the use? At best, I have 
only a few years left to live. Let me just drift along as I am.” And, most 
tragic of all: “I am absolutely alone—. All the things that made my life 
have been sewpt away: faith, love, friends, health, money—all are gone! 
I have nothing to give, for I have nothing to hope for. It would be better 
if I were dead!”

What is the stumbling-block for all of us who think and speak thus? 
Is it not that we think of service and happiness in terms of the mass of 
marble, and the wide-spread canvas? Yes, if we but had an entire day 
to use, what could we not accomplish! Yet it has been said many times 
that the only reality in Time is the instant of the present, or Now. That 
moment is all any of us have actually to work with. Surely no one is so 
poor in time that he cannot command a few of these minutes, these single 
minutes, which he casts away as useless! A handful of these discards will 
write a letter to a lonely friend; another handful will make clear a para
graph of Wisdom that shall be “As a lamp to our feet.” A real civic service 
can be rendered in a telephone conversation, if we use the moment to 
become aware of the need. By moments of self-denial we can save small 
amounts for great philanthropic needs.
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In the aspect of the living moment of Now, what excuse can age find 
for inertia? The old, as well as the young, can function only in the flash 
of this precious instant. It is not labelled “Age” or “Youth”; it is simply 
Now! Since we know neither age nor death can halt the stream of our 
living, why delay in embarking on Reality?

To you who are “utterly alone” (and all of us know that darkness), 
I would say: “Look away from the expanse of shadows to the details which 
you can hold in your hand! If it is only a green leaf, a rose petal, a cone 
from the pine tree by your door, a daisy hidden in the grass. Fix your 
mind on this beauty, and be grateful! You are poor? Then claim the gold of 
the sunset and the jewels of the stars! You have no faith? Do you need 
faith when every hour proves over and over again the perfect functioning 
of universal Law? There is no service which you can perform? Can you 
not scatter a handful of grain for the winter-starved birds? No friends? 
Cast aside your gray cloak of sadness! — Walk among your fellow-men, 
silently blessing each who comes your way, realizing all are your sisters 
and brothers! Each time the thought: “I am lonely” strikes toward your 
heart, parry its thrust with: “I love!” Not some one, or some thing . . . 
simply “I love.”

Only a fragment in your hand. Yet, placed aright, it can become part 
of the mosaic that is the body of the Maitreya.*

* Lord Mcdtreya meaning "kindliness" or "compassion," holds the office of Bodhisattva or Christ. 
Twice he has appeared—as Krishna in India, and as Christ (Jesus) in Palestine. The Lord Maitreya 
at present lives in a body of the Keltic race. His home is in the Himalayas.

~Maitrey,a
“They say You sit on a raised marble bench looking South over fair and 

flowered lawns rimmed with scarlet rhododendron. . . . That the perfume of 
Himalayan pine and the scent of upland flowers blow over you constantly. 
That You sit stilly in the afternoon with the sun warming Your ruddy gold hair 
and the glistening folds of silk curling foam-white around Your feet. That Your 
smile is very gentle and Your eyes like clusters of violets or deep springs in 
those forests where the pale light never changes. That over Your head resounds 
sweet music as the invisible Gandharvas weave their fabric of golden sound. 
That the poppies sway and the rocks in the garden quiver in ecstasy as You 
raise Your hands in blessing. How slim and frail and strong Your hands, О  
Lord, continually shedding a blessing on the world. And around Your garden 
are deep rings of peace.”— (From Yet A  Few  Days)

•Ш.
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T)ke J^egend о /  the Star
E lsie L . Rutledge

Icy winds blew over the tiny desert town of Bain-ling, and the yellow
skinned inhabitants huddled over their yak-dung fires.

Near the flickering flames of one small fire lay a young maiden with 
face and body contorted by agony. Impatiently the gnarled old midwife 
bent over her and spoke sharply. “I can’t,” gasped the girl faintly.

Roughly, the hardened old woman busied herself with her patient, 
and shortly the quiet of the mud hut was filled with the weak wails of a 
newborn infant. After ministering to the puny infant, the old dame shuffled 
over to the young mother. Suddenly, it seemed to the aged eyes that the 
prostrate figure lay very straight and tall. Hastily, she felt the heart. Then 
seizing boiling water from the dangling brazen kettle, she quickly poured 
some over a bowl of tea. A moment more, and old Fung-Choy raised 
the young woman’s head and attempted to pour some of the steaming liquid 
between the stiffened lips, but it was useless.

Frantically, the midwife rushed from the hut, shouting for help. Ham
mering on doors, and shrieking shrilly above the moaning winds, she ran 
through the village. An excited crowd of women pressed about her, hurry
ing into the tiny hut which she had just quitted. Desperately, they chafed 
the stiff, cold hands, some even breathing warm living breaths into the 
rigid face, shaking and rolling the body about. After an hour of fruitless 
efforts, they stopped and turned their attention to the newborn infant.

Kun-Lak, gentle mother whose hut was already filled with young ones, 
said softly, “I take small one until milk time is past.” Relieved, the fright
ened Fung-Choy handed the infant to the volunteer.

Later, the body of the young mother was placed, after due tribal 
ceremonies, on a lonely hill and covered with many prayer rocks. Also, 
as time went by, the hunting party of which the young father was one, 
failed to return, and old wives spoke darkly of curses on families and black 
wind spirits who hurl the unwary from icy heights in the bitter nights.

So the babe grew in the midst of the hard village life, pale and under
sized with round questioning eyes. After infancy, she was returned to the 
old Fung-Choy,—for had she not given her life?

Fourteen years passed, years of scanty food and raiment, of blows 
and harsh words. Meekly, the little Yu-ling accepted all as her due from 
destiny.

Then Heaven bestowed one of its rare smiles upon her when a Chinese 
sage, fleeing the cruel wars of the Mongols who descended upon his home
land with fire and sword, came to spend several years in the lonely village.

The old woman was glad to let the girl serve the refugee for the bars 
of tea which he donated f;or her services (he being in easy circumstances 
since he had so lately been in the service of the Lord of Chou).
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Hour after hour, the little Yu-ling labored in the wise man’s hut, most 
of it being joyous labor, for he unraveled for her the mysteries of reading 
and writing. So eager and alert was her mind, that in two short years she 
compressed the learning of twelve ordinary ones. Much oral instruction 
was given also, and departing, the sage gave her a priceless gift, an ornately 
decorated treatise on the Noble Eight-Fold Path.

The surly crone would have seized and sold this treasure, but the 
desperate girl assured her that evil spirits would destroy those who touched 
it without proper initiations from the teacher.

Thus three more years passed, during which Yu-ling spent long hours 
in meditation in lonely wastes of the desert. In the village, she ministered 
to the sick, the aged and children. She had an eerie yet withal, a holy 
cast of features, and it was whispered that the wolves and predatory beasts 
of desert and mountain had been seen to lick her hands and lie at her 
feet like tame puppies.

When she passed, people whispered, and young men feared to ask 
her to share their huts. Old Fung-Choy reproached her for her air of 
mysterious aloofness and prophesied an unhappy old age for her, but the 
villagers kept them well supplied with the necessities of life because of 
Yu-ling’s many kindnesses to them.

Then came a day when hard-riding troops thundered across the desert, 
burning, plundering, and brutally murdering all whose paths crossed theirs.

The villagers of Bain-ling fled with their most valuable possessions 
into the loess caves which were situated in a cleft in the mountains. The 
openings to these caves were invisible to the teeming armies on the plains 
below.

One day before dawn, the troops sent by the Yellow Emperor met the 
Mongol hordes in fierce array on these plains. Terrifying were the horns, 
the shouts, and the ring of metal on metal. Yu-ling remained in a far 
comer of her cave, spending the time in fasting, meditation, and prayer, 
to the great annoyance of old Fung-Choy. “Stupid one! When great things 
are happening before you, you sit muttering with closed eyes!”

Finally, as the sun descended, the noise of battle ceased and the 
villagers went down to search the field for booty. It was then that Yu-ling 
started up and slung a water jar over her shoulder, and filling a basket 
with clean rags and healing herbs, walked swiftly onto the plain. All 
looked at her with open-mouthed astonishment as she went from body to* 
body of the fallen, testing each for signs of life.

At last, she came to a great mound of dead Chinese soldiers, and noted 
a slight movement in their midst. Gently, she removed the dead and 
uncovered a great bearded, savage-looking Mongol whose ornate armor 
and richness of equipment proclaimed him to be a person of great impor
tance. Tugging and straining, she laid his head upon a smooth rock and 
poured a little water between his blue lips.
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At last, his eyes opened and he surveyed her with wonder. Quickly 
she dispelled his suspicions. “I shall nurse you back to health,” she said 
simply. Then she bathed and bound his wounds, and presenting herself 
before two youths who had long sought her favor, requested that they 
bring the great warrior to an unoccupied cave in the hills. “I shpll watch 
over your treasure until you return,” she said, smiling sweetly as she noted 
them staggering under loads of weapons, jewels, and coins.

Sullenly, they obeyed, and in the days which followed, the Great 
Khan (for the wounded man was none other), speedily regained his health. 
Always, his small, cruel eyes followed her with wonder and amazement. 
Finally, he said, “I came as an enemy to destroy you and your people. 
Why do you do this for me?” But Yu-ling replied with a gentle smile, 
“The Sages have taught that all under heaven are brothers.”

Soon he rode away to join his main army in Kan-Low, where they had 
been ordered to remain for one moon after the battle. On departing, he 
grunted harshly to Yu-ling. “Take this brooch. The witch, Rad-Luk fore
told that some day, I shall sit upon the Peacock Throne. Then come, and 
I give Yu-ling much gift.” In silence, the maiden bowed politely, and the 
Khan leapt swiftly upon his sturdy pony and soon became a speck upon 
the horizon.

Then the people of Bain-ling returned to their homes and found them 
quite intact,—they were so mean that they aroused only contempt on the 
part of the richly caparisoned armies.

One year, two years, and finally, three years passed while Yu-ling lived 
night and day with the sparkling brooch concealed in her hair, and busied’ 
herself with reading, service and meditation more earnestly than ever, for 
within her heart a great dream had taken form.

One day, a detachment of fierce Mongol soldiers galloped into the 
village and inquired for Yu-ling. Frantically, old Fung-Choy tried to hide 
die girl, but Yu-ling stepped forth smiling gentiy and so it was that the 
soldiers presented her with rich raiment and a gaily bedecked pony, and 
then they rode eastward until they reached the City of Gold and Jade.

In due time, Yu-ling bowed before the Great Khan, who was now the 
Emperor, and presented the brooch. For once, a friendly smile gleamed 
through the leaden face. “Speak, maid! Name your desire.” “I have but 
one desire: to serve Heaven and my fellow man. May it please Your Maj
esty to give me a nunnery where I and other women who take refuge in the 
Law and the Buddha may likewise establish an Order to serve mankind?”

Long and searchingly, the old warrior looked into the sweet and 
radiant face, and then orders were issued, guided by the desires of Yu-ling 
and finally, a noble retreat of white stone rose on the desert, among the 
tribes of her birth, but near the small villages and by the great roads which 
men had made from the, east to the west as they played the dramas of 
trade and war.
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Lights burned all night, and great mirrors, cleverly contrived, cast 
the sun’s rays for many miles by day, guiding the lost, the weary, and the 
ill to that haven of mercy. Homeless children were raised there to become 
straight as its walls, pure as its snowy towers.

Through the years, the hospice became a beacon light, a white gleam
ing refuge for the unfortunate or helpless—and the legend of Yu-ling, Healer 
of Sorrows, grew in the yurts and the villages. It was whispered that she 
had flown as a spirit to heal some mother or child who had prayed to her. 
Like a glistening angel, she had guided the lost or helped those who had 
fallen into gorges.

One summer, a terrible drought came to the villages, crops did not 
have sufficient moisture to grow, and the people were in great fear at the 
thought of starvation. In the midst of their trouble, Yu-ling fell asleep to 
wake no more, and beautiful was the smile upon her face.

Hundreds of folk came to the funeral, and great was the din of per
cussion instruments and the wailing of mourners. As the people were 
returning in the quiet night, one of them looked up and pointed. “See! 
A new star, a great white star! It shines right over the temple.” Shortly, 
everyone was gazing in awe and wonder at the great shining orb.

But as they gazed, winds started to howl across the waste, and high 
in the sky, great masses of heavy gray clouds moved rapidly. In a short 
time, rain was falling, rain which soaked deep, deep, into the thirsty soil, 
but rain gentle and life-giving as the hands of Yu-ling.

And so it was that when the rains abated, the priests summoned the 
people to the temple at nearby Han-Kow, and many were the fine words 
spoken in praise of Yu-ling by the learned men, but they all meant simply, 
“As in life our Mother Yu-ling has saved our lives and ministered to our 
needs, so in Heaven, she has opened the floodgates of a star to bring us 
the life-giving waters. The Temple of the Western Gate has this day 
inscribed a tablet with the account of this miracle. Each year we shall 
pray to Mother Yu-ling for her mercy which falls alike on Mongol, Kurd, 
Tartar, and Chinese, for has she not often said, ‘All under heaven are 
brothers’?”

S t a r  D u s t
Jean W hite

You flung out Stars into the slcy,
The Earth, the Sun and Spheres.
You put Light into a baby’s eyes . . .
A Star song in its ears.

You planted a garden on the Earth to be 
In joy and song and rippling mirth.

All these as Light for man to see 
The WAY of his rebirth!

17



Vegetarian iém
The recent death, at the age of ninety-four, of George Bernard Shaw, 

man of genius and wit—dramatist and humanitarian, brings to mind that 
this outstanding man of letters was a vegetarian.

Theosophists and occultists generally have always championed a meat
less diet. Sooner or later those who propose to tread the path of the ageless 
wisdom and the preparation for that path, are confronted with the problem 
of abstaining from flesh foods.

Harmlessness is one of the early steps on the ladder up which the 
neophyte climbs to Divine Wisdom.

We are happy to publish below Mr. Geoffrey Hodson’s “Seven Reasons 
for a Vegetarian Diet.”

To those of our friends who might wish to break away from the tra
ditional turkey during the forthcoming holidays, we heartily recommend 
our recipes compiled and published by one of our committees this past year, 
and now offered for sale.—E d it o r .

Seven éleaâonâ lor a Vegeterian Jbiet
Geoffrey Hodson 

( Auckland, New Zealand )

The supremely important subject of food reform may be studied under 
seven headings: hygienic, anatomical, economic, humanitarian, altruistic, 
aesthetic and spiritual.

H y g ie n ic

National welfare is intimately associated with meat eating. Meat is 
highly putrefactive. Corruption begins immediately at death and has 
reached an advanced stage when it can be detected by the olfactory sense. 
Health cannot possibly follow the custom of introducing rapidly decaying 
matter into the body.

Nature has not fitted the human body to eliminate all the waste prod
ucts present in the muscles of slaughtered animals. Gout and rheumatism 
may be traceable to this cause.

Fear, rage and pain are known to produce physical poison. Terrorised 
animals give pain-poisoned meat. Butchered animal flesh is pain-poisoned, 
and those who eat it poison themselves. This self-poisoning is quite unnec
essary because protein, the body-building principle in this food, can be 
obtained from milk, cheese, eggs, and from most fruits and vegetables. 
Animals are subject to diseases communicable through meat to man, 
including tuberculosis, tape-worm and fungus and parasite diseases.

A relationship has been shown between meat-eating and the desire for 
alcohol. The man who gives up animal food finds little difficulty in 
renouncing alcohol.

18



Vegetarians are not less virile and strong than meat-eaters. Athletic 
records have been held by vegetarians. The strongest of all animals are 
plant feeders.

A n ato m ical

The length of the alimentary canal in man militates against the suit
ability of flesh diet. It is more than twenty-six feet long, forming an intricate 
route ill-adapted for the digestion and elimination of highly putrefactive 
substances. Animal carnivora have a much simpler tubular digestive 
apparatus, obviating prolonged digestion. . . .

The canine teeth present in man cannot be regarded as Nature’s pro
vision for a carnivorous diet, because anthropoid apes have two still finer 
pairs, and apes are frugivorous. Primitive arboreal man cannot be said 
to have been created carnivorous on either anatomical or scriptural 
grounds. In Genesis 1:29 we read: “And God said, Behold, I have given 
you every herb bearing seed, which is upon the face of all the earth, and 
every tree yielding seed; to you it shall be for meat/’ The possession of 
pores, blunt molars, two stomachs and long and convoluted intestines 
conclusively demonstrates that the human, body is not constructed to be 
carnivorous. No meat-eating animal possesses any of them.

E conom ic

This requires special study by experts. It is, however, obvious to the 
layman that arable land will support far more human beings to the acre 
than will pasture land. Furthermore, loss of health and reproductive 
capacity resulting from meat-eating cannot but have serious economic 
consequences.

H u m anitar ian

Here we must rise to a higher level of drought, at which the appeal 
of vegetarianism is very strong to sensitive-minded people. For the fact 
cannot be evaded that a very great deal of cruelty is inseparable from 
the world-wide breeding, driving, transport and killing of hordes of animals. 
A so-called Humane Killer has been invented. It is to be hoped that its 
use will become universal as soon as possible.

A ltruistic

Due regard for the welfare of one’s fellow men is not compatible 
with their employment as slaughtermen; for the effect of their trade cannot 
fail to brutalise such tradesmen. . . .

A esthetic

An increase in the beauty of human surroundings and civilisation 
is an urgent necessity. The meat trade is one of the most prolific sources 
in the world of ugliness, coarseness, brutality. Vegetarianism promotes 
beauty, refinement, culture. Comparison of the ghastiy sights, sounds
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and smells of an abattoir with the beauty and fragrance of an orchard, 
leaves no room for doubt upon this question. It reveals the contrast between 
utter ghoulishness and sheer beauty and delight. . . .

Spiritual

This aspect of vegetarianism unites everyone of the foregoing con
siderations. Life itself is one, there being no break in the basic unity and 
continuity between man and the lower animals. Yet at present, man is 
by far the greatest enemy the animal has to fear. Animals are indeed 
man’s younger brethren; for the brotherhood of all life and all beings 
is a fact in Nature.

The poet truly says: ‘Tain to life is pain to Nature’s Soul, and any 
needless death is a deadly sin.”—P. /. Bailey.

“Each outcry of the hunted hare 
A fibre from the brain doth tear;
A skylark wounded in the wing 
A cherubim does cease to sing”

—Blake

The psychic effects of massed slaughter continued throughout the 
centuries in all “civilised” lands, and close to the great centres of popula
tion, must be most deleterious. This invisible evil may be more far-reaching 
than any of us imagine.

Under the immutable spiritual law of sowing and reaping, action 
and reaction, cause and effect, slaughter leads to further slaughter. This 
is demonstrated by the continuance and increasing destructiveness of war 
amongst men. The vicious circle established by long continued mass killing 
of animals cannot but culminate in world warfare. Recognition of the 
operation of causative law leads to the conclusion that lasting peace will 
not be attained between the nations until there is peace between animal 
and man.

The supreme purpose of human life is Scripturally defined as spiritual 
unfoldment to “the perfect man, the measure of the stature of the fulness 
of Christ.” The perfect man is the embodiment of Divine love and com
passion, is a healer and friend of all that lives. The continuing practice 
of animal slaughter must stultify the spiritual development of mankind.

To forego fish food is to free oneself from blood guilt. The very con
sciousness of this freedom bestows an added happiness, peace of mind and 
spiritual vitality upon those by whom it is attained.

(From, “The Case For Vegetarianism”)
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c4  -Mother ’a Prayer
How I Helped M y  Son Through University Examinations

“I had promised my son, Roy, that I would ‘concentrate’ on his success 
during the University Examinations of 1936 (Intermediate and Leaving). 
These were held in the large Exhibition Building (holding about 3000 
candidates ) formed somewhat like a cross—four wings or halls. As I began 
to send him my thoughts and also began to concentrate on all the other 
candidates, I ‘saw’ ( clairvoyantly, ed.) the central thought-form of Our 
Lord and four angels, one in each hall, seeming to float above the candi
dates. I imagine there were many mothers praying that day for their chil
dren’s clearness of brain and steady nerves. This gives an insight into 
what love and earnest prayer may do to help our loved ones.

“Also, dotted here and there over the huge hall I saw nuns and priests, 
evidently coming in answer to the prayers of Catholic mothers, and gave 
their help to the candidates where they could.”

« « « « «

“Then on October 24, 1938, my son, Roy, again sat for examination— 
the Preliminary Accountants’ Examination in Kelvin Hall, Collins Place, 
Melbourne. I had promised him that I would go into the drawing mom 
and concentrate for him at 9:30 a.m. I was a little late and heard him 
‘calling’ me when I was still out in the back garden. He couldn’t settle 
down to work and felt a bit rattled so ‘came looking for me’. I hurried 
to the room in answer and knelt quickly and offered a little prayer to Our 
Lady over Roy, asking that his brain would be clear and his nerves steady.

“I ‘saw’ Roy sitting in the third row from the front, on the left of the 
aisle and two vacant seats were between him and the aisle. (This was' 
later verified when he came home that night. ) Then I enlarged my con
centration to include all the candidates, and asked the same help for them 
also. Only eleven or twelve were receptive. With these a band of golden 
light about one and one-half inches wide shaped rather like a snake, entered 
simultanously at the right temple, making a complete circle of the head 
and overlapping at the back and passing out through the left temple. It 
had a wonderful appearance and effect within the heads. Immediately 
after this Roy stood before me about a foot from the floor, enclosed in a 
shining iridescent bubble, with his arms stretched wide, laughing and 
happy, saying, ‘I’m all right now Mum’ and he seemed completely thrilled 
with happy confidence.

“He told me when he came home that night that he had connected 
with me immediately. His nerves had settled down, his brain had cleared, 
and he had no further trouble.”—Mrs. E. K., Melbourne (from letters of 
Mary Neff).
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Smoking, from a Child's Viewpoint
By A  Nurse

A number of articles have appeared in magazines recently about 
tobacco smoking. They were supposed to have been written by people 
who were authorities on the subject. But, I will not go into any criticisms; 
I will just tell of my own experiences with tobacco.

As a child, I lived with my father and grandmother. We lived in the 
northern part of the country, which meant that half of the year was spent 
indoors, due to the cold weather. Since father and grandmother were 
both habitual smokers, I found the coldest half of the year the stuffiest 
half of the year, as the house was continually reeking with the stench of 
tobacco smoke.

Many times friends came in and smoked with my two elders, and I 
had just that much more smoke to put up with. Many times my eyes would 
smart with pain, and my lungs would feel like a brick-kiln, due to my 
sensitivity to the smoke. If I complained or cried, they would all laugh 
at me. Everyone seemed to think it a joke because the smoke annoyed 
me, and they failed to realize that I was actually suffering from it.

Every year when spring came, because of the constant inhalation of 
the smoke, I had to be sent to the country for my health. I came back 
renewed, only to repeat the process the next winter. It never occurred to 
my folks that the tobacco smoke was the chief cause of my ill-health. After 
I was older they thought I was coming down with tuberculosis, so I was 
sent to California for my health.

Plenty of fresh air and sunshine and absence of tobacco smoke have 
now resulted in my present healthy condition.

It is my belief that cigarettes and tobacco injure the health of both 
those who smoke and those who have to inhale it unwillingly—especially 
younger children.

In spite of the fact that many patients have stated that their Doctors 
have prescribed cigarettes, I believe that they are one of the causes of 
sickness in the world today.

"Smoking Madonnas"
“This summer while traveling, I noticed several mothers of very young 

children—infants—remaining in the Smoking Car with these little ones 
because smoking was not permitted elsewhere on the train. These mothers 
were either entirely careless of their babies’ comfort, or else lacked the 
willpower to abstain from cigarettes during the day’s journey. The babies 
slept and were fed amidst clouds of smoke from the male population of 
the car. The mothers were sweet young girls, addicted so early to that 
nasty habit. Although I was horrified to think of the plight of those infants, 
I could not help but feel pity for those ‘Smoking Madonnas’.”—L.
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Лlate mit у. JSfewâ
L enore Spencer Day

( Mobile, Alabama )
(Chairman, Maternity Committee)

Natural Childbirth

This is an appeal in red ink to every mother and reader who believes 
in the principles of natural motherhood.

Letters have great power to provoke thought. They show you felt 
moved enough to sit down to write. We need letters from every one of 
you to your state board of health, to your city board of health, your family 
doctor, your local hospital.

Anyone can ask questions. Ask what is being done in your state, 
county, or city toward natural childbirth and rooming-in.

If you have had a baby this way, you know the happiness it brings 
to you. But as a Theosophist, you know the transforming psychical expe
rience it becomes; you know it gives your baby his best start in life, gives 
him emotional security, and is in accord with the plans of Nature.

If you are not a mother, you still have one thing in common: we are 
all struggling for a better, more enlightened world. And these things, 
though they may seem minor, are really important at the very beginning 
where it counts die most.

W e are asking you to write four letters. If you should receive answers, 
we would like them for information. If not, at least that many more people 
will have thought about these things and perhaps eventually there will 
be a change in the modem attitudes toward the home and family, the 
foundations of character building and spiritual growth.

Please . . . will you write?—L.S.D.

* « * « Ф ®

W e are told that a Natural Childbirth class has started in one com
munity in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. . . . What an opportunity for our Mil
waukee mothers to attend and show them our material on the subject!

» « « « « «
A subscriber from LaCanada, California, sent the Editor an S.O.S. 

call for a doctor who would permit her to have a “natural” delivery. We 
wrote to our member, Elina Whittick, who lives in nearby Glendale, for 
help. All she did was to begin phoning doctors from the telephone direc
tory! Her eye fell upon the name: Glendale (Seventh Day Adventist) Sani
tarium, and after telephoning them discovered that “they encourage and 
have had some success in the Read method,” and suggest that their ma
ternity patients read Dr. Read’s “Childbirth Without Fear.”
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We have heard from Australia that a son was bom to Mrs. Pullin’s 
friend in Baghdad “in a Moslem Hospital with a Christian doctor using the 
Read method.” The hospital was new, separate rooms with a bassinette 
beside each bed for the babe . . . That although the delivery was not abso
lutely painless “she is delighted with her experience and would never wish 
to have any other method. . . . ”

« « « « « «

A Few Quotations From Dr. Grantly Dick Read
“The first principle of the mental development of a child is the estab

lishment of security, which embodies all infantile demands—a mothers 
breast, a mother’s caress and a mother’s love. If in the early days or weeks 
of life a baby is robbed of these basic principles of mental and physical 
health, fears and frustration are implanted in its mind. Child delinquency 
and the reprobations of early youth develop in the lives of those who have 
not been moulded by warmth of mother-love. These social inflictions 
increase in all countries as the rate of breast feeding and mother care 
decreases. . . . ”

— From an article, “The Principles of Motherhood” by Dr. Grantly Dick Read, 
in February, 1950, Child Family Digest.

« * * *

Last spring we sent a packet of literature and Digests to Dr. Grantly 
Dick Read, who lives in Johannesburg, South Africa. In acknowledgement, 
we have received several encouraging letters of appreciation for the work 
we are doing for mothers.

“There is nothing that the world needs more today than the improve
ment of all that is related to motherhood,” wrote Dr. Read. “I believe, 
in fact, it is our only hope.”

Our maternity workers, especially, should certainly feel encouraged 
from reading the following lines also written by Dr. Read to the Editor:

“One thing I am sure of is that if women like yourself can continue 
to foster this new approach to childbirth, by doing so you lay the founda
tions upon which in a few generations a new society will be built . . .”

—M.L.L.
» » * • о «

MILK vs. POLIO
Find Human Milk Factor Kills Polio Virus

(Excerpt from Associated Press Dispatch)

Cincinnati—A. substance in human milk, the identity of which still is 
unknown, has been established as a destroyer of the virus of poliomyelitis.

That report came from Dr. Albert Sabin, director of infantile paralysis 
research in Cincinnati’s Children’s hospital.
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Dr. Sabin declared, however that studies are being continued in an 
effort to learn just what the substance is that destroys the polio virus.

Dr. Sabin said that one thing which led to the discovery of the prop
erties of human milks was the experience in a polio epidemic last year in 
a Canadian Eskimo settlement.

There were 275 cases of the disease. Twenty per cent of the victims 
became paralyzed and 14 per cent died, but in no case did a child under 
three years old, when children normally are being nursed by their mothers 
become paralyzed.

He said it first was determined that immunity with which all babies 
are bom  was not the contributing factor. Then it was found that human 
milk coats the mouth, throat and digestive tract to set up a barrier to the 
polio vims.

That, it was explained, was of particular importance since it is by 
way of the mouth that the polio vims enters the human system.

Continuing the studies, 30 Cincinnati mothers were asked to giye 
both blood and milk specimens. The human milk was mixed with polio 
vims and injected into mice.

Mice which received the mixture survived without paralysis while 
those which were inoculated with only polio vims developed paralysis.

— (From. Child Family Digest)
в в • « 9 9

Breast Milk Immunity
“A strong resistance to disease is a very desirable trait in children. 

A natural immunity of some children to infectious disease is often decisive. 
This natural immunity is not understood and is beyond our control at 
present.

“A passive immunity is exhibited by the newborn to certain diseases, 
such as mumps, measles, scarlet fever, diphtheria, influenza, rheumatism 
and poliomyelitis, but this rapidly declines in artificially fed  infants. In 
breast-fed the immunity may persist for six months or even longer. Some 
evidence has been offered that the colostrum conveys antibodies to the 
newborn.”—From Synopsis of Pediatrics, by T. S. Zahorsky, p. 33.

( Courtesy Child-Family Digest)

9 9 9 9 9

Parent education
"Culinary" Brotherhood in Action

Mrs. Sadie Stave, a school teacher of Brooklyn, New York, sent us 
the October 1950 number of Strengthening Democracy, published by the 
Board of Education, New York City. This paper would delight any worker 
for Brotherhood. Its eight pages are filled with evidences of the manner 
in which the schools of New York City are trying to “promote good human
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relations/’ “teach controversial issues in current affairs,” “teach the uni
versal declaration of human rights.” In Brooklyn, public school No. 168 
celebrated Brotherhood Week by organizing an “International Buffet Sup
per” for parents and teachers. More than 100 parents as well as many 
faculty members were present.

Among the national foods represented were those of Puerto Rican, 
Italian, Jewish, Russian, German, New England and Southern origin. 
“People laughed, exchanged recipes and chatted,” said the article. This 
was surely “culinary” brotherhood in action!—Editor.

Ф Ф & Ф Ф

On Teen-Agers
“I read in a recent article that the present teen-age attitude is to get 

by with as little expenditure of effort as possible. For example, if they 
are given a job to do, they skim through it, half-fashion. Well, weren’t 
we all the same at that age? I know I was. I think the modem writers 
are trying to make the modern teen-agers seem different, and they a re  in 
a great many respects, but it does seem to be overemphasized.

“Now, about this indifferent attitude. It seems to me that should 
be a good topic for research from the occult viewpoint. With the knowledge 
of the astral body, puberty in the light of occultism, etc. Do you have at 
your finger tips any source material on this subject as well as on Sex 
Education?”—M. J. H.

Couldn’t we have some discussion on these subjects?—Ed.
# <* * * Ü

Questions from Pittsburgh Parents
The following are some of the questions that were asked at the initial 

meeting of the Pittsburgh Group’s “Institute on Family Living” held on 
October first: (I hope some notes of the discusison will be sent us for
publication later.—Ed. ).

1. You are called the “Mothers’ Research Group.” Does this mean 
that only Theosophical mothers are participants in this work?

2. What method does your Group use for collecting material and 
disseminating its findings?

3. What does the Health & Healing Committee have to contribute 
to the studies of ideal parenthood and the children of the New 
Race?

4. W haf is the Maternity Committee doing toward promoting the 
ideals inherent in Motherhood and children?

5. How can the members of the M.R.G. and those associated with 
them help bring about the New Humanity of Intuition? Can 
they aid in reducing the number of Juvenile delinquents and 
emotionally unstable among the younger citizens?

6. What is the chief function of the Devotional Committee?
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Signposts and full directions to this land of promise can be found within a sparkling 

game of that name, just off the press. Those familiar with it say the game is colorful 
and hilarious; yet at the same time thought-provoking and educational. The big idea 
underlying its gay facade is that of ONE WORLD , resulting from world law under a 
strengthened United Nations. The emergence of the game at this time is consequently 
about as timely as anything could be.

Briefly, the game is a life-and-death race between ihe'viliain’— armed with an 
atom bomb— and the other players, teamed up to outsmart the villain and achieve 
One World. Against this background the Newsflashes (some 68 in all) come into play. 
Many of these are humorous and fantastic; nonetheless they carry— in a casual and 
playful way— a serious message. As frosting on the cake, the wonderful kind of world 
we can expect (if the nuclear scientists are right) when world law has been achieved 
is also portrayed.

The Golden Age is reported to be going great guns. Rumor has it that at a recent 
party at Giro’s in Hollywood a few movie people started playing the game. Before long 
some 20 big-name Hollywood celebrities: John Wayne, Loretta Young, Joan Crawford, 
Harold Lloyd, Walter Slezak, Clark Gable and others— were drawn into the fun.

Architect 8ewall Smith of Lafayette, California, inventor of the game, has a nice 
collection of enthusiastic comments from many walks of life. He tells us that atomic 
scientists of note, prominent educators, young people’s groups and other “ just plain 
Joes” have expressed the keenest interest— “all without a single arm being broken.” 
Typical of these are the following:

“We think your game great fun. “ Fm glad to report that the Junior Statesmen 
of Northern California voted unanimously to heartily endorse your whole project.”—  
Signed by John Wahl, President Acalanes Chapter of Junior Statesmen.

An educator comments: “ I am most enthusiastic about the possibilities of The 
Golden Age. 1 feel that its success will contribute greatly to our achieving a more 
infomed citizenry, and hence a better world. Best wishes for its widest possible use.” 
Dr. John Peoples, Alameda, Calif.

A mother of teenagers in Lewiston, Idaho, writes in to say: “As a popularizer of 
the idea of one world it is wonderful” ; and a Wellesley College student is equally 
enthusiastic. “ It surely is a keen game and I think students everywhere will enjoy it 
greatly. After playing the Golden Age you feel you’ve learned something, as well as 
having a swell time. I’d like to see it in every college in the country.”

An Orinda artist and toy-maker says the game “ can do a lot of good by its casual 
yet forceful way of spreading the need for cooperation. At the same time I don’t know 
when I’ve seen a game with so many laughs. It should be translated into many languages 
and played all over the world.”— Signed Robert Knudsen.

Of the whole collection of letters, Sewall is perhaps proudest of the following from 
an official of the Atomic Energy Commission: “A game such as this is a splendid means 
of bringing world focus on problems of atomic energy. It brings out vividly the two 
opposite ways that this great power can be used. It is also real fun; I’m all for it.”

The original game, known as “One World or Bust,”  was concocted by Sewall one 
Christmas morning, when the idea came to him of trying to reach people with the idea 
of One World; to reach those who perhaps don’t read serious books on the subject, but 
yet enjoy a good game. After much trial and error, a “pilot ran”  was produced. It went 
over well and games went to every state in this country. Some, Sewall says, even went 
abroad and requests came for translation of the game into other languages. Comments 
from the people who played the game led to improvements; it has been streamlined and 
brought up to date, acquiring its new name in the process.

The Golden Age is entirely a non-profit venture. Sewall and his wife Mary, who 
he says was of tremendous help to him in this hobby activity, have pledged themselves 
to use any profits from it as donations to organizations working for world peace/*

Additional information on the game is available from its manufacturer: The Golden 
Age, 1924 Franklin Street, Oakland, Calif.

0 First on the list comes the U. N. itself. Smith remarks, which works out nicely, inasmuch 
as the 26th is the fifth birthday anniversary of the United Nations organization.



ONE WORLD OR BUST!

THE GOLDEN A G E -
a*ut $mw to oet tkofml

The sparkling new family game that's bursting with big ideas! 
Ideas as big as the United Nations, itself. . . .
Play it with your friends, your family, wherever people get to
gether. Your teenagers—like all young-minded people— will love 
it. And they'll go for the ideas, too.
Endorsed by atomic scientists, prominent educators and the man- 
in-the-street, it makes an ideal present.

Send $2.95 to THE GOLDEN AGE, 1924 Franklin St., 
Oakland, Calif., for your copy, today.. . .  Your money 
back if you don't love it!

■4

Sub scriber’s Attention
We should like a Christmas gift from YOU!
When you move, kindly send us your NEW ADDRESS, or fill out a Change 
of Address Card at your Post Office.
We have several dozen subscribers in good standing whose magazines have 
come back UNCLAIMED.
Through carelessness of subscribers who move and fail to give us their new 
address, we are continually forced to pay our Rural Carrier the RETURN 
POSTAGE GUARANTEED to the Post Office. We are very glad to do this 
when we can trace our members and keep their magazines going to them. 
It makes us unhappy, though, to have to pay postage on these returned mag
azines, marked GONE LEFT NO ADDRESS.
Our Postage bills are so heavy. . . . Won’t you cooperate with us and save 
us this extra postal expense?— Editor.

¥---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------4
VEGETARIAN RECIPES

Salads, Cheese, Egg, Leaf Dishes, 25c a set. 10 Recipes to each set.
¥— ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- ----------------------- 4

"HAPPINESS THROUGH HELPING" Children's Stories............... $1.00
CHRISTMAS BULLETIN (Mimeographed) for Children.....................25c

Compiled by Marie Jeannette Hayes
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