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Chinking ill the heart,
Or,

€*ty Ztttots ia Realization. 
By Kate Atkinson Boehme. 

Lesson V.

You have now before you a diagram by 
which I  hope to prove to you that it is 
posable to outgrow or get away from pain. 
It is well known that pain has been, and 
still is, a factor in evolution. I  do not 
deny that. On the contrary, I  fully be
lieve it. What I  do deny is that evolution 
shall always find that factor indispensable. 
The time is coming when men can not suf
fer. Nature points to such a time. Even 
now she will not permit her creatures to 
suffer beyond a certain limit. When that 
limit is reached she lulls them to un
consciousness or wakes them to bliss.

William Flagg in his work on Yoga 
writes of Saint John of the Cross, of whom 
it was said that “through the silence of the 
night the sound of his lash would reach the 
ears of the friars, who trembled when they 
heard it, for they knew how merciless he 
was to himself.” There came a time, 
however, when he could devise no penance 
that did not yield pleasure instead of pain, 
and Flagg accounts for that fact by sup
posing that the practice of penance 
“thoroughly and long persisted in has 
power, along with other bodily modifica
tions it effects, such as adamantine hard
ness, control of breath, levitation, Hercu
lean strength, etc., to actually reverse the 
normal action of the sensory nerves and 
to convert pain into pleasure, or else so 
completely overcome pain by pleasure that 
none is felt, which last, by the way, would

hardly be more strange than that a con
demned witch could tranquilly slumber on 
a pile of burning fagots, a thing that has 
often happened.”

I  believe that Flagg’s supposition is cor
rect and that a turning point can be 
reached by both an individual and the race 
where the action of the sensory nerves is 
reversed, yielding thereafter no more pain, 
but only pleasure. A subtle sense of this 
must pervade the minds of those who be
lieve in mental healing. I f  there is no 
ultimate escape from pain, to what end do 
they work? The door of escape need not 
open through self-inflicted penance. Life 
gives us pain enough unsought. I f  we can 
only believe it to be the passageway to 
bliss, how changed and hopeful the out
look. In  this sense Only cau all be good.

And now let me refer to the diagram to 
still further explain my meaning. I  have 
shown in the previous lessons that man in 
his outer life bears the same relation to a 
vast and unexpressed central life that the 
ray of the star bears to its centre. Man, in 
his real essence, is the centre, but in his 
manifestation or expression he is an 
emanation or a ray of Being.

Pure light in passing into manifestation 
is converted into a duality; into the rela
tives light and darkness.

Pure bliss passes in like manner into the 
relatives pain and bliss.

The perfect likewise becomes relatively 
both perfect and imperfect.

Good becomes good and evil.
The real becomes both real and ap

parent.
Expression or manifestation is therefore 

a mixture of light and darkness, of bliss 
and pain, of perfect and imperfect, of good 
and evil, of the real and apparent.

That is, expression as we know it, is thus 
dual, but we can imagine an expression 
which is all light, all bliss, all perfect, all 
good and all real.

This is the Ideal, the dream of the 
World, and toward it the World presses.

Oh, this glorious Centre within and 
back of expression in us all! Who would 
not call it more and more out into the 
world of action?

Of course it is beyond our conception 
now, a world without pain, darkness, evil, 
imperfection or unreality, but so was our 
present state of being unknown and un
imagined to the earlier forms of life in 
which we functioned in past ages. I  might 
go back of that and say there was a time

when from a higher state we foresaw the 
worm which we should become as well as 
our return to Godhood, but that is foreign 
to the argument. Whatever we had known 
was forgotten, as the worm, and yet hidden 
away in that simple, tiny organism lay 
the nucleus of remembrance like a sleep
ing seed awaiting its life.

The worm saw not its destiny, but moved 
unerringly toward the man, drawn by an 
ideal close at hand, but all unconscious of 
the larger vision. Man moves to-day as 
certainly toward the Ideal which he can 
not see in its fulness, but none the less 
truly does he move toward the highest life, 
the highest strength and the highest joy.

Heaven is within, said the Christ of past 
ages. Heaven is within, echoes the man 
of to-day. Yes, within, my brother, at the 
radiant centre of all life, and you are not 
separated from it for one instant. You 
never were, and you never can be. No 
one can take heaven from you but your
self, and that by the closing of your 
spiritual eye.

Bight in the midst of poverty, sickness 
and distress, you can find the heaven with
in, and when you do, all will be trans
formed without.

And even now when you do not 
thoroughly understand the laws of mind 
you can accomplish much if you will try. 
When you feel depression settling down 
upon you like a cloud of gloom instead of 
sinking under the pressure, you can say— 
I  will be happy! I  will rejoice! I f  you 
say it weakly at first, say it again with per
sistence, and more strength will come. 
Every atom in your mind and body "will 
move in obedience to your affirmation, and 
soon you will be happy, even though there 
be no immediate change in your surround
ings. But that change for the better will 
also come. Until it does, remember you 
can rejoice, even though you are physically 
worn with the care of your house, of your 
children or the many responsibilities which 
devolve upon us all in greater or less de
gree.

Wherever you are and whatever you are 
doing, remember you are in the pathway 
to heaven, which means only that your 
eyes are opening so that heaven can be 
revealed to you, and when it is so revealed 
a radiance will go forth from your spirit 
which will illumine your whole life and 
the lives of those about you.

And is it not enough to make anyone 
glad to know that the movement of the
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world is toward greater life and greater 
joy? The passage is from darkness to light 
and from pain to bliss, otherwise it were a 
sad and cruel world indeed.

If, as you read my words, you are filled 
with a sudden upliftment of the spirit, 
know that it is because my words are true, 
and, being true, they are living words 
straight from the heart of being. They 
are charged with health, with life and with 
joy, and you in reading them are moved 
to rejoice with me, for we light our lamps 
not only at the central fire, but also one of 
another.

Conscious Uolifion Controls Involuntary 
Activities.

Kate Atkinson Boehme, in Freedom.
The body is like a clock which has been 

wound up at some time in the past, and 
death is the running down of its mechani
cal action. The conquest of death then is 
the winding up of that clock, and the pro
cess is simple when once learned.

Let us see if this is not true.
Long ago in the early beginnings of life 

on this planet that little protoplasmic form, 
the amoeba, had a desire for food. Im
pelled by this desire it floated here and 
there until it came in contact with the ob
ject of its desires, when it folded itself 
about that object, absorbed that which it 
could assimilate and released the balance. 
As time went on its desire grew stronger 
and stronger, and its need for more varied 
food greater, so that instead of letting its 
prey go quickly it held on to it, so as to 
extract, if possible, still more sustenance. 
This resulted finally in a settled contractile 
effort which converted the flat surface of 
the amoeba into a tube-like formation, the 
first nucleus of a stomach.

But this little stomach could not digest 
all that it stowed away, and would proba
bly have had a severe touch of indigestion 
had it not in time gotten rid of that portion 
of its food which could not possibly be as
similated, therefore ducts or channels were 
formed for liquid and solid matter to pass 
out of the little organism which no longer 
needed them. These ducts were primitive 
bowels and kidneys. To supply other 
needs, eyes, ears, heart, lungs and other 
organs were formed.

These organs owe their origin and 
growth to conscious action on the part of 
the individual projecting them. No mat
ter how low the form of life, if it has any 
knowledge of external objects it possesses 
consciousness, for to be conscious means 
simply to know, the word “conscious” be
ing from the Latin conscius, from “con” 
and “scire,” to know. The amoeba was 
conscious, because it knew of the presence 
of its prey, and it had volition because it 
willed to grasp that prey. It acted then 
with conscious volition and in this way it 
projected the organs which it afterward de
veloped.

But as its desires grew apace it dropped 
the control of the first established activi
ties, because it could do so by virtue of me
chanical law. I f 'you set a ball rolling it 
is carried forward by the momentum given 
by your hand, which is the agent of your 
conscious volition, and the ball rolls on un
til the force transmitted is spent. By the 
same law the mechanical action which was 
set up at first in the body by conscious vo
lition continues until the force imparted to 
it is exhausted.

In this way our bodies are running as 
the result of an action set up long ago. As 
we go from childhood to old age we get 
farther and farther from the original im
pelling force until finally the mechanism 
runs down, just as a clock would with no 
hand to wind it.

But just so surely as a clock can renew 
its action, just so surely can the human 
body do the same and escape that cessation 
of activity which we know as death.

When, as a child, you began your 
alphabet, you traced with difficulty the let
ters composing it. Next, you combined 
by slow degrees those letters into words of 
one syllable, then into words of two 
syllables, and so on until you could frame 
the letters into sentences. ' Now you run 
down the columns of your daily paper with 
lightning glance, catching at the ideas 
which are there expressed without dis
criminating between A and B or 0  and D. 
That is, you do not do it consciously, for 
the conscious recognition which you once 
gave each individual letter has been con
verted into what is called a sub-conscious 
activity, and now this activity takes care 
of your letters, words and sentences, leav
ing your mind free to transcend them and 
grasp the ideas which they convey. If you 
stop for an instant to consider whether a 
sentence is grammatical or to note the 
spelling of a word, you at once lose your 
grasp on the idea which it expresses.

Without the activity of the sub
conscious mind you would, each moment 
of your life, take the first step of your 
babyhood with the same hesitation and 
fear of falling which attended your initial 
effort, and such later feats as running, leap
ing, dancing and riding the wheel would be 
utterly unattainable. It is only because of 
these sub-conscious processes that dexter
ity, skill or progress of any sort become 
possible.

This is why prisoners who are shut away 
from communication with their fellows 
lose the power of speech. The sub-con
scious activity when no longer receiving 
an impulse from the conscious mind runs 
down like any mechanism which depends 
upon an impelling power external to itself.

The conscious mind which is ever think
ing live thoughts gives a stronger impulse 
or wind-up to the automatic action de
pendent upon it, and therefore it rests with 
that conscious mind to say whether the 
bodily activity shall run down or be en
dowed with a renewal of motion.

And there is no danger of the mechan
ism really wearing out as it might with a 
clock, for this sub-conscious mind differs 
from wood or steel in that its particles can 
continually be replaced by new and living 
discretions from the conscious mind.

I f you should lose for a time the sense 
of hearing or that of sight and only regain 
it after an interval of many years you 
would lose to a degree, or perhaps entirely, 
the sub-conscious action which regulated 
the lost sense, but on the recovery of that 
sense you could begin over again, and step 
by step, recover your old facility in reading 
or speaking.

Each one of us has lost conscious control 
over the involuntary action which regulates 
the heart, that great vital centre of force 
in the body. We have even lost the mem
ory that we ever possessed such control, 
and so the conscious mind settles down into 
the belief that it is under subjection to the 
automatic action of the heart, and usually

a weak heart at that, for, strange to say, 
you never hear of anyone being subjugated 
by a strong heart.

And so this weak heart, like the miser
able invalid in a family, goes on making 
all things awry until something or other 
happens to upset the tyrannous control of 
which only a weak creature is capable.

This something which happens is a 
happy turn of circumstances which places 
true power where it rightfully belongs.

When it is clearly seen that we regain 
conscious control over all sub-conscious 
activity and that the latter is only a stratum 
of mind discreted continually from the 
conscious mind, and that, instead of being 
a stratum of rock, it is more like one of 
clouds, then will a new lease of life be 
taken by the sick and despairing.

To hold, even for a short time, in the 
conscious mind the thought that one can 
control involuntary action in the body is 
to begin to establish that control. It is 
equivalent to taking one’s seat on the 
throne prior to grasping the scepter of gov
ernment. To still further pursue this ad
vantage by assuming immediate control of 
this bundle of habits we call the body, is 
to extend the scepter and inaugurate the 
reign of a good, happy and healthful gov
ernment; a government based upon this 
mighty truth that conscious volition does 
control involuntary activities.

Extract from Editorial in new York 
Sunday Herald.

At the siege of Buda, in 1625, the garri
son was in the direst straits. The scurvy 
had become epidemic, and there seemed to 
be nothing left but surrender. The prince 
saved the day by an appeal to the faith of 
his soldiers. He administered a few drops 
of pure water to the afflicted, assuring 
them that it was an infallible cure 
for the dread disease. Such was their con
fidence in the remedy that the effect pro
duced was immediate. The garrison was 
made whole in a few days, and as a fight
ing force it was ready for victory.

The medicine which achieved this result 
was not a drug, but a thought. In some 
way, as yet unknown to science, the belief 
that a cure had been found was closely fol
lowed by the cure itself, and those in 
whom actual disease had been produced by 
one state of mind—namely, hopelessness— 
were restored to health by another and a 
better state of mind.

The incident amply illustrates the power 
of faith to rouse the stagnant pool of 
physical vitality and change it into a swift
flowing current of healthy and vigorous 
life. The pages of history are full of cor
roborating testimony. In the annals of 
every religion are innumerable instances of 
the same sort. Underneath them is a 
spiritual law which we have persistently 
ignored, but a law which holds in its grasp 
our happiness, our health and our useful
ness. We shall accept it by and by, when 
our eyes are wider open, but in the mean
time we must suffer needlessly because we 
are blinded by prejudice.

The deepest thoughts are always tran- 
quilizing, the greatest minds are always 
full of calm, the richest lives have always 
at heart an unshaken repose.—William 
Hamilton Mabie.
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Reciprocity.
Here is a proposition which I  wish to 

place before my readers, and as an especial 
favor to ask them to give it a little thought.

There are five mail deliveries each day, 
Sundays excepted—thank the Lord of love 
and wisdom—at this house, and every mail 
brings the most urgent requests for help 
and advice. Sometimes there will be one 
letter of this sort and sometimes a dozen: 
“Please write me a personal letter and an
swer the following questions. I  get a great 
deal of comfort from the Idea, but I  want 
something straight from you to me,” say 
some of these writers, or words to this ef
fect. Generally, but not always, a stamp 
for reply is enclosed, which places one un
der a certain obligation. The following is 
a fair sample of these communications. 
Sometimes the plea is sickness, sometimes 
family trouble, sometimes poverty.

“Will you be so kind as to tell me how 
to cure a chronic condition of sick head
ache! I  have had the best medical treat
ment, but nothing has done any good. I  
feel almost sure that if you will write me 
a good long letter I  shall be helped to catch 
onto the principle. I  am a great believer 
in the law of vibration, and your vibration 
which goes out to everybody in your paper 
always affects me most pleasantly. Is it 
not a logical deduction that if I  can get it 
straight and personally it will do me much 
more good?”

It would be of no use to print the pages 
of complaints that follow. The above is 
quite enough to show how unreasonable, 
how thoughtless, and even cruel, some 
folks are in their demands upon others.

To have written the “good long letter” 
which our friend expected, would have 
taken the best part of the forenoon, and 
kept me from the universal work which is 
my business and pleasure to do. And re
member that this was only one letter out of 
a pile which would have tried the patience 
of Job. Our friend evidently thinks it is 
a part of my duty to attend to such cases as 
hers.

Now, I  know that I  am a good-natured 
woman and possessed of a strong desire to 
help, as far as lies in my power, every 
struggling soul. But I  think that in this 
matter of private correspondence I  have 
struck. I  will bunch these letters and an
swer them in the Idea to the very best of 
my ability; but they must be written legi
bly upon not over two pages of note paper, 
or I can not consent to spend the time read
ing them.

If this woman had said, “I  know how 
busy you must be, and I  would not consent 
to receive a letter from you unless I  could 
make full compensation,” I  think it would 
have been as good a treatment for chronic 
sick headache as she could have had. But 
she does not even hint at reciprocity. She 
demands my best, and gives in return a 
2-cent postage stamp.

Stinginess is the cause of many kinds of 
discomfort. If  a person is not willing to 
give an equivalent for what he receives he 
will suffer till he changes his methods, 
whether he is on this plane of existence or 
some other.

“But if I  haven’t  got it to give?” some 
one will exclaim at this point.

If the desire be present there is always 
something that we can do. One could at 
least say, “I  wish I  could, and I  will when

I  can.” Such a statement would hold the 
promise of a resurrection from old condi
tions. But to expect everything and give 
nothing is to invite disease, disaster, and 
death.

This is not pleasant writing. Personally, 
and according to old habits, I  would prefer 
to keep on giving and say nothing about it, 
but I  have touched the point now where I  
must be just, and quite as much for the 
evolution of my neighbor as for myself. So 
hereafter when special personal favors are 
requested, they must be paid for according 
to the law of reciprocity, which is the law 
of justice.

ELEANOR KIRK.

0bri$tianity and Astrology.
The Rev. Francis Edgar Mason, pastor 

of the First Church of Christ, Bedford ave
nue and Madison street, held a question- 
and-answer service yesterday morning. The 
following question was among the num
ber: “Is the present metaphysical ten
dency antagonistic to Christianity?” Mr. 
Mason answered in part as follows: “Re
ligions are survivals. All are practically 
the same. Trace the history of religion 
back as far as you may and you will find 
that all have the same emotions, senti
ments, aspirations and hopes. Christianity 
is the sum total of all religions, yet its 
every tenet is borrowed from the past. 
Religion is a golden thread running 
through life. Religions are knots tied in 
the thread. Jesus Christ, the light of the 
world, is an evolution from astrological be
lief of thousands of years ago. The sun 
worshipers reverenced the sun that 
“lighteth every one who cometh into the 
world.” The twelve apostles were figures 
of the twelve months of the year. Judas 
represents the month of February, which, 
not having its full complement of days, is 
a suicide month, deprived of its full period 
of life. Matthew, Mark, Luke and John 
represent the four seasons, spring, summer, 
autumn and winter. The crucifixion is the 
sign of approaching winter, when the sun
shine is entombed in winter days. The 
three days in the tomb are symbolical of 
the three months of dreary desolation, 
when the world is clothed in barrenness. 
The resurrection denotes the return of 
spring with its bud, blossom and sunshine. 
All of the tenets of modem Christianity 
are borrowed from this remote source. The 
three magi who came to the infant Jesus 
represent the introduction of ancient ideas 
into Christianity. Jesus was first seen in 
the sky by the shepherds. He ascended 
into the sky at the resurrection, both of 
which attest to the figures of astrological 
belief. The tendency of Christianity to
day to relegate heaven to the sky carries 
out this same figure. Christianity com
menced in the sky and ended in the sky. 
I t  is of astrological extraction. Christian 
metaphysics will wrest these issues from 
the sky and reduce them to practical levels. 
I t  will take man as it finds him, irrespective 
of the past or future, and transform him 
into the living embodiment of the Christ. 
There is no superior or supreme man in this 
universe. All have the same possibilities, 
all are endowed alike with spiritual power 
and prerogative. Jesus Christ is merely 
the type of generic humanity, showing 
what there is in man. All can be like him.

All that man needs is development along 
spiritual lines. He must exchange senti
ment for science and tradition for truth. 
The Christ will be an actual demonstration 
when we embody him, and never before. 
He will remain an idol in the sky until we 
become like him. We can know Him only 
as we experience Him inwardly. This is 
the mission of Christian metaphysics.”— 
N. Y. Daily.

Fsycbic t ig h t .
Dr. E. D. Babbitt, in a lecture on “The 

Higher Forces,” gives the following de
scription of psychic light: “There must 
be different octaves of light and color 
which the ordinary eye can not see, just as 
there are different octaves, of sound in 
music. The first upper octave has some
times been termed fluorescent, being re
vealed in part by fluorin and other sub
stances. This octave is really the odyllic 
grade of light and color, which Baron 
Reichenbach discovered, and includes the 
X-Ray which we hear so much about. This 
grade of light is so fine as to penetrate 
opaque substances, and thus render them 
more or less transparent, being twice as 
fine as ordinary light. The next color 
octave is the psychic light, which is four 
times as fine as ordinary light, and consti
tutes the interior and mighty influence by 
which a more magnificent universe is re
vealed, compared with which the outer uni
verse is hardly worth looking at.”—Star of 
the Magi.

ttoe fiealtb of 3twel$.
(From the Philadelphia Record.)

I t  is interesting to know from a Chestnut 
street dealer in jewels that pearls are in 
particularly good health this summer. 
“Good health” is the expression of the 
dealer, and he meant it literally. “These 
gems are particularly liable to disease,” he 
said yesterday. “Commercially, the health 
of a pearl refers to its lustre, and when it 
becomes dull, you may know that it is sick. 
Salt water is the only tonic that is known 
to be efficacious in such cases, and after be
ing immersed in brine for several days, the 
gems will be found to be restored to their 
usual health. The summer months are 
usually hard on pearls, but this year, for 
some reason, there is very little illness 
among them.”

Mrs. Harriet Peabody, who is doing such 
a noble work in educating the Navajo In
dians, writes us that she has recently visited 
their reservation, and found them suffer
ing from a three years’ drought. She says 
it was really pitiful to see their little crops 
dried and burned up, and the pastures for 
their sheep almost a barren desert. She 
found blankets very scarce and prices high, 
but the Indians had saved quite a number 
for her, which she will sell at a low figure 
and use the proceeds to cany on the work. 
They are for sale at the home of Mrs. H. 
G. Dyar, 1512 Twenty-first street, "Wash
ington, D. C., and also at 1033 South Hope 
Street, Los Angeles, Cal., where Mrs. Pea
body may be found for a time. We have 
seen the blankets and can say that they are 
beautiful and very cheap.
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Editorial Dotes and Reviews.
An article which I  clipped from Eleanor 

Kirk’s Idea, written by herself, and en
titled ‘‘However, No Matter,” produced 
quite an impression on my readers. Peo
ple are still writing me and saying: “I  do 
enjoy The Radiant Centre so much. Your 
article,‘However, No Matter,’ was especial
ly fine.” Of course I  then sail under bor
rowed canvas; However, no matter.

I  have what is unusual in the city, a 
large side yard, and just now in strolling 
through it I  spied two bright little 
dandelions, looking just as happy as 
though they had been on time in the 
spring. I  thought, Well, what is the dif
ference whether you bloom early or late, 
and I  framed a little adage for myself, 
“I t’s never too late to bloom!” Bear that 
in mind, friends, even in the very winter 
of your discontent.

And the other day an exquisite white 
rose came out on one of my bushes, though 
the flowering time is long since over. 
What is the matter with the place? Arc 
the very plants catching the spirit of my 
philosophy? Catching a residue from my 
thought as it floats past them from my 
study window?

“I t’s never too late to bloom.”

No, it is not, sad heart. You are sad? 
Why? Just because your petals are all 
wrapped closely about you and you feel the 
pressure. Open u p ! Open up to the sun 
and fear not the winter frosts. Fear noth
ing—only bloom:

Be brave; be hardy. Anything is better 
than being shut in with the sadness and 
the pressure. Push outward and the sad
ness will depart and you will be out in the 
open—and free.

What if you are 80, 90, 10 0  years old. 
Put your hand in Nature’s and she will 
lead you to a renewal of all your powers,

your sight, your hearing, your suppleness, 
your strength. She is doing it right along 
for others, and why not for you? Yes, 
why not for you?

Don’t  you know that an old, old mes
sage—one almost forgotten—has come to 
the earth again? One which proclaims 
that Death is slain? Death is dead, and 
Life only lives.

In the quietude of your spirit don’t you 
know that you are an Immoral—that birth 
and death are only curtains drawn between 
the stretches of your endless being. You 
bloomed yesterday, you can bloom again 
to-day and to-morrow and forevermore, 
until that bloom gives place to something 
else, to something better. Better than you 
and I  can imagine now. We can only 
dream of it vaguely.

But that is the way thought comes. 
First in vague, indeterminate shape. Then 
it takes form; we see it clearly. A new 
thought, a new era and something hitherto 
undreamed of comes to the old world as 
it swings around on its axis.

Have you never experienced a moment 
in which merely to live was pure joy? 
Well, that was Life. Let us put Death 
out of sight, since it is no more, and learn 
something of this wonderful, joyful thing 
of which we have such delightful glimpses. 
Let us enter in and know Life.

Answers to Correspondents.
This department has deviated somewhat 

from its original form of question and an
swer into more of an essay, and yet it has 
all the while been given in answer to cor
respondents, although the questions have 
been treated in composite.

In  this issue I  intend to confine myself 
more strictly to the original form.

I  have a correspondent who is made ut
terly wretched by the fact of her husband’s 
alienation. I  have more than one on my 
list who is afflicted in this fashion but the 
particular one to whom I  allude is in ultra 
grievous straits. She thinks that her heart 
strings have been ruthlessly torn from the 
form about which they clung, and that now 
they are trailing lacerated and bleeding in 
the mire of contempt. My advice is to 
make a healing salve out of the mire; it 
may not be a very sweet remedy, but it is 
the one at hand, and I  have heat'd of its 
use as efficacious. Then, I  should gather 
up those heart strings and haul them in 
vigorously. I  have no doubt that her hus
band cut loose because he was tired of be
ing a Siamese twin, or as Carpenter would 
say, “a clothes peg for a woman to hang 
her affections upon.”

I  know the sight of that woman’s face 
when he comes in to dinner is enough to 
drive appetite away, and that, of course, 
breeds more alienation.

I t  is a pitiably unhealthy state in which 
that little woman finds herself. I t  is a dis
ease and nothing short of it. You can not 
yearn after anybody without being in the 
incipient stage of that disease. Your heart

should not go out in strings at all unless 
you want to lose force as a potato does 
when it sprouts. I f  you would keep your 
heart nice and wholesome, don’t let it 
sprout. Still you have one advantage over 
a potato, even if you haven’t as many 
eyes. With half an eye you can see that 
the sprouting state is one of degeneracy, 
and can pull yourself together again, which 
the potato can not do. In my opinion, 
yearning and heart hunger are very much 
like the morbid appetite that springs from 
dyspepsia. A healthy heart, like a well 
ordered stomach, will have none of it.

There is a natural hunger, which of 
right belongs to each, but that is a very 
different thing from the inordinate craving 
which I  would discountenance.

There is a very superior woman on my 
list who is married to a man in some re
spects her inferior, and yet she is extreme
ly sensitive to his opinion of her. He has 
a good salary, but if he complains of ex
pense this woman, who is highly educated, 
a writer and capable of earning a generous 
yearly stipend with her pen, at once dis
charges her servants, goes into the kitchen 
herself and works like any drudge for 
weeks and months, and then writes me 
that she can not stand it. I  don’t  wonder. 
The thing for her to do is to walk straight 
out of that kitchen, where she is wholly out 
of place, step to the head of her household, 
where she is in place, and hold that position 
with gentle dignity. If  she abdicates her 
own throne no one but herself can restore 
her to it. Her husband will shortly esti
mate her at the true value which she must 
place upon herself. When she steps lower 
in the scale he will accept that valuation 
just as surely. And all this just because 
he is inferior.

When Mrs. French-Sheldon went into 
Africa, one woman alone with a caravan 
of natives as an escort, she maintained her 
supremacy by always holding the attitude 
of a queen. She carried the richest gowns 
with her, and when she was presented at 
the court of any small potentate in her line 
of travel, she invariably appeared in gorge
ous apparel. When she addressed her car
avan it was from an elevation, though only 
a dry goods box. Her meals, though 
served also upon dry goods boxes, were dig
nified by the use of fine linen and silver, 
while the greatest decorum was always ob
served. In  this way and in no other was 
it possible to maintain discipline and con
trol her barbaric attendants.

There is a large relic of barbarism in the 
character of every inferior man or woman. 
I t  is crude force which must be held in 
leash by superior force.

Back of Mrs. French-Sheldon’s assump
tion of superiority there was the real power, 
not only the power of intellect, but also the 
power, which is greater still, of a dauntless 
spirit.

When my friend with the inferior hus
band simply lets loose her own spirit in its 
glorious fulness, there will be a revolution, 
and nobody will get hurt. I t is useless for 
the head to try to be the foot. I t  never can 
be except in the course of a somersault, 
and that does not last long.

I t is such a mistake to think that it is 
an index of superiority to get the best end 
of an argument, to cut and slash an oppo
nent with the sharp sword of criticism, or 
to rule a household with a hand of iron. 
These are all barbaric methods, and are 
fast becoming obsolete. The superior



member of a household is the one who 
slunes like a sun about which all the 
smaller planets revolve in harmonious 
rythm.

And oh, the gaunt and haggard runners 
after affinities! How I  wish for their own 
sakes and mine as well, th'at they would 
stay at home, attend strictly to business or 
hide up for awhile and let their affinities 
seek them. I  know two women now who 
have been all over Europe on an affinity 
hunt and are coming home without bag
ging any game. I  get on an average, well, 
I won’t say how many letters a day, from 
disgruntled people, who are beating a cover 
in search of a lost affinity. I  will only in
timate that they are many, too many.

To all such I  would say, Go find sur
cease from your woes. Subscribe for a lit
tle paper called Christian, edited by 
Thomas J. Shelton, of Denver, Colo. He 
will tell you how he staid at home, found 
himself, and then his affinity found him. 
The fact is, neither was seeking the other. 
Like two flowers, each was unfolding, and 
being on the same bush the two met, loved, 
and were happy ever afterward. The af
terward is not very long yet, but we as
sume it will stretch through all eternity.

If you are looking for an affinity, a soul 
mate, or anything of the sort, take my ad
vice, don’t do it any more. Look instead, 
for yourself. You have no idea how in
teresting the search is.

Perpetual Yowl).
By Paul Tyner, in Freedom.

“Nature abhors the old, and old age 
seems the only disease; all others run into 
this one. We call it by many names— 
fever, intemperance, insanity, stupidity 
and crime. They are all forms of old age; 
they are rest, conservatism, appropriation, 
inertia; not newness, not the way onward. 
We grizzle every day. I  see no need of it. 
Whilst we converse with what is above us, 
we do not grow old, but grow young.”— 
Emerson.

Immortality in the flesh can not be mo
nopolized. I t  belongs to no man or class 
of men exclusively, but to all equally. All 
flesh is heir to it. Our title deeds are writ
ten in red blood, not blue—in the one 
blood common to all the nations of the 
earth. Once demonstrated by a single in
dividual, this truth must sooner or later be 
known of men the world over. When the 
world becomes convinced that living per
petually in a perpetually improving body 
ffi not only possible for all, but also best for 
all, living will be the rule, dying the excep
tion. The best there is is good enough for 
the people of our time—nothing less will 
satisfy them long. We refuse to travel in 
stage coaches when we can speed across the 
continent behind the iron horse. Nor will 
we be content with a waytrain when we 
can savd two or three hours in a thousand- 
mile trip by taking the “flyer.” The “lim
ited,” with its quicker time and more 
luxurious accommodations only sets the 
pace for the unlimited and regular train of 
to-morrow. There are men still living who 
have seen candles and whale oil as the 
illuminants in general use give way to 
petroleum, and that to coal gas, while in 
the last two decades we have barely had 
time to wire the world for electric lighting 
—immensely developed in effectiveness 
and economy in these few years by a con

stant succession of improvements—when 
Tesla announces the discovery of a wire
less and lampless method of illumination— 
some sort of atmospheric incandescence, as 
I  understand.

The reader can carry forward the com
parison in a hundred other particulars that 
will readily occur to his mind. What I  
want to emphasize is that we are moving 
rapidly and all together when we do move. 
The age of darkness and secrecy concern
ing any new discovery of truth and its ap
plication is past. No man lives to himself 
alone; the adept in his Himalayan cave not 
more than the chemist in his laboratory or 
the mechanician in his workshop on Pike’s 
Peak.

I f  Ponce de Leon had located a fountain 
of perpetual youth in Florida four hundred 
years ago, he might then have preempted 
the whole section of country, built a high 
wall around it and alone or with a chosen 
band of brothers sworn to secrecy by awful 
oaths, guzzled its waters in solemnly silent 
and hidden exclusiveness. The discovery 
in our day of such a fountain (just imagin
ing its possibility to point my moral) would 
be the signal for the organization of an in
ternational syndicate to carry the delecta
ble beverage by pipe-line and tank-steamer 
to the ends of the earth. Fortunately, the 
location of the real fountain of youth is 
spiritual, and not geographical, and its flow 
not limited, but inexhaustible, while its 
distributing system is so perfectly organ
ized by nature that we need not be depend
ent on the benevolent activity of a trust. 
Every man can have all he wants of the 
veritable waters of life at his own door, 
without even having to bore a well for it.

I f  bodily immortality is a good thing, it 
will become general. I f  its general ac
ceptance did not mean great gain for the 
race, it would be an impossibility for any 
man. There are many people, I  find, who 
do not believe that bodily immortality 
would be an unalloyed blessing. On this 
ground they instinctively base their disbe
lief in its possibility. The most serious ob
jection to the doctrine lies just here. In  a 
recent talk with a widely known author, 
who, to rare power and insight, allies deep 
and broad sympathy for humanity, the 
matter came up in this way:

“I f  people were to stop dying,” said she, 
“the world would soon be overpopulated— 
which means, of course, increased pressure 
upon subsistence, strife, famine and misery.

“Perpetuation of life in the individual 
organism,” I  suggested, “would simply be 
a better method of perpetuating the race 
than is reproduction; one obviously and 
immensely more economical, as well as 
happier and more beautiful in every way 
than our present system. When people 
stop dying, there will be no need of their 
being bom—at least not after the world 
is fully populated.”

On this my gentle friend shuddered and 
exclaimed: “The world in that case would 
be robbed of all that makes life worth liv
ing—of the freshness, vigor and beauty of 
youth; of the child’s and the youth’s ca
pacity for new ideas, their illusions and en
thusiasms. Humanity would be saddened 
and sorrowed to the last degree were it not 
for the new generation constantly coming 
forward to displace the old.”

Now, I  confess to a certain sympathy 
with the state of mind thus manifested. I
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have a deep-rooted feeling that all is good.
If a thing can be shown to me not to be 
good, taken in the large, I  will admit that 
it can not be true. My test for truth is 
goodness. With Harriet Beecher Stowe, I  
am sure that “what ought to be, will be.”
I  believe Freedom’s readers will agree 
with me that this objection coming from 
so many people is accordingly worth look
ing into and meeting squarely.

The objection, when analyzed, is found 
to be but another form of that which is so 
often made from the merely personal point 
of view. To some people, prolonged life 
means only prolonged old age, decay drawn 
out; the sere and yellow leaf delayed in 
its fall; the superfluous lagging veteran, 
sadly surviving all manly or womanly in
terests, enthusiasms and ideals. These 
people think of the Wandering Jew, or of 
Ella Wheeler Wilcox’s gruesome hero who 
outlived all his friends and prayed for 
death. So thinking, they say: “We do 
not see that bodily immortality holds out 
any very alluring prospect; as for us, we 
do not want to live forever!” I  am leav
ing out of consideration, for the present, 
the numerous class of people who, under 
the influence of pessimistic pietism, deem 
it virtuous to despise this beautiful world 
and look forward to “a better coun
try” in the life heyond, where they 
won’t have to work any more,
but may satisfy their souls by end
lessly “loafing ’round the throne.” Most 
of us have been there ourselves and need 
not look down on them. They are not 
ready now to listen to our argument, but 
they are on the way. Those who live and 
believe in life will never die, and even 
those who were dead will begin to live 
when they really believe in life, putting 
forth will and desire in accordance with 
such belief.

To revert to my friend’s objection: Bodi
ly immortality and perpetual youth are in
separable. The truth of this seems obvious, 
yet it can not be too strongly emphasized. 
When we are talking about bodily immor
tality we are not talking at all about old 
age. Old age is not life; it is absence of 
life—slow death. Life means growth, in
crease, newness, youthfulness, an ever ex
panding and ineradicable joy. When 
there shall be life indeed, there will be no 
more death, no more old age, weakness, dis
ease, distortion, sorrow or suffering.

The complete and final conquest of dis
ease (which few find any difficulty in be
lieving to be near) must mean the conquest 
of death. When we begin to live we stop 
dying. We are really not living fully un
til we live as immortals—masters of our 
bodies in being masters of our fate. We 
shall then make all things new from day 
to day and year to year through all the 
centuries and cycles of unfoldment. We 
shall understand the kingdom of heaven 
that is within, for we shall have become 
as little children.

I t is the child, after all, that is the genu
ine type of the perfect human. Of Goethe 
at 84, it was said that he was “a great 
child.” Emerson somewhere finely accepts 
the criticism as a proof of Goethe’s great
ness. Certain it is that the genius is al
ways marked by a certain rare and lovable 
quality, correctly described as “childlike.” 
The sage of Concord in his own life and 
thought fully appreciated the sweetness
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and sanity of the child-nature as the one 
preservative and continuer of beauty and 
power. Take this word about the old 
Greeks:

“Our admiration of the antique is not 
admiration of the old, but of the natural. 
The Greeks are not reflective, but perfect 
in their senses; perfect in their health, with 
the finest physical organization in the 
world. Adults acted with the simplicity 
and grace of hoys. They combined the 
energy of manhood with the engaging un
consciousness of childhood.”

With fuller life and clearer vision, we 
need not dread that we shall ever become 
“disillusioned.” We shall not lose the faith 
of youth in his ideals, for we shall know 
that the ideal is the real, and grow with the 
growth of our ideals.

What can be clearer than the present 
need of the youthfulness of mind which 
this gospel of fuller life in the flesh alone 
promises? Is the world not robbed of its 
childhood when thousands of children in 
all lands are condemned to ceaseless drudg
ery in factory, mine and mill; and when 
other thousands are forced into precocious 
and pitiably premature age by our hot
house processes of miscalled “education?” 
Not one in a hundred of the city-bred men 
and women of our day has really known 
what it is to have had a childhood. Our 
young men and maidens among the more 
fortunate classes are apt to be cynical and 
blase at 20. And among the poor, it is 
not unusual to find people worn out, dis
couraged and broken down under their 
burdens before reaching 30. The poverty 
and squalor of our modem life for the 
many, equally with its degeneracy and 
decay through wanton luxury and unut
terable vice among the rich, testify to the 
world’s need of the spirit of youth, of 
freshness, of vigor and beauty unending, 
which only the conquest of death shall 
make possible. Rob the world of youth 1 
Rather let it be proclaimed from the house
tops that the idea of bodily immortality 
has for its first and greatest mission the 
restoration to the world of the vitality and 
youthfulness of which death has so long 
robbed us. “For love, beauty and de
light,” says Shelley, “there is no death.” 
How can we hope to have love, beauty and 
delight until we rid the world of death ?

To live long is sweet, but only when it 
is to live fully, to feel deeply, to think 
grandly, to act decisively, to make all pro
duction and creation “the worker’s expres
sion of joy in his work.” To be oneself, 
act oneself honestly and more and more 
each day, we must have the widened hori
zon of the endless life in the flesh.

The generation of new ideas, seeing 
things from new standpoints, putting 
things in new ways—all this is an essential 
part of the process of bodily immortaliza
tion. I f  we are to perpetuate youth by 
perpetuating life, we must let go of the 
past, let go of all in the old that does not 
transmute itself into the new. The last 
year’s bonnet that can not be made over 
into this year’s style had better be discard
ed along with ways and manners of think
ing and acting that are not up-to-date. Out 
of the dead leaves dropped to the earth and 
fertilizing its roots, the tree draws sus
tenance for the vigor that shall push forth 
into green glory of new foliage in the new 
year. Only as we let go the old can we

grasp the new. People who keep thoughts 
and other things in active circulation are 
perennially young, no matter what their 
years. Those who make lumber rooms of 
their heads, as of their attics, become con
gested and clogged up mentally and 
physically. They resist innovation, oppose 
“new tangled notions,” talk about the 
“good old times.” In  consequence they 
dam the currents of life and growth, be
come constipated, dyspeptic, neuralgic, 
rheumatic, and go moaning and mooning 
to the grave— unless they open up to 
Mental Science.

Still another variation to the objection 
here dealt with is that our theory of the 
endless life in the flesh would involve a vio
lation of the law of change universal in na
ture; that it would introduce a dreary same
ness repugnant to all artistic sense of the 
eternal fitness of things. Perpetual youth 
is conceived of as “sweet sixteen” made 
fixed and permanent as to the details in 
which that age ordinarily presents itself. 
I t  is as if  youth consisted altogether of 
pretty frocks and white slippers. These ob
jectors are all fatuitously oblivious to the 
fact that what gives youth its sweetness and 
charm—what constitutes youth—is its very 
movement, growth, changeableness. These 
traits, surely, are not less admirable at sixty 
than at sixteen. Who that has ever en
joyed a dinner with that prince of wits 
and story tellers, the late lamented Sam 
Ward, “the modern Petronius,” as he was 
called, need disconnect sparkle and vivacily 
from sixty-odd? Equally notable is the in
stance furnished by “Uncle Sam’s” more fa
mous sister, Ju lia  W ard Howe. Although 
past the fourscore milestone, she is to-day 
as much the life of any party in which she 
finds herself as she was when she wrote 
“The Battle Hymn of the Republic,” near
ly forty years ago. Indeed, the brilliancy, 
esprit, in a word, youthfulness, of the 
American woman of fifty is almost proverb
ial. She is the delight of the nations, the 
world’s desire, bom to rule by right divine 
of grace, beauty and wit, and she may mar
ry whom she pleases, or choose husbands 
for her daughters where she will.

The youth of Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
“eighty years young;” the youth of Emer
son at his best when past threescore; the 
youth of Longfellow, whose smiling eyes 
and ever ready humor only emphasized the 
radiance of snowy head and beard; the 
youth of W alt Whitman, “good gray poet” 
and perennial singer of perennial dawn; 
the youth of Goethe and of Tennyson, of 
Bismarck and of Gladstone—this is the 
kind of youth we celebrate and see before 
us; the youth eligible to all, the youth we 
now demand in demanding bodily immor
tality.

Even the illustrious ones I  have men
tioned died at last, although retaining their 
power and charm to an advanced age. So 
the reader may ask how we are to derive 
from their example inspiration or encour
agement to live forever? And my answer 
is that far more important than their dying 
is their living in the fullest sense, ten, 
twenty or even thirty years after the age 
at which the ancient ignorance of the race 
has so long condemned its noblest to death.
We are to take to heart the lesson of their 
success as far as it goes, and better it as 
much as we can, thanking them for cutting 
the notches by which we may mount past 
the place they fell; taking to heart the les
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son of their failure, we may avoid it, win
ning our victories on farther and larger 
fields. I f  we can put off decay and death 
ten years, we can put it off twenty, fifty, a 
hundred or a thousand years. Little by lit
tle we are learning our power. When we 
have learned to live a thousand years, earth 
will be peopled by a race of men, beside one 
of whom all the gods in the Roman Pan
theon rolled together would but be as a 
satyr to Hyperion.

I t  is senility, decay, death that really 
contradict or try to contradict the universal 
law of change. Throughout nature we find 
life everywhere and death nowhere. The 
seasons roll around in endless change. 
Growth describes a circle as spring merges 
into summer, summer into autumn, au
tumn into winter, and winter fades into 
spring. Only man, in blind and vain im
agination, timidly runs a straight or a wob
bly line out into a supposed jumping off 
point in time. We have learned' that, to the 
courage of Columbus, the world is round 
and that there is no jumping off point on 
top of the earth; we have yet to grow brave 
enough to show there is no jumping off 
point in time. We fail to connect and com
plete the circle of change. As Young 
has it:

“Man makes a death which Nature never 
made.”

In  the new day now dawning, we shall 
refuse to run down at fifty or sixty, and we 
shall refuse to “stop short, never to go 
again,” like Grandfather’s clock, when the 
dial of the years indicates seventy or eighty. 
In  the light of the larger consciousness, we 
shall know our right to live, and knowing, 
dare maintain it. Then shall humanity for 
the first time know what life really is, what 
youth is, what love is, what power is— 
knowing the splendor of work and joy in 
work unending.

Success treatments.
I  am so often asked to explain how it is 

that treatments for success can be effective, 
that I  have decided to cover all questions, 
if possible, in a single answer.

Unless you are somewhat familiar with 
the New Thought, as it is called, you will 
find it difficult to understand that thought 
can work without visible or tangible means. 
You are beginning to accept the fact of 
wireless telegraphy, but this other fact is 
as yet a little beyond your comprehension; 
still, just think! Is it any stranger that 
thought should go from mind to mind, and 
to just that mind for which it is intended, 
than that the viewless thing we call a tele
graphic dispatch, should go from here to 
Boston, instead of San Francisco, just be
cause the transmitter from which it starts 
here is related to the receiver in Boston? 
And it goes straight as an arrow to the 
mark to that very spot in Boston where the 
receiver is placed.

As Prentice Mulford says, “Thought 
runs in currents as real as those of air and 
water. Of what we think and talk we at
tract to us a like current of thought. This 
acts on mind or body for good or ill. If 
thought was visible to the physical eye we 
should see its currents flowing to and from 
people. We should see that persons simi
lar in temperament, character and motive 
are in the same literal current of thought.
We should see that the person in a de
spondent and angry mood is in the same
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current with others despondent or angry, 
and that each one in such moods serves as 
an additional battery or generator of such 
thought, and is strengthening that particu
lar current. We should see these forces 
working in similar manner and connecting 
the hopeful, courageous and cheerful with 
all others hopeful, courageous and cheerful.

‘When you are in low spirits or ‘blue,’ 
you have acting on you the thought cur
rent coming from all others in low spirits. 
You are in oneness with the despondent or
der of thought. The mind is then sick. I t 
can be cured, but a permanent cure can not 
always come immediately, when one has 
long been in the habit of opening the mind 
to this current of thought.

“In attracting to us the current of any 
kind of evil, we become for a time one with 
evil. In the thought current of The Su
preme Power for good we may become 
more and more as one with that power, or 
in Biblical phrase, ‘One with God.’ That 
is the desirable thought current for us to 
attract.”

Prentice Mulford is right, and I  will say 
further that when any one mind has made 
its stand in a positive and impregnable state 
of conscious oneness with all good, when it 
only recognizes evil as a passing illusion, 
when nothing can shake its faith, its hope, 
its persistence, then it is posited at the ra
diant centre of its being, and from out that 
centre proceed the vibrations of health, 
power and prosperity. I t  attracts to itself 
the weak, the suffering, the discouraged 
and poverty-stricken, and they take on by 
induction these strong vibrations of a new 
life. Unconsciously they respond as one 
tuning fork to another.

I know all the arguments that have been 
brought to bear against treatments for pros
perity, and they are without actual basis in 
fact. Why preach renunciation to those 
who have nothing to renounce? Why talk 
non-attachment to those who have nothing 
to which they can attach themselves?

There is, to be sure, a spiritual condition 
which brings the state of non-attachment 
which by the law of paradox is really the 
possession of all things. I t  is the holding 
of good and desirable things freely, the be
ing enslaved by nothing, the being ready 
to part with all through a sublime faith in 
the everlasting inexhaustible Goodness.

To receive treatment for success simply 
means that your thought force is to be 
stimulated by the induction of a stronger 
vibration until it can go forth from you 
and open doors of opportunity, which now 
are closed, passing through which you shall 
find scope for all your powers and reap a 
rich harvest in remuneration.

For a fuller treatment of this subject see 
my essay, “The Secret of Opulence.”—A 
reprint from August issue by special re
quest.

Books Received.
“Questions of Conscience,” by Antoi

nette Van Hoesen. From Purdy Publish
ing Company, McVicker’s Building, Chi
cago, HI. Price, $1.25.

“Living by the Spirit,” by Horatio 
Dresser, 272 Congress street, Boston, Mass. 
Price, 75 cents.

“Words That Burn,” by Lida Briggs 
Browne, 34 Columbia street, Utica, N. Y.

B S o u th e rn  S to r y .
During the closing weeks of the siege of 

Petersburg, Gen. Robert E. Lee’s head
quarters were in a private house. One 
morning he was standing with several 
members of his staff under a large tree 
when a heavy shell landed not far distant.

“Lieutenant,” said he, “the enemy have 
evidently got our range, and we had better 
retire.”

Of course, nobody would retire until the 
chief set the example. The next moment 
another shell crashed through the top of 
the tree above their heads, and all followed 
his advice, except himself.

“He stopped—and for what do you sup
pose?” asked the old Confederate officer, 
who told this story. • “The shells had 
knocked down a nestful of young birds, 
and when the retreating officers looked 
back they saw General Lee pick up the nest 
and place it carefully on one of the lower 
branches of the tree.”—Atlanta Constitu
tion.

tb e  Secret

Do you know what moves the tides,
As they swing from low to high ?

’Tis the love, love, love,
Of the moon within the sky.

Oh, they follow where she guides,
Do the faithful-hearted tides!

Do you know what wooes the earth,
Out of winter back to spring ?

’Tis the love, love, love,
Of the sun, that mighty king.

Oh, the rapture that has birth,
In  the kiss of sun and earth !

Do you know what makes sweet songs 
Ring for me through all earth’s strife ?

’Tis the love, love, love,
That you bring into my life.

Oh, the glory of the songs,
In  the heart where love belongs !

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox, in the Smart Set.

Special notices.
A G REA T P R E M IU M  OFFER!

You want The Radiant Centre! It will help 
you in every way. It is good for you to get into 
vibration with the elements of success which it 
represents. Its editor is a successful woman, not 
through CHANCE, but through an exact science 
which you can learn. You will learn it in The 
Radiant Centre.

A STRONG TREATMENT FOR SUCCESS 
will be given to you free of charge upon receipt of 
$1.00 for subscription.

I f  any one has an extra copy of the Au
gust Radiant Centre please send it to this 
office, and receive the thanks of the editor.

Remember that in receiving this paper 
you are under no obligation, and are not 
considered a subscriber unless you have 
regularly sent in your subscription, or in
timated in some way that you are an actual 
subscriber.

The year is nearly up now, and the un
paid subscriptions are in the minority. 
They could easily be counted on your fin
gers, and are therefore somewhat conspicu

ous. Come up friends, and join the large 
majority. Don’t  individualize by eccen
tricity in the non-payment of dues.

In  addressing 2016 O street make your 
O legible. O ften it  looks like Q or a 6, 
and once it was mistaken for an H  by the 
postoffice people. W e are no longer at 
1528 Corcoran street, and if we wero we 
m ight not get a letter addressed to Corpora
tion street.

In writing us give your own address 
clearly in the letter. You know where you 
live, but we do not, and the postoffice stamp 
on the envelope is not always decipherable. 
Be exact and businesslike. The editor is 
not, but everybody else should be.

Our advertising space is absolutely full, 
so do not write us for terms until next year, 
and then enclose a stamp if you expect a 
reply.

We never expected to make a statement 
like the following, but the exigencies of 
the case demand it.

ALL LETTERS ASKING ADVICE 
OF THE EDITOR MUST ENCLOSE $ 1  
IF  THE W RITER EXPECTS A RE
PLY. REGULAR PATIENTS WILL 
RECEIVE LETTERS ACCORDING 
TO TERMS OF AGREEMENT, BUT 
ALL EXTRA LETTERS MUST EN
CLOSE $1 . THE TREATMENT 
W HICH GOES W ITH THE SUB
SCRIPTION DOES NOT ENTITLE 
THE SUBSCRIBER TO MORE THAN 
ONE LETTER FROM THE EDITOR.

This may sound hard, and unsympa
thetic, but if you could see the number of 
letters that come in every mail, you would 
also see the necessity for the above regula
tion.

Hereafter we will handle no books. We 
will give you the names of publishers, and 
you can send direct to them.

Mrs. Boehme will teach another class in 
Mental Therapeutics in the early part of 
November. Charts will be used in order 
to give mathematical demonstration and 
make the subject particularly clear. The 
class will be limited to ten members, so that 
each pupil may receive individual atten
tion. Terms, $10 for seven lessons. For 
further details apply at Mrs. Boehme’s res
idence, 2016 O street northwest. These 
lessons will teach you self-treatment. 
Those who have found the lessons in The 
Radiant Centre helpful will find these oral 
teachings still more so.

oil can fill your life will) joy
If yon will read

' SEVEN ESSAYS ON THE
ATTAINMENT OF HAPPINESS" 

By Kate Atkinson Boeiime.

SUBJECTS.
1. Rest.
2. The Universal Heart.
8. The Universal Hind.
4. The Conquest of Death.
6. Immortal Youth.
6. The Secret of Opulence.
7. The Source of Health

and Beauty.

Address the Author, K a te  
2016 O St. N. W.

Thousands of readers are 
testifying to the wonderful 
power of these Essays to 
uplift the mind and lead 
to mastery of adverse con
ditions. They bring
Health and Prosperity.

PRICE ONLY $1.

A t k i n s o n  B o e h m e ,
Washington, D. C.
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A G E N T S  W A N T E D .
Every agent realizes th e  im portance of a  hand

somely bound, finely illustrated , and  extrem ely 
popular book a t the  price of one dollar. F o rty  
thousand copies of “ T he  Conquest of Poverty’’ 
sold in th e  paper binding w ithin th ree  m onths of 
coming out. Then there came a  constant dem and 
for the  volume bound in d o th , so we bound it, and 
illustrated it w ith scenes from our beautiful hom e 
surroundings. Send 60 cents for a  sample copy of 
the  book, cloth bound, and  instructions “  How to  
W ork a  County Successfully.”

Mbs. H elen  W ilm a  ns, Sea Breeze, Fla.

THE DO N'T W ORRY CLUB* 
j* Send $J.OO for a Certificate of 

Membership in the Don't W orry 
•A Club, a Sterling Silver Badge and 

a year's subscription to the
THE REVIEW, 27 E* Hunter St*

ATLANTA, GA.

T H E  K E Y S T O N E
A monthly journal devoted to Woman ■ Work. 
Circulation, 2,000 copies monthly.
This journal fosters Women’s Organizations in behalf 

of science. literature, art and philanthrophy. 
Subscription 50 cents per year.

Send for sample copy—
T U B  K E Y S T O N E .

Charleston, S. C.
M e n t io n  R a d ia n t  C e n t r e .

FREE READING I Send ten cents for our 54 page book, Astrology 
Made Easy, and we will place your address in our Mumion Direc
tory which is sent to the publishers of New Thought, Occult, 
Hypnotic and other advanced periodicals, who will send you free 
samples. THE MIONION BOOK CO.,

Box 1384, Bangor, Maine.

OB | | n I  r  copies of 100 different leading newspapers and 
u n lv i r L C  magazines sent to any address upon receipt of 
10 cents to pay for mailing. U .  8 .  S u b s c r i p t i o n  A g e n c y , 
216 N. Liberty Street, Indianapolis, Ind.

100 SAMPLE COPIES, PAPERS AND JOURNALS
ON HYPNOTISM, THEOSOPHY, OCCULTISM, ASTROL
OGY, PHRENOLOGY, AND MIND HEALING. TO ANY 
ADDRESS 10CENTS. SUB*. U N IO N , B ox341,Topeka, 
Kansas.

M R. GEORGE O SB O N D , SCIENTOR HOUSE, 
Devonport, Devon, England, is our European agent for sub
scriptions to The Radiant Cei tre and 8even Essays on the 
Attainment of Happiness.

The International Metaphysical 
League,

20t Clarendon S t, Boston, Mass.

Baeoms a Vegetarian
And become stronger, healthier, happier, clearer- 
beaded—and save money. Learn about V egetarlan- 
Ism through THE VEGETARIAN MAGAZINE, (re
duced fao-simile of cover shown here).

I ADAMA HESiOO A  GAVTAMA a  ISAIAH f t  D A ^ L  5  PLATO!

U e o e t a r i o n
ZOftOASTER |  ARISTOTLE f t  SCNECA f t  OVID A  PLVTARCH j

CONTENTS

A  wesLgy (
fFruanaal 1

SWEDENBORG f t  VOLTAIRE A  FRANKLIN.- U J I  - I ■ t

JNNAVS f t  GRAHAM £  SH 6L U V  f t  TOLSTOI f t  OSCAR

The Vegetarian Magazine stands for a  cleaned 
body, a  healthier mentality and a  higher morality. 
Advocates disuse of flesh, fish and fowl as food; hy
gienic living and natural methods of obtaining 
health. Preaches humanltarianlsm, purity ana 
temperance in all things. Upholds all that’s sensi
ble, right and decent. Able contributors. Has a 
Household Department which tells how to prepare 
Healthful ana Nutritions Dishes without the use of 
meats or animal fats. Gives valuable Tested Reci
pes and useful bints on HYGIENE, SELECTION 
OF FOODS, TABLE DECORATION. KITCHEN 
ECONOMY, CARE OF COOKING UTENSILS, etc. 
Full of timely hints on PREVENTION AND CURE 
OF DISEASE. Gives portraits of prominent vege
tarians, and personal testimonials from those who 
have been cored of long-standing diseases by the 
adoption of a  natural method of living. TELLS 
HOW TO CUT DOWN LIVING EXPENSES WITH
OUT GOING WITHOUT ANY OF LIFE’S 
NECESSITIES. EXPLAINS THE ONLY WAY 
OF PERMANENTLY CURING THE LIQUOR 
HABIT. WAYS TO INCREASE MUSCLE 
AND BRAIN POWER. Valuable hints ou 
Child-Culture—how to inculcate unselfishness, 
benevolence and sympathy in children. A maga
zine for the whole family. Uniquely printed, well 
illustrated. Pages 7 by 10 inches in size. Published 
monthly. Sent p.9stpald to your address, 1 year, for 
fe6m os.,50o; 3'mos., 25c; lmo.,10o. No free cop- 

Send money to :
KATE A. BOEHME, 2016 0 St. N. W., Washington. D. C.

Health I Harmony! Happiness!
SUBSCRIBE N O W  FOR

IT S PU R PO SE .
I ts  purpose Is to  establish unity  and co-operation 

of thought and action among all individuals and or
ganizations throughout the  world, devoted to  th e  
study of the science of mind and being, and to  bring 
them , so fa r  as possible, under one nam e and organ
ization.

To promote In terest In and the  practice of a tru e  
spiritual philosophy of life; to  develop th e  h ighest 
self-culture through right thinking as a  m eans of 
bringing one’s lo ftiest Ideals Into present realization; 
to stim ulate fa ith  in and study of th e  higher na tu re  
of man In Its relation to health, happiness and prog
ress; to teach the  universal Fatherhood and M other
hood of God and th e  all-lnclnsive brotherhood of 
man.

T hat One Life la Immanent In the  universe and is 
both centre and circumference of all things, visible 
and Invisible, and th a t One Intelligence Is In all, 
through all and above all, and th a t from th is Infinite 
Life and Intelligence proceed all Light, Love and 
Troth.

These simple statem ents are, In th e ir  nature, ten ta 
tive, and Imply no lim itations or boundaries to fu
ture progress and growth, as larger measures of 
light and tru th  shall be realized.—Constitution.

I  X  D , ”

A New Monthly Magazine of Liberal and Advanced T hough t, 
and Secure a  Valuable Premium.

C H A R L E S  B R O D IE  P A T T E R S O N , E d i to r .

Contributions from the best known writers on 
8CIENCE, PHILOSOPHY, RELIGION, PSYCHOLOGY, METAPHYSICS, OC

CULTISM, ETC.

$ 2 . 0  a  Y e a r .  2 0  C e n t s  a  C o p y .
Foreign Subscriptions, 10 Shillings.

All news stands, or mailed by the publishers.
g ^S en d  lO  c e n t s  for a  S A M P L E  copy. Address

T H E  A LL IA N C E  P U B L IS H IN G  C O ., 
“ L if e ” B uilding , N ew  Yo r k , N. Y.

“A stron om y fs excellen t, b u t i t  must come 
dow n in to  life  to  have it s  fu ll value, and not 
rem ain th ere  in  g lob es and spaces.*’—Emerson.

ANNOUNCEMENT.
T h e S p h in x  is  a  th o ro u g h ly  first-class publi

ca tio n  th a t  can  n o t  fa il to  in terest cultured and 
th o u g h tfu l people, and is  th e on ly  Magazine in 
A m erica  devoted  en tire ly  to  teach ing and de
m o n stra tin g  th e  tru th s o f A strology, a knowl
ed ge  o f  w h ich  w as p ossessed  by the Ancients, 
and esp ec ia lly  b y  th e  E gyptian s.

T H E  S P H IN X  P U B LIS H IN G  C OM PANY,
____________________________ BOSTON, MASS.

P U B LIC A T IO N S  O F  T H E  V ED A N TA  S O C IETY,
L E C T U R E S  BY S W A M I  VI VEKANANDA:

Id eal o f  a  U n iversal R eligion.
T h e Cosm os (2 lectu res).
B h a lsti Y oga.
T he A tm an.
T he R eal an d  A p p aren t Man.
10 cen ts  each and 1 cen t each for postage. 
H arvard A ddress, 15 cents, 2 cents postage. 
R aja Y oga, n ew  ed., 376 pages, bound in 

clo th , $1.50. B y  m ail, $1.61.
L E C T U R E S  BY S W A M I  ABHEDANANDAI

M otherhood o f  God.
Scien tific  B asis o f  R eligion.
R elation  o f th e  Soul to  God.
Cosm ic E volution  and its  Purpose.
T he W ay to  th e  B lessed  Life.
W hy a  H indu is  a  V egetarian. 10 cents each 

and 1 cen t each fo r  postage.
R eincarnation  (3 lectures), 25 cents, postage 

2 cen ts  extra.
For Sale at—

The Vedanta Publishing Co.,
tO 2  East 58th, New York Qty.

M ention R ad ian t Centre.

FRED BURRY’S TWELVE ESSAYS.
1. Idealism . 2. T he H ea rt o f th e  Universe. 3. A New World. 
4. T he B irth  of Consciousness. 5. T he Crystal Soul. 6. The 
D eterm ined W ill. 7. O ur Im m ortal Fu ture . 8. The Temple 
o f D elights. 9. T he G reat Conquest, 10. Beauty, the Image 
of H arm ony. 11. T he M aturation  of Thought. 12. The 
C entre. B eautifu lly  p rin ted  an d  bound in  one volume, 25c. 

A ddress
F R E D  B U R R Y 'S  JO U R N A L ,

799 EUCLID AVE.,
T o r o n t o , C a n a d a .

M ention The R ad ian t Centre when ordering.

V ib ra tio n  the  Law  o f L ife .
Learn to  know  th e Law and live i t  and “all 

th ings are yours.” V ibrations given for L ife  
Success through practical application and  
demonstration. Instruction , both  personal 
and by correspondence. Pam phlet on E soteric  
Vibrations sen t postpaid for 50 cents. Send  
names of interested friends. Address, inclos
in g  stamp,

MRS. HORTENSE JORDAN,
32 Sum m it Ave., Lynn, Mass. 

Information free.

H strograp h .
Mrs. Mada Paddock Sprague delineates 

character by means of the name spectrum, 
or the color vibrations that come with the 
name. Give full name and date of birth. 
Price, $2. 86 Winthrop street, Koxbury 
Station, Boston, Mass.

The World’s Advance-Thought 
and the Universal Republic.

Advocates all-lnclnsive Love, Liberty and Freedom  
of thought The promoter of Whole-W orld 
Soul-Communion. - -  - -

Price, 50 Cents a Year.

L U C Y  A .  M A L L O R Y , E d ito r  and Pu b lish e r,
____________________ P O R T L A N D , O R E G O N .____________________

W A S H IN G T O N  NEW S LETTER.
A sixty-four page M onthly Magazine devoted  

to the Reform Christian Science Church (not 
Eddyite). Edited by

COL. OLIVER O. SABIN.
the great reformer whose Shibboleth is “ UN
CHAIN THE TR U T H ; IT SHALL BE FREE."  
Price $1.00 a year. Office

6 1 2  10 th  S t .  N .  W ., W a sh ington, 0 .  C .

P ER S O N A L M A G N E TIS M .
*' C ultivation  o f Personal Magnetism ” is a  new book by Dr. 

Leroy Berrier. I t  comprises a complete course of instruction 
on  th is subject, and  gives plain, practical directions for the 
developm ent and  use of Magnetism. I  positively recom
m end th is book as th e  best of its k ind w hich 1 have ever seen 
at any price. Send for a  copy to-day, and  learn how to be 
in fluen tia l an d  prosperous. 131 pages, printed on fine paper 
and  bound in  tin ted  paper covers, 50 cents per copy, postpaid. 
Cloth bound $1.00. Money refunded if no t satisfactory.

Address WILLIAM E. TOWNE, Holyoke, Mass.

ELEANOR K IRK 'S IDEA.
A M ONTHLY PUBLICATION.

This journal is published for the sake of making 
people healthy and happy.

Where there is happiness there is always health.
It introduces the reader to himself, making him 

acquainted with his own God, resident in his own 
breast, and equal to the work of claiming, possess
ing and using his own.

Price, $1 per year. Sample copies free. 
Address

ELEANOR KIRK’S  IDEA,
696 Greene Avenue, - - Brooklyn, N .Y .

In  w ritin g  to  advertisers m ention RADIANT CENTRE.


