September 20, 1940,

Dear ¥, :
You are, of course, aware of war as something which may
interrupt your life in the physical, perhaps. But I know
you are not thinking much about that. If death comes, all
persons of your quality meet it in good taste. So you must
be concerned with the meaning of your life, as it may be
interrupted in its unformed but nevertheless real hopes
for dignity and importance., 7You may,as sleep comes or as
dawn breaks, have a flash of war as it may affect the inner
you, tarnishing, perhaps, the thing which all at birth
hope to end life withe.
There is nothing really to offer you. I merely suggest
that the immer you will take care of that. One knows its
supremacy over death, and one has seen its supremacy over
the business of war, You shall not be killed in the soul
of you by enything,

Sincerely,

F. N. J.
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November 5, 1940

The Department of Information, which has been changed to another name,
is headed by lLowell Millet.

Appropriation for this was $1,000,000. In theory this department
was the President's eyes and ears over America for the purpose of clarifying
his mind, answering enquiries, and investigating reports. It later became
an incoming report bureau which its enemies would call a spy machine, but
which in general could function on a broad front as a presidential machine
to do anything he wanted. For instance, if a fur coat costing $2,000
appeared on the wife of a judge, & neighbor woman might write to the
President asking how she got it. This would go to Millet,vwho would
send it to the divisional chief at, let us say, Dallas, who would answer
Millet as to whether it was honest or not.

Millet picked up about thirty reporters. He was the editor in chief
of the Soripps Howard paper at Washington. Ome of these men was a
reporter whom Marsh had let out for laziness. Millet paid him $6,000
a year and his second or third job was to report that Charles Marsh was
a little crazy. No one would know from that report whether the fact he
was fired had anything to do with it, but the report was asked for by
Millet and was not checked or double checked. Later Marsh naturally
saw Millet and spent a day with him because he did not want Millet
telling important people Marsh was crazy, but the report is still in
the files, which means that any one asking Millet who Charles Marsh is
might find Millet out and a clerk might read the report which might up-
set the plams of the inquirer who would say, "Too bad, Marsh ain't any

good."
The first thing naturally that a smart man would do would be to re-
check these files for human errors, reduce them to a brief active workable

piece of machinery because there must be some good in the several million

dollars that was spent. This would require about twenty new active
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employees, traveling the country with these files in their pessession.

The greatest need of this country is to locate brains. The second greatest
need is for the American flag to tap these men for use and quit depending
upon political pull and love of adventure and sons of rich boys and
grafters infiltrated through corporations for $1 a year rah-reh work.

In the clean up and bringing information up to date, time being the
essence, the news man in charge of this must be a $10,000 assistant to
the President or bureau chief with Millet being promoted into literary
activity. I see complete failure as an executive through laziness, but
standing very very high with the President because of his honesty. He
lives in the country with a Jap butler on a nine hole golf course which
he loves. He is constantly being called upon for policy decisions. And
he has got too big for his britches as far as this deal is concerned.

It is largely being handled by a femele secretary. \\\\

Constructively, the President should have one very high class, but \\

AN

\
annonymous newspaper operator, like Karl Bickel, but one probably younger \

on the job constantly on the City Desk of govermment publicity. His
decision should be supreme subject to the President and the President
should not be bothered with this matter except on the basis of monthly
results., He would have instantaneous approaches through his files and
news sources throughout the country on any information of significance
that any cabinet official or the President might need for decision about
any person or thing. Every press agent of every department should be

placed by nim or vetoed by him. This is extremely necessary because

e U
5, [

soft men through flattery and weakness become publicity men ror depart-
ment chief's and spend their time keeping their jobs by reflecting what
their bosses want themto say and what their bosses believe about them-

-

selves. Ickes is a perfect example. At one tims he had sixty detectives

and six publicity men on different pay rolls. Morgantheau has a press
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department. Perkins has a terrible one. The Dgpartment of State has
none for the reason that Civil Service and political appointments have
removed the press department too far from the actualities of common
people and radio and active press.

The thing that destroys the will and intent of a new administration
to be friends and equals of the voters is the same thdang , but in two
parts.

A. The habitual use of executive power as a great many "no's" as
well as "yes's", and each "no" creates an adverse piece of publicity.

B. The break down of confidence of a fresh executive seeking to
serve his people is constantly going on because his confidence and honesty
of mind is violated by people to whmm he gives it. Then he becomes
secretive, reducing all of Xxikx his thoughts to "handouts", and beyond
his "handouts" imstructs his publicity contacts to give out nothing.

This hes resulted in the custom of each cabinet official having
fixed dates and days for mseting accredited press representatives.
Questions in most cases have to be submitted in advance to a secretary.
The secretary demands the right to talk "off the record." The reporter
flits from office to office. FEach reporter gets the same dish and no-
thing but that dish. All humanness ceases. All variety is at an end,
and the business of informing the Amsrican public of their governmmnt
as far as life and color is concerned has degenerated and become the
particular business of gossip columnists like the Merry-Go-Roung, Jay
Franklin, and the group of columnists who become a ttached financially
to certain bureau chiéefs on a part time basis. One important and very
smart department chief who has a flair for publicity probably has done
favors of a personal or financial nature for twenty or thirty news men
reporting to mewspapers in many parts of the country. He has the best
press through bribery, but he has been smart enough to buy the Peporters

directly underneath the noses of their publishers. This sort of anarchy,






November 21, 1940
What Constitutes Snobbery vs Equality in Business?

Snobbery is merely a unsureness of the sﬁob or a lagy acceptance by a
weak of parasitical one of a snob's expressed viewpoint.

Equality in business always exists if the thing itself is seen by all.
For the thing itself--the object to be obtained--is one for all, and in the
concept there must be a harmony reaching toward a point of art as all omnes
engeged move in health toward a healthful objective.

A simple observation: The object, if healthful, must not be unsocial
or anti-social. Certainly there is no health if a group of persons combine
toward an objeactive against the unaware massed millions. Such an objective
is pure thievery from the unsuspecting. All monopoly objectives artificially
raise price to consumers beyond the normal margin above cost of product ?
and would belong to the thief class and be the objectives of thieves in
action.

Such an objective, of course, could be artistic. Also it could be
democratic within the group of thieves, but the additional gquality--the
illusive thing--which forblds one to call such an act either artistic or
democratic is that the objective is located in the wrong direction. It is (¢~
the reverse of health. It is an objective of the blind and the greedy. As
such,poison and decay are present in the room. Spiritually speaking, the
objective stinks the art and the effort. 1In such the fact of democracy--
the absence of snobbery among the gang--ceases to be of notice amid the stench.
And even the art of the monopolist and chief playing upon the proportions of
material and men becomes & thing of ugliness stamping the face of the leader
and the lesser out of harmony as greed and fear and intellectual dishonesty

cloud the art and the equality.
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Through the mid reaches of the western worldactivity a face comes. The face
now in vacancy sees death. And in the face death is the dominant note. But
death is not & thing or a person. The man with the sythe does not exist.

Even putrifaction of the body is but a symptom., So, in taking a symptom or

a part of the whole experience, one sees in this face the quintesence of death
welking.

(As an explanation, one is attempting to reach a concept of business as an
art of the highest form, in that any assembly of materials and men in a con=-
sistent objective in the public welfare for those persons not aware, is to
many the highest form of art. It so exceeds painting or music or any of the
so-called arts that one may not compare the degeneracy of the word art except

to compare the degeneracy of the meaning of the word art, which at one time,

of course, meant work. The artisan was one who worked artistically in that
great flowering which was the Renaissance when men worked, protected by

religion and power in the monastery of the artistic and in the safety of their

productive labor with the many and without pomp and circumstance as their
goals. For out of the Dark Ages cams the insistent need of beauty,'and it 'e
did not make any difference whether that need of beauty flowered under

Cellini or in the Cathederal of Rheims.)

So, in seeing the beauty of business as a work of art one must first
clean out the stables of the concept and so one takes this man of oil as he
looked to one a face of death, the line of the mouth straight and wide in the
firmness of the objective, a face which had not the time either to be pessim-
istic or optimistic, merely the face of greed, consistent in and out. A
child in and out of one objective into another, but always a face dominated
by a pair of eyes seeing self through the decade. So this face of horror
stalking the plains and the mountains is enough of a picture of what a
genius in reverse does when is art is dominated by an intelligence in reverse

-=-when hisdbjeotive consistently is self instead of society. All ones who



march in artistic equality from birth to death in the business of life must
not see or feel or hear or touch such a one. The business of the man in

art, or to be exact, the truly artful man in business often calls for a
conflict with the man we are seeing. But the conflict should be avoided when
the art of the artistic man in progress may do so without loss of time. This
life in art in business does not call for but the minimum of confliect. Con-

flict, whether in business or in the bigger business of nations in conflict

called war, is, of course, a waste of material and men. Conflict for conflict's

sake--even the joy that comes with the destruction of evil--is not the business
of the artistic man. Only in defense of the weak--only when the artistic man
sees his objective threatened by the orbit of the evil one should he take his
necessary position of defense. But to reach over--to plunge into the darkmess
using the methods of the blackened one is not of necessity. For truth is

light and beauty; for truth, as one would define it now, is an artistic thing--
a sense of proportion in the goodness of life. An action in truth for an
artistic business man is a conscious or unconscious movement toward the
betterment of life for all. So no artistic one in business is ever unsocial

or anti-social. And no artist in business is ever belligerent; even in the

most furious of activity is there a calmness of spirit if there is health in
the objective~-if there is beauty in the concept.

A moment ago the word artful was used. This poor word has been scratched
by the worn needle or usage in the low places of those without art. But is
there a word more precious, more full of meaning than to call & man artful--

a man full of work in the artistic enrichment of the life of alll

At the moment, in the mal-adjustments of a world, one sees the need for
artful men, for clever men. This word clever is a word of great beauty. It
merely meant at a time when the world believed in art and accomplishment that
8 clever man was one who could produce a thing of dignity through art better

than others and with the least waste of materiesl and time. And now we say an
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artful clever man is one who should be shuned because of hisa rtfulness and \
cleverness. Does this not suggest that people themselvew in their degeneracies 3
of self have stolen these words-~have adapted or adopted in their foulness \
words of beauty, first to complement themselves, and later as general usage
spread to put them in dictionaries to define persons who play upon the mass.
This seems a diffusive, unformed discussion. In order to briné it to a !
close as a prologue to a thought, one might say that words flow through the i
years changed in meaning as the objeotives of the people using the words /
themselves change. 8o, if an artful and a clever man is now to be shuned, /
is it not possible that ones in bussiness and in life have lowered their )

sights and their objectives in the passage of time? And may not this be an f
i
education that all ones in this day must examine the one in themselves? For ,

one is all, and all is one as we look at the one world and a2ll the things that

all ones in the world are now seeing.



Note: Want to go on with this thought, calling this the overture to
examine the average one in this world today in the phases of life from eight
to eighty, regardless of sex or race or creed, but of necessity picking up
the threads of all objectives to weave the pattern of the thought. 1In
educétion what is the now objective? In parenthood what is the now objective?
What is this thing called the individual? What is the state? What is the
firing all about? Where is the harmony? Where is the health of one among
the many and the many among the one? Certainly somewhere is vision, and in
wpite of its triteness, again we must say, and say with hysteria even, that
without vision the people perish. This thing which is to come in this
writing must say in many, many ways so that all may see--each must see hi s
particular thread in the pttern. Each must believe that in this pattern is
art and dignity and richness. BEach must see that in the thread of the lives
of all is the thread of himself in the beauty of it all. The horrible thing
which is the individual in self-striving, in the description of the face, must
be brought to all ones as a futility, as a frayed wastage in the warp of time.

The individual, believing in the individual, and the rights of the
individual, has to say that he cannot mis-use this thing called liberty of
action, that life is more than a quarrel between individuals snarling and
grasping for things; that is nothing more than a pack of wolves in a mediaevil
forrest, turning upom each other for food. One must see that all the majesty
of the human mind and inventiveness of all the books ever written, all of
phylosophical formules, are of no value in a world without vision where the
individual in hysterias claws his hands and steals in the insincerity and

hypocracy of his acts.
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Went to show that the effort of the parent ostensibly to see that his
children are better off than he, and that he fulfills parenthood by seeing
that is done. He must have a vision of what is better. Certainly a white
collar is no better than a blue collar. Certainly an honest mechanic should
not say that his son, a dishonest lawyer, has improved the world through his
parenthood. We may take up the mis-use of womanhood through the false con-
cept of refinement. I would like to say that a photograph of a woman in a
society page is extremely vulgar, should it not inspire the observer to more
than a titilation of sex as the mob sees the pretty bitech. We want to
finally get to the point that no life from birth to death has any significance
where the person in art is not the person at work for the health of all,
and through the health of all gains health of one as a by-product. Out of
chialry, out of the protective element which is current in all males, we
have protected the femmle., This is an item of health only so far as it pro-
tects the healthful continuity of the family unit which is the medium of
health and the continuity of the race itself. When a man passes that point
end protects & woman in idleness, he deteriorates the woman, and family, and
the ultimate objective of the continuity of the race. An exhibit of a
debutant ball as a marriage market through the egotism and display sometimes
adds the word charity to its list of lies. Women seeking noteriety--fighting
to develop a reputation for not being one of all, building a formula for
the sex market--such a market is copyrighted by the Jews of Hollywood under
the trademark name of glamour girl, From thés cesspool comes the femmle of
middle age flaunting: her &aughter before the public, The fathers in boredom
stupify themselves in drink. So the charity ball is one of those things
which individuals yawning in the excess of their leisureand bored by the
sameness of their efforts seize to massage their egotism and pass away the

time.



We mast paint a picture of woman worthwhile withogt permitting the
rebuttals of, "What can we do about it?" and "The age of invention has
lightened the woman's burdens and the great progress of mass sale of
labor has given more wages for less time and has improved the leisure time
of masses and thus straightened out the horrible kinks of past brutality
and fatigue." We have to knock all this stuff in the head, pointing out
that the gains - of leisure and the gains in freedom must not be turned out
through the sausage grinder into the idle boasting vulgarities and decays.

When Mussolini, shouting to the Italian tens of thousands, made his
statement of war and the why of war for the Italian people, one felt an
ominous thrill. When Mussolini said that the have nots shall have and the
haves shall have not, and when he said that democracies are decadent, one
knew that Mussolini believed. One knew that this voice was coming from
his youth, saying things as they were to a young man in Milan who had sold
himself a picture. It matters not whether Mussolini at fifty-five is tired
and fat and filled with Latin pomposity. The thing whioh that man from
Austria did in Central Lurope by seizing the German military machine and
the thing that Mussolini did in cleaning up the Scicilian banditry and the
grafting bureaucracies moving around in the dirt and decrspitude of Italy
is a thing of majestic energy. And we cannot laugh it off. Before these
two there was Lenin, who saw things with dreamy Slavic eyes and started to
do something about it, and the Turkish Kemel, a boisterous drunk, unspiritual
but unafraid, did something about it for fifteen million lazy turks. In
the proper way, and in and among these one hundred thirty million people,
this thing must be done, or else. Let us hope it may be done through
vision=~through the voluntary process of the people awakened through fear
but stimulated by observation. Should we merely say that beasts breed in

Berlin, and see nothing further, we will miss the boat.



The road is not autocracy. The road is the growth in the vision, and in
the art, and in the actions of the average one who in voluntary association
refuses to accept a present diseased concept and the articulation through
what we call leadership. One cannot be more intelligent than his information.
The information has been poisoned. It has been easier to sell books by the
American Book Company if they told boards of education the pleasant things.
Truth in itself is never unpleasant, because all truth is stimmlating to
action among healthy people. But commercially, in the pursuit of money, and
in the pursuit of mass sales, one finds in religion, in education, and in
the pursuit of wealth, the thing which people want to hear is easier to sell
than that which they don't want to be disturbed by hearing. So the states-
man, and the preacher, and the soldier, and the business man, and the labor
leader, who wants to rise to the top of the heap at a time of rapid flow
of ideas will seek to paliate and smooth and put the vaselins on the wounds
of ago of the American people. The best way to rise to such leadership
quickly will be to throw mud across the Atlantic. Now the reason for throw-
ing mud across the Atlantic is obvious. Any mass movement comes through
fear. The law of self preservation is an individual matter, but when the
individual becomes frightened about he himself as one preserving himself,
he joins with his neighbor and hires a policeman. And when an entire nation
is threatened, when a way of life is assmulted, even from three thousand
miles away, many millions have a meeting of the minds knowing that it will
take millions to preserve one. But as this moment has now passed from
fear to assembly of thought awey from the individual and into the mass.
millions, it stops at a way station called Patriotism. We have an election.
We mame a business manager for defense and then today we say, "Let George

do it," as we return to our debutant balls and such.









Memo of Work: November 23, 1940

There is a possibility of a loose association arouna Wallace of men of a type
such as Bickel and Ben Belt. They are men who won't work in salaried jobs at
Washington because of independent wealth and perhaps a disposition and over-maturity,
but who possibly in some instances have supreme thought value and will be associated
in special government work in the next four years. These men are the highest type
of patriots.

If Wallace sees them occasionally, they will feed ideas which will be valuable
in cabinet discussions and will be available through Wallace's suggestion when
ways and means of getting particular work accomplished is under discussion in its
personnel phases by the Presidant.

Wallace should use his home at Washington to have such guests in singles and
doubles for general after-dinner conversation. Their opinions are not often
expressed, but when expressed are quoted and believed by lesser figures in the
various activities of professions and business., If, as an example, there were a
friendship between Wallace and Ben Belt, the country's leading oil geologisti and
Karl Bickel, now working with the Rockefeller group in a major capacity as s news
and goodwill information distributor south of the Rio Grande, these men, fanning
out through Washington life will build respect outside of the purely politiecal,
such as Congressmen and Senators and executive officials. Also their fund of
information and their ability to acquire it from others is a source which probably
has not been tapped by the men who are a more actively driving New Deal type which
has been around the President in recent years. It is possible this new personnel
group,coming in because of national danger, has mamy such men., Take Bickel. e
probably knows more intimately the detailed picture south of the Rio Grande through
personal travel in the business of selling news service to all of the publishers
in the twenty-one countries south of us than any other American, in or out of the
State Department., An evening with Bickel would give more meat than a month of less

accurate State Department files.
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Memo for Work - Page two

These exceptional minds are not too rare, but must be asked into the home and
mind of the Vice President, as they will not seek him,

A Charles Wolff, of Elizabethton, Tennessee, would tell the Vice President
more about cotton and rayon manufacturing and distribution than any Commerce
Department bureaucratic group that could be called in. The point is to go to the
source of these minds which have made actudl success in clean business and are
avallable as patriots without axes to grind.

The seekers of Wallace's time will be lesser minds with special problems,
seeking influence, and those distorting consciously or unconsciously the importance

or accuracy of their information.



1, December 7, 1940

It is becoming more clear to me that the larger thinkers have voted
that sustained clear perception simplifies the all into the one, rather
than brenking the one into fragments of the all. Obviously the astronomer
sees the beginning in terms of space and motion reaching into heat energy
and later into material forms., So the philosopher, rejecting material as
the basis of the start, sees all, rejects all, as f{ragmentary. And then
in some form of sublimation of insight and listening that his intentness
conocéives in imagination a Oneness. And some would cﬁll it, who sbtudied
physics, a primeval urge, but that means nothing but in general an infinity
moving toward finiteness becomes clearer ns it becomes smaller, and must |
b scome denser and of more direct outline. So one in the finite is borm
and observes. DBach observation is a single act, and each single impres-
sion has a differenco from each other impression. So until a maturity
is roached whero the significance and nearness of all experience is observed,
there can be no concoption of Oneness. Before that there is & mere observa-
tion of differences

But when the wmind turns toward the observation of similarities, suoh as
the progress of the highsr human beinge toward the same objectives, such
as human welfare, it bogins to dawn upon such & thinker that the similaritios
end the likenesses snd the movements of energy teke on the same direction,
objectivity, and likeness in time and space. ¥Well, if the similarities are
true, and the dissimilarities are merely functional or surface, the conoclusion
is that the end is Oneness. B8o, starting 'from oither end of the infinite
straight line, which is the infinite circle, one may start from a total in
a flash of the present in the center of the brain of a man. One looks
forward or backward, or up or down, in a three dirensional groping toward
truth. Fo gets to tho same place--the place he started from. The journey
may be infinite in speed, in space, and in perféction-~that is the direction
of the truth. That means that the flash of truth from the infinite can

traverse infinity in such an infinitely small time that it is instantansous,












December 7, 1840

It is becoming more clear to me that the larger thinkers have voted
that sustained clear perception simplifies the all into the one, rather
than breaking tie one into fragments of the all. Obviously the astronomer
sees the beginning in terms of space and motion reaching into heat energy
and later into material forms. So the philosopher, rejecting material as
the basis of the start, sees all, rejects all, as fragmentary. And then
in some form of sublimation of insight and listening that his intentness
conceives in imagination a Oneness. And some would call it, who studied
physies, a primeval urge, but that means nothing but in general an infinity
moving toward finiteness becomes clsarer as it becomes smaller, and must
b ecome denser and of more direct outline. So one in the finite is borm
and observes. Zach observation is a single act, and each single impres-
sion has a difference from each other impression. So until a maturity
is reached where the significance and nearness of all experience is observed,
there can be no conception of Oneness. Before that there is a mere observa-
tion of differences

But when the mind turns toward the observation of similarities, such as
the progress of the higher human beings toward the seme objectives, such
as human welfare, it begins to dawn upon such a thinker that the similarities
and the likenesses and the movements of energy take on the same direction,
objectivity, and likeness in time and space. Well, if the similarities are
true, and the dissimilarities are merely functional or surface, the conclusion
is that the end is Omneness. So, starting from either end of the infinite
gtraight line, which is the infinite circle, one may start from a total in
a flash of the present in the centér of the brain of a man. One looks
forward or baclkward, or up or down, in a three dimensional groping toward
truth. He gets to the same place~-~the place he started from. The journey
may be infinite in speed, in space, and in perféction--that is the direction
of the truth. That means that the flash of truth from the infinite can

traverse infinity in such an infinitely small time that it is instantaneous,



$-.
but has covered the entire thing we call infinity. Such a conceptlon is
the flash of Oneness.

But all this seems merely an exercise to one who has a sense of indivi-
duality. If we stop merely to say that all ones are One, all energy is
moving toward the same point and from the same point, there is little reason
for the individual. But knowing @f and believing passionatdly in the
individual as the only exciting bit of truth, one prefers to start with
the little fragment which one is, a nd say, "How about it?" And, "How
come?" And, "Where to?" And, "Why for?"

So the exefcise becomes exciting to the little one, and one grows in
the exercise. Well, all over the world, at all times historically recorded
there have been ones who have so thought. Asia has produced at least three
in the last four thousand years. From them have stemmed two or three
world wide religious figures such as Buddha of the Mohamed, Confuscius,
and, of course, we could add Zorastha and lLao Tze. When what they say is
simplified, it is either a breaking down of One, or an assembly in and
toward One. All religion is an effort toward sublimation. And surely
sublimation is on the march toward simplicity. But in this western view
point, or rather let us say this newer stirring up of energy which is
called the new world and the white man's place in it, any thinker rejects
the place where Oneness is rested in Asia, for Oneness in Asia is always
left static in the perfection of nothingness, and the one writing or
speaking rather smugly admits his nothingness. In the Medeteranian at
about the same time that fatalism of the Orient was in full swing there
was an island dweller who said on the Island called Miletus that fire and
water were the same substance, and indicated a thought above the Orient
in that he gave energy as the basis of the saneness and motion as ki a
fact in the saneness. 1In other words, the Orient whidh says that perfection
is nothing and absolute and static is opposed by those who say that perfection

is everything and ever changing and always in motion, for otherwise perfection

would not have life and life must be the essence of perfeetion.



And so, in writing next year, I might as well read a li£tle of this
Danish oneness, for Buropean fatalism is not like that of the Orient.
It has a lot of predestination in it, but it has a bravery and a logiec
which might light the road to the point of deéfference. In America at
three points we see the effect of big minds in the Western World trying
to reach a point of dignity through the climete and the history which
is ours. Henry Ford says that he lmows definitely that he is to be re-
incarnated, and that the only request that he is making of fate is that
Mrs, Ford be reinecarnated along his right si&e. Out at Point Loma on
the coast you have the lady who lived long enough in India to bring back
and commercialize the Budhistic philosophy, and {ve even find Mary Plickford
Jjoining the spirits. If we can work out for our own type of consumption
a8 being alive and ever-changing and perpetually in action, I believe
the effect of the lotus flower fatalism of China or‘ Egypt is taken out
of philosophy as a concept of value. This is- in the pragmatism of Henry
James. It is in an egotism of Henry Ford, but it does seem to give a
light along the way of future time, and a lightness to the present for

those who are of simple mold.
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Such mwnreness is nover long sustained in metion., The heat is too
great. But in the frengy of the finest work only such heat can drive
to the point of the suporior truth, Thon may come rest, thon may come
the sorenity of tho ego reviving itsell for the next eycle of frenzy.
In this may come the gorgeous monl, the gorgeous girl, the gorging oven
of self adulation. But he who would continue in an inoreesing frequency
and length of production must over shorten the gorgeous and the gorging.
There is no substitute for the flash and thunder which comos when the
great realism moobs insignifiocance with one at work. %Whon the bell
rings, beware. In the cycle of rise and fall of genius we seo the deony
beflore death, coming always with the complications of fame and fortune.
So exhausting are a2ll little ones around a larger one in the littleness
of their nced end the littlonoss of their give, the baths of gresd and
fear drowm the marrlage of honesty of concept with truth in action.
Break the looking gless of famo; destroy aven the bedroom of luxury;
roeturn, should youljfeel famished, to the femine of solitude and poverty
so that you may bocome rich.

But for one who is to grow, only a little thing must precede--an
honesty in work without meaning--pure work in the vicinity of the thing
to be expressed without the cxpression itself is the preopuration. Art

will arise [rom the artisan. Thore will be no offort when theo times comes.



Memorandums

Your article has no objectionable political features., Nothing in
this will rdise up later to hurt,

The effect on me as a reader is that the writer knows his subject,
but he is merely stating the condition and is withdrawing himself from a
discussion of the remedy., The average reader, not knowing the difficulty
of discussing the remedy, may accuse the writer of vagueness and puzzlement
and despondency concerning the future.

Willkie last night used fe;gwto whip anti-New Deallsm into a consoli-
dated,militant opposition. % Wﬁtéh them) he said. Now, if the second
ranking administration person quietly states that the condition is very
bad for the producer and goes no further, he has not contributed to
optimism or even to courage. He has said that he knows that it is a
tough. job, I am wendering if such an article is good in timing. I Selieve
that I would remain inarticulate until I had scmething constructive, |
courageous znd optimistic to offer,

The article as written is really a premis for provocative discussion
as you say it is, As such it might be used in 6§ening a discussion at a
forum of producers, consumers, and marketers; but is not aﬁ article of a
leader of farm administration,

1 would put ﬁhis article in mg file for proper use at the ﬁroper time,

I take it that the axiom to govern any speech or writing on economic
matters should carry through into constructive suggestion so that the
readér and writer meet on the high ground of resolve for betterment;
otherwise the writer and reader leave eachother in the vein of thoughtful
pessimiam or puzgzlement, Your presaAand your public should not be that.

So that I may not leave this note to fou as a mere negation, I would
suggest that at the proper time this article be given use in a completed

form carrying perhaps the plcture of the road ahead in action, That is very

hard to do now, but merely as a sample of & conclusien, I would say:



Page 2

So much for the problem, Where do we go from here?

First of all, we are diédicated by history, by location, and by
necessity to protect the liberty and the pursult of happiness of the people
of the western world. Ve are dedicated to the primciple the free exchange
of merchandise and the products of the soll and mine between individuals.

In a dislocated world we must face the facts, The fac£ ahead is that of
impoverishment of a victorious England or a defeated England; the fact

of impoverishment of a victorious Qermany or a defeated Germany., Looking
aheadywe must say that our first concern in the protecting and advancement

of individual happiness through trade must be our concern regarding an all
America policy,by which I mean a.policy of leading the way as the richest
American nation in a new economyr of prosperity in North and 8outh fmerica.
The march of egents will determine what and how Europe will buy and how much
Furops can psy for. Asia is an uncertain quantity, but we can direct and
encourage and all America policy. That may start now. The sooner the better.

Because we are dedicated to free initilative as a basis of good aéonomics,
and the pursuit of happiness and growth of the individual, we must examine
the resources of'the United States anew, |

There is no comfort in looking ahead, for instance, at export surpluses
of wheat and cattle in Argentine, the United States and Canada with no
place to sell the surplus except to a bankrupt Eurcope. Eventually every
person and every natlon, which is but a colledtion of persons, must face
the fact that there‘is no profit,and merely pxoverty, in producing un-
| wanted and unsaleable things, Three friendly nations, Cananda, the United
States and Argentine, rust reach a sensible production program regarding
cattle and wheat if they are not to be torm apart through the action of

ruinous competition which impoverishes producers. A control must be
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found through which profitable production meets available consumption,

e mast not face the post war condition shead in the way that was so ruinous
after the first World War. It ie unthinkable that the human race not learn
by painful experience,

The burning of coffee surpluses and the artificisal control of rubber
and its price ttu'ough bank;mg syndicates 1s not heslthful and ultimately
fails, Such measures, including permanent subsidities, may only be used
as cmergencies during semi:-panic conditioné, and as aabaéia for the start
of recovery toward normal. The Amsrican ever normal granary plan is scmnd, |
but an evor unuseable surplus plen is not sound, hen Americé has reached
a grain surplus point which is a real insurance against drought and famine,
she has gone as far as sound production economics warrant. Ho couniry
should aim to go further, Tthen all grain produeing- nations engags in
salling abroad below cost of production, the dumping process eventually
will dump the countries that are engsged in this process of disposal, If
only one country did it, thére might be an economic justification, but when
all surplus pryoducing» countries engage in competitive dumping, it is obvious
that the ond is ruin. An all America survey and an all America control
must protect the producing Americas. Ansbortive attempt at world wheat
control 1s on the record. I, in optimism, say to you that I\boliave
an all America wheat control ls both a possibllity and a necessity, I use
wheat as an examplo,

A seoond survey should extend 1nto. the financial msthods under which
8 control of balanced production and ant.ioipat.ed eonsunption should function,.
- This financial survey should determine whether an all American gold standard
can ba maintaihad and strengthened, I would apply the observation to fold
As a oomngdity that I would apply to any other commodity. If we have too
much gold in the United States and too little gold elsewhere in the Americas,
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page 3

We shall till the fields we have withﬁt.ha talent that is within us,

I ses American business planing now for the development of untold riches
of Nexico, of Braz 11, of the Andes chain. A strong navy defending the peace
of the Amsricas iz the guarantee that American optorpriu sh:11l not go un-
rewarded as all the Americas are entriched by human work, Brasil alone s
larger than the forty-elght states of this country. Just as the Buropeans
of the past century poured their manhood and their finance in conjunction
with our people into the westward march of development in these United States,
50 shall menaand money and brains of the United States move in peageful
and voluntary association towards the resources and manhood latent in this
hemisphere, The human mind driven by energy and imaginstion has through the
ages oconjuersd problem after problem, Only the lasy ar the pessimistic
can see in this new problem of growing richness of human value of all nations
of the western world,a problem other than one of time and effort and
sourage, It is the function of leadership to lead, American destiny
will grow its leaders, The rovernment of the United States is in the position
of leadership., The bme hundred and thirty million people of our !‘ort.y-o@ght
states join hands as individuals and through government to improve this
western world, by

1. The protection of pescetims pursuit by an adequate two osean navy,

2, Having the courage to dredit the peoples of the western hemisphere
with honesty in their belief that demooratic peacetime 1life means a richer
material life than any that may be offered by a war torn Europe,

3. By action as ths financial banker and developer of natural
rescurces and transportation,

4s By gsnercusly accepting from the Britlish empire its seourities and
equities in the Americas in peturn for druhipa and tanks and munitions and
food,






#fo had a oonversation about the oneness of truth in the action iteslf.
In an infinity of ones is roached the cuonsss of infinity. This goos all
through human pervepticn and sobivity.

In this discussion wo sttempted to trace one secking truth in motion
for wnnolfigh listening.

Tols truth vaguely, gontly lighting the immor ons, of tho ono in tho
ivnor-most bestirs the pinpolnt centor of omo. Herwve plicnos oall for cotion
es the conter ligbts thoe 1ifa switobboard, woloe speaks truth as reality faudos
into roalization. Tho ono sooking truth in action occasos 4o be ono and becomos
ection in truth without perception of tho physioel one, Puro abstract truth
Inows no proocent mwarensss. And so tho woice speaks for the par baok to
oconvoy tho truth for tho storsgo sootiom of tho brain.

Thon in truth for future small truths in action is the truth rotalned.

Sometimes ona speaking truth dogs so bafore knowing it. But tho one
spealking woltiier geos nor hears nor addrasses the otier omes Oly bths othor
ons henrs aud sooss The truth~gpoalon intent,listens for the aspliiisation
which m be presont in a1l human sxprossion of trubh. It is this esplifioation
that in tho despair of all onos ronching for truth in astione So in the roach
tho ldistoning is the thing~-the selflencnoos, 8o intence thet thc ono spoaldng
only lmows that oue is listoning for the porfoot expression of truthe So to
such a one thore oan be no other ongs Very beautifully, oxgquisitely, (ond
oxyuioito is a very fine word 4lock it ups)e. Tho listemor to the truth of
one gorvos. For the one in pain, in the agony of the ooncentration, oomos
to tho poiunt of eximustion 4n the period which ends all Inman effort. The
one apealdng feels well if tho truth well has baen spoken. Bubt the one speoaking
knows not whet ho has said, for the saying passed through nls ear into the
place whers all truth should be placed--und to stay thore for the practioal
uges of life, unucable in tho imnmediats as the ¢ns intent and intense functions
in truth.
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Ultimate thought is that Marehts job is essentially in the Senate with
Pepper, Russell, etoc. He does not confliet, but merely suplements anything

Johnson might do in the House. The House is 465 people jumping around
where he can't get mush action. But, if to be of much help, he has %o
see and know the people of ¥alue and quality. All he wants to do on that
in January is to meet those people, and think the introducing should be
through Rayburn and not Johnson, because, if introduced by Johnson, he is
just going in as a personal friend. If introduced by Tayburne-and perhaps
through Young-i&nto it, Johnson is not responsible for Marsh's screwball
action, and Marsh is not reduced to merely local Texas citizen friend of
Johnson, and then can turn Young in from that side without hurting Johnson
in the event that Young and Marsh get bad remarks on mistakes which they
will meke,



Pianisty\ L:I.si’..enerl\E

Corposer \) Woma.n(’

The woman is nodding, trying to listen. The Pianist is trying to make
the Coriposer listen to the Listener., The Co:i.poser is trying to exrplain tﬁe
technical ap roach to the Listener, who is recfusing to listen and is trying
to drive an exercise into the Composerts nind—an exercise which he thouéht
ﬁould frez the Composer fromlthe franework which was binding hin.

Inside,some experts are playing chamber nusic as an accompaniment.

TR

Listener: Inside, a beautiful picture, but the frame is very rigid. Illear-
ing that so beautifully done for three hours makes us forget the
frame, but after all it is a prison, isn't it? Any frame?

Pianist: You can't do anything else, though, can you?

Comnoser: But don't you see, the sonata—I have just - ritten one I want
you to hear. I am quite pleased »ith it. You see, Listener,
the sonata has ne frame;

Listeher; Well, let's have an exercise or itwo without any frames. Suppose
you take on three excrcises at your niano. First, take a hunan
one day old to the last da} of life. »Hear it groﬁ through time—
a line that doesn't revcrse, Hear it on the blank membrane as
the lines register through the intake of Lhe senses. ﬁo not
express the onte—;;0 with the music of the cries of a chiid and all

the other clap~trap. The volume will prow, the nath will beccme

more intricate with the nassage of tire into the peak of maturity

of the brain as a receptive organ. There will be furioso at the

point of height, and then, as the exercise is thrcurh, the sonata
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that they iill be totally unalike in the fact that the last bar

is the end and the first bar was the bééinning, and the faet that

the last bar will be the bar of approach in reverse. DBut the vol-
urme will be essentially the same, and thc rhythm will be essentially
the same, But the raain thing is that this is an exercise in strairht

line without a framework.

As a third example, take the hurman race as a line of aspiration;
Coﬁceive the thick scum, man coming out of his cave (forpetting
Darwin) begin at the dawn of things we eall human. Do hot take
this from the water and mud barks of the reccding ocean, Do not
have this rough being roar and fight. Do not have him hunt and
fish. Do not have him grab his woman. Just have hin come tekrough
tire and erotion, through the generations into the now of this

our world, 1940, in terms of one unit, one line, one feeling. Of
course, your furioso will be more or less in the now, but will not
be the furioso of the line and sound, or the lire of the mnit life,
because this is the line of asniration throurh insviration in that
thing which we believe belongs neculiarly to the human race as
against all other animals inhabiting this earth. So there is
sometliing peculiarly hunan which may be reported in sound along

the line without a framework. It is not in birth pangs nor in death
cries. All animals have this., The individuality of this line 1is
that which you seek. When you reack it, it will not be the battles
of Europe or the.SOng of Freedom, as you night have in Beethoven's
Universal dJymphony. It willl be something ruch finer in conception

because it will not be concrete. As the line poes into unborn time,
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the insight_will carry you through the vehicle imagination on the
straight line, and when the insight tires and the imagination |
clouds into nothingness, there will be the last bar. He will not
be intelligent. The linits of the human in the bars of the unborn
time lose vitality with distance, andvends-with the spent energy
of the human instrument of iragination in insight. So the last
bar may be an indication of a high nothingcness, first because the
end of sicht haé come and the writer is blind, and, therefore, in
all truth st stoplis writin . Second, beczuse his siﬁht and his
insigcht and his imagination have all proved to hirm that sormewhere
on the linc he has lost his way; but that the plateau is very high
ard the view tremendous for those who are not, as he, blind and
tired. So there is exaltation at the énd, as the faltering hand
of the ruscian author makes his final gesture, wushings the last

note,

But, Cémposer, the essence of this is that a man isn{t drawing a
triangle, and isn't making a frame, and isn't selling anything,

and isn't writing anything in order for the purpose of understanding.
One is following relentlessly a sﬁngli}ggncept to see where it takes
ene. By learning the single line concept, one may later, perhaps,
weave the essential threads of life exnerience intc many natterns.

It may be conceived that the three eiercises suggested above couid
be rewoven, :nce one has rnade the threads. But the point is the
yarn must be made first before we knit tlie socl:. And I believe you
can't start at forty or forty-five with a very great intelligent

mind and a fine insight and apnly your values to the accented and

within the accepted forms in competition with very young, but lesser
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Dear M.:

I want what I have sald put between a couple of boards, and printed
on falrly durable paper, because I want the thoughts for myself as I move
on into senility. It may be my own anchor, and may be but a minature of
a mind for some person who sees the mind rather than the body as the signi-
ficant, Obvlously the face does not warrant the time or the money as a
minature, Almost as obviously does the mind warrant. But, Iif one copy
for myself is the answer, or even if the exerclse is all, I have thus far
had a pleasant time.

My own fading strength isn't going to burst forth into more energy
of perception as time passes. So I may as well give myself a key to what
I now feel. Such a key has to be a defining of words, as the words will
change in meanlng, to me at least as time passes., I merely want to fix
the "now" of thelr meaning. ‘

In general, life has become simplified, The progress of simplisity
moves from the many toward the One. So One is where time, in theory,
takes one. A sort of second degree of oneness 1s one. No one wlll ever
be One. But every tick of the closk should move him imperceptibly toward
a conoept of One, 1f he 1s truly simplifying.

The life proocess 1s a finite circle with a finite radius from dbirth
to death. Simplicity is the start--the simplicity of the moment of birth.
Simpliclty is the finish--the death phenomenon. The mind in action
starts, the 1life line being the radlus. The circle complete in the two

instances, on birth-death simplicity. The mind in action feeds at the



moment of birth and the radius moves 1n harmony with the clock. Nearing
the complex of the cirole, much of the feeding has lost its importance,
The complexitles have solved themselves. The insistence of staccato timing
ends as simpliclty succeeds complexlty of emotion, and immediacy of ambi-
tion. So the mind-functlion, without slowing in time, does slow in action,
in that 1t becomes smooth. Well, there may be some quality of simpliocity
1s smoothness as the approach of the one to the final moment of his own
finlteness 1s truly moving toward the ultimate simplioity whioch must be
One or nothing. Our symbol of the completed cirscle in numbers 1s nothing.
Our symbol of One 1s a stralght line. Our deflnition of a stralght line
extended infinitely 1iIs a circle. Somewhere between the entrance of the
finite oircle into the Oneness of the infinite circle 1s something. That
i1s what I am talking about. So muoch for one in Oneness.

Someone has sald that one withdraws in the direction of a monastery
of the mind as his oreative work in a finite world ceases to interest him,
The thought glves one a shudder of futility. Yet obvlously, that 1s where
one 1is going. Whlle the experience 1s stlll reasonably distant and before
this monastery shows to the sight, it seems to me interesting~--gay at
times--to write 1in the spirit of the moment, leaving the past and the
future both out of the picture.

And s0, as a multitude of past plctures orowd in for me to illustrate
the thought of the present moment, I have in spirit objected to using the
11lustrations to bolster or define my feeling. Also, too, I recognlze how
easily one may declare a strong position as to something that is to happen,
because of the fasct that no one can deny it positively.

This experience of truth telling without aid from the past or sureness



of the future precludes any intelligent system of thought. bBut I am not
attempting to be intelligent--merely true to a feeling of values which one
may privately possess. Certainly 1ife grants us that in dignity if one asks
for nothing more.

So in putting this thought into words for future personal reference,
I merely say that in the moment of writing, so I felt.

My feeling at thls moment 1s that no truth 1s absolute and s0 no truth
1s infinite. Truth to me is unique in that one sonceives for one alone and
merely hopes that beneflscence follows the ooncept through time and space.
But neither mathematlos nor logic produces truth. Such merely measure or
explain truth. So no one's truth 1s anothert!s truth. So may one--produced
truth meet other one~-produced truths in assembly lines as the multitude : of
ones maroh on.

Perhaps this one truth, to any one person, of the Oneness of truth,
has been in various degrees the companion of many ones. The point 1s that
the Oneness of truth, or the truth of Oneness, 1s merely a tool in the
business of living. There may be many arrows, but each arrow is unlqgue.
There may be many axes, but no one's ax, while in use, 1s another's ax.

And so, as you put this together, you yourself at work maj find a
stronger arrow or a bigger ax. The arrow to extend the line of vision,
1ife, and future ocontact. The ax to ocut away past depression. Here 1s
boping the depression to many looking baok has but the refuse of fear and
greed and egotism. The slow time exposure foouses finally on intellectusl
honest, as simplicity moves in. Clarity of view point does not permit
double exposure. S0 no aoccuracy in moving through 1life will result under

the pressure of threat and flattery; fear or greed; anger in actlon or withe



drawal into non-action.

There 1s no place to go for one except to go on toward olarity, self
ego diminishing, we hope, as clarity produces a simple formula that in
continues awareness in service we have a self value. The size or impor-
tanoce of the service will take care of 1tself without loglcian or mathe-
matlclan., Service becomes a point of truth at the point of time of our
awareness. The carrylng out of service may require all the tools of
oiviligation--even deatl itself, But that--the tools used--is in the
service., The servlice 1s the pure concept, and the pure concept in action
1s the jJoy of living. So, as you go into service to me in giving a little
permanence to an 1dea, consider 1t merely one's own effort to ocatch a
fash of truth at a point of time. It 1s much as though one were attempting
to flx in the memory a sunset.

Inside the welter of words, in the litter of fragments, you may work
for a whilo; pleking up what I want for myself., Later I shall help you
with my own sense of taste after you have tasted. The by-products whioh I
personally do not want we will look at. If there 1s anything there for any-
one else, 1t may be used, just as anything else should be used if there is
any use for 1t., The personal thing I want probably has no other use,
because, 1f truth is unique, I cannot see that there 1s more than one
person's use for what I want, except perhaps an observation of one person's
value-sense may stimulate others to attempt their own formula., Still I

know that I have had a good time.

Ce



Dear C.:

Thanks being one of the unknown words, I say only that I have time
and some energy, and also a very great lust for gayety. You have already
glven me a ocouple of arrows and a hatohet, In equalizing for myself alone
my sense of proportion, I shall give you a copy (wrong again), a thing such
as you desoribe. I may keep the carbons, but you have asked for one thing
and no copies.

You represent anarshy in form, but I believe you also represent
purlty in intent. Just where such people go and what they do is rather
vague fo me. Apparently they go everywhere and do nothing in partioular.
But I suspeoct they do much because they travel so lightly, and seem to move
with instant mental speed. I cannot judge quality, but I can testify as to
muchness in quantity and speed of change. Having been always an optimist
'1n soul amid great pessimism concerning life itself, I feel in my soul that
there must be quality somewhere in guantity; direction somewhere in the
speed.

I know also there 1s disorder 1n the anarchy of form., Whether your
quantity of energy and rapldlty of change ocan be harnessed either by your-
self or me into a by-product, I truly do not know. But at least I have the

stuff of whioch a good time willl be had by me.

M.



The Voloe Impersonal

He who speaks for himself speaks from the will to live., He who
speaks for the famlly group speaks for the continuity of the human race.
He who speaks for hls clty, his religion, the health of his business
unit, his tribe, his society, his ﬁation, speaks for the one in One has
has he sees it in the march of time through spsce. All who so speak in
dignity, in clarity, in the direction of the light, are to be honored as
those who work along the line of 1life--along the path of energy in health.
But the unlversal voice--the flne marriage of the infinite with the
finite 1s the illusive thing which volces the final note.

In maslc sometimes, in abstract sclence more often, but in the pas-
sage of time through space centurles pass without e universal voice that
1s the miracle~~the finite and the infinite merging in the universality
of truth.

Every decade, every century, every natlon sees untold thousands try
to reach the pltoh that sound 1s the perfect truth for the agelessness that
1s the demand of all who seek it from the One. As one listens, one knows
that it is not to be for him. But the one in despalir listens on. It is
the listening itself, the hope to heer, that is subline, that all mey have,

If there are many, there must be one. Many alike, seeking Oneness
without losing Oneness in the One of one. All else comes 1lnto one. One
must be one of all.

Impersonality of inteke means a movement in material toward the
universality of out-go. Selflshness of intake through transfer can give

out nothing more in quality than 1t takes in. No lines may be broad enough
for the quantity of light necessary for universality in truth, 1f it 1s



cantered on the plnpoint of self. And the plcture taken into the one from
the sensatlions of the ear or eye, smell, taste, or feel ocannot in quantity
or quallty be other than the quality of the instrument itself. These
instruments of sensatlon, uncurved by self, hear, see, feel, taste, and
smell well., Curved, restricted, frightened, they carry distortions.
Energy through water and food and alr cause the one to reach a polnt of
out-go. The out-go carrles what has been taken in, It is as a river.

It must move on or overflows The particular movement is predestined,
rather predetermined, by what has preceded in quantity and quallty of
intake, The specialization, whether in art, sclence, government, money
power, is not important. The quantity and quality of the out-go is that
sum total which causes the one to be significant. Such quantity and
quality obviously is merely the moving on after the assembly in the one

of the raw material of intake. So, one who would live significantly in
happiness will hear, see, smell, taste, and feel In hils sublimation of
selflessness, The quantity and quality of his out-go will be sufflclent

to carry through from birth to death.



Note:

What I wish to say 1s that there 18 a difference between a syco-
phant in thoughtless approach in self-interest, and one in humbleness
seeking through listening to improve his own volce as the humble one
among the many--who seeks to improve through listening for the selgni-
ficance of that which he i1s, so that he may give from that which he
hears in passing, by transfer through the voice to those who may hear.
The movement from the truth without to the truth within to the
truth to be given out 1s an endless process, Decaying or growing in
health according to the intensity and the motivation of the one who
intakes without selfishness or fear. Thie 1g all parenthetical and

can be brought out more in the spirit of the first paragraph.



What It Is All About

What follows-~the book--apparently is a picture attempt through
words to simplify life for those who, noble minded, have been lost
in fog.

Many in adolescence have been taught and believe that honeaty
is the best policy; that all's well with the world; that God shines
in the heaven; that Excelsior and his prophet Emerson are twenty-
four hours on the job.

When the headaches come, there i1s & change.

Some, defeated, drink themselves to death. Others compromise
into rebellious camp followers of medliocrity. Some hide in Greenwich
Village among thelr kind.

Too many die through the business of not willing to live, and
they call it everything from snaemia or tuberculosis to pistol shoot-
ing. Too many also leave the here for the insane asylum.

And those of tougher stripe, who, with chin up but eyes dim,
face the fog of the future then beckoning ahead, simplify it and take
the “"what 1f" point of the thinge. It may reduce precedent and enlarge
performance. It may minimize reputation and increase character. It
may reduce remorse and increase gayety. It may retire fear and blind-
ness; 1t may increase sight so that the fog also ceases to be.

' EEEEXE.

So much for the purpose, if there 1s any in the book. I, this

one reader among those who have been ioat in fog--just a copy reader--

have asked permission to write this,



There must be a dignity beyond the tightness of fear, even i1f we
can only get 1t through such a thing as Douglas! "Magnificent Obsession.®
Or the highspeed press resources which put out the millions of the
Harold Bell Wright's in his repeat story of Pippa Passes. Let us not
gneer,

Let the Rotarian luncheon food, "Acres of Diamonds", go on.
Pfobably more have heard 1t author deliver ™ Acres of Diamonds®™ than
have read the beautiful atory of the "Search for the Blue Flower,"
And who cares whether the lecturer read the "Blue Flower" before he
wrote "Acres of Diamonds"? Who cares whether he is or is not a rich
plagiarist or a booming voice to business men at noonday? The main
thing 1s that the message be carried on. And I personally have little
use for a Menkenesque attitude or a Nathan of Broadway. For 1 walted
over-long for elther to be constructive and creative. I am tired
of the iconoclast who can not straighten up the parlor after he breaks
the furniture. Lord knows the furniture has to be broken if it 1s as
ugly as most of the furniture that a Nathan or Menken breaks. Bob
Ingersoll pretty well fixed up the bully priests of the 1870's. But
Bob did not give us the divine. Unfortunately he did not connect us
with the infinite, Nor did Thomas Paine help much except to pull
the chairs out from under the priestcraft while he was fooling around
in Paris during the French Revolution. I truly believe this book 1s
constructive. The man laughs at himself, as well as at myself. But
his laughter seems just a rest period‘as he trudges on--and sometimes
jumps a preciplce. I recommend the journey.
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This 1s another word.,

As a man who has hit the roof of life in my individual capacity
of having specific ambitions smashed too many times for comfort, I
have asked that I may add my word. Thirty years of trying and slipping
through adult 1ife have left me badly scarred but still trying. I
have found the copy reader's "Acres of Dismonds™ and "Blue Flowers"
and then found that that was not enough. I have paased through the
detailed phases of the doctrine of service as sufficient and found
that that was not enough. %Yes, I am satisfied at fifty to say that I
have done more good in the world than evil--that I have been an asset
life value--that the world is better off for my having been born--that
I have had a minimum of fear and & maximum of courageous optimism.

But that 1s not enough as the sun passes toward the hills.

What I see a suggestion of 1n this book 1s the reason of the
being-~the satisfaction in the being. And I do believe that the last
breath of the last man on the last revolution of this earth will be
the breath of the super-curious on the looking glass of the unascer-
tained. And his last hand movement will be to clear the glass for
the last look. The reason for being, this man says, 1s the the mere
Oneness of all of us ones, He moves from the infinite through the
finite and back to the infinite, but he pauses long enough to put
us on the train. Our little finite train becomes as blg as the
infinite. Because there i1s not anything bigger in the infite than
in the finite and nothing smaller in the finite than in the infinite.

And, thank heavens, this man does not go to God about it. He

seems to be a listener and a reporter of things he has seed and



heard--infinite things which he makes small and very, very small things
which he makes infinite. And finally 1t all seems to come out as a
Oneness.

As he has done this thing for me, I may have done it for you.
I feel more at rest., I have a sense of satisfaction in not having been
reduced to the finite by the infinite. There is no Jehovah telling
me. And I am telling no one. But it 1s a beautiful Joy-ride that
this man gives me because he does not put any limit to the ticket.
And he does make my path~finite infinite in Joy, in courage, in

humor, in a sense of proportion. Selah.



Image insight 1s the cord to the divinle, to the infinlte of action.
Destroyed most often by the dancing devils in early youth. The one,
blinded, proceeds over the life plaln.

But i1f the danclng devils are swept off the mirror by a white blast
before they foul the mirror with thelr offal, the cord grows strand dy
strand in use.

The most awful dancer of them all 1s Avarice. Soon he breaks the cord
and oracks the mirror. Take and Keep follow him in his death throes,
danoing on their hands in the slime. Fear and Futility do a dance to a
vhining whistle. The marshes and mire swallow the one, swallow and mire

1 n blindness. The living carcass shuffles on over the plain, disappearing
in the winutia over the life preciplce into the graveyard of bones and
maggots.,

But 1f a white light clears early enough, the things of beauty dance
in the sunlight of the path of the infinlite. Hs dances the youth dance.
He pipes the song of the things he 1s not to know. He does not laugh at
the dancing devils of Avarlce and Fear. He cannot see them because they
are in the darke The light 1s his, All around his dance crowd the
spectators from the land of nothing at alle--attracted by the light and the
Joy. The danolng devlls coreep from the darkness. But where the light
beams there is safety, so many accompany the danocer.

And so the finite ones in the light move on. Soon many are dancing.
More light. More space on the mirror. More cords attached to the causeway
from the finlte to the infinlte. Another one. A withered hand at the

guide wheel flew upward with a youth. From there the lmage insight looked

down.



"What ," sald the wasted hand, "is to be seen?"

"l see East and West and much in motion-white and gray and black,"

"Where are the ocolors?" asked the withered hand,

"There are no colors," said the youth.

"But I have‘seen the sun and the rainbow," sald the withered hand.

"There is none from the East to the West on the big plain," sald
the youth. |

"Why that must be the Plaln of the Real," said the withered hand,
"What is doing there?"

"Many move from the East toward the West."

"Iagt or slow?" asked the withered hand.

]

"It depends on the color," replied the youth. "If big and white, the
pace 1s swift, If black, they walk backwards, but with sureness as they
trample among the little grays."

"Do you see any dust?" asked the withered hand.

fQuite a deal," answered the youth. "It 1s a swirling of the whites
and the blacks fightling, perhaps, kicking up dust which gets into the eyes
of all the little grays,"

"What do the grays do?"

"The 1ittle fellows keep mostly out of the way," saild the youth.
"But look]! I see something."

"What 1s i1t?" asked the withered hand, glving the steering wheel a
push for the downward look, so youth's ayes might see with the mirror of

his insight.

"It 1s really good fun," said the youth, "The little fellows are
getting whiter. They want to help the whites,"



"I hear some noise. What is 1t?"

"It 1s a marching maybe from their feet."

"And how are treir heads to you?"

"They shine a 1ittle, reflections in the light."

"Those lights?"

"They are from the whites. I feel the lights moving westward while
the shadows of black drift., They seem to drift East, but one cannot tell.,"

"If you were down there,"” ssked the withered hand, "what would you do?"

"That depends," sald the youth, "on whether I were white or gray or
black. If I were a little black, I guess I would hold the hat of my uncle
while he was fighting against a bad white man. And if I were white, I
guess I would hold the hat of my white unole while he fought with the bad
black man,"

"And 1f you were gray?"

"I would hope that the white people got me before the black people.”

"But if you were gray, how would you get white?"

"Well, I would get in the llght behind the white people. I would
brush off their clothes to pay my way down the white line."

"Is that all?"

"You know I think it would be fun to kieck the shins of the black
ones when they got on the road."

"So what?" sald the wlthered hand,

"Let's dive into the rainbow,"” sald the youth,



Listening and seeing 1s the bullding of an infinite reservoir into
the finite~-the hardest of all finite work of the one in Oneness.

Fakirs hypnotize snakes. Fake listeners or fske seers come from
the caverns of greed and laziness; stand blinking in the light and say
they see; stand with hand to ear, bowing in humbleness, bowing in pom-
posity., DBut listening and seeing 1s the hardest of all finite work,

Actlon is automatic. It cannot be helped if one has listened; if one
has seen. The test of the blinker from the ocavern, the test of the deaf in
the attitude of listening, 1s the test of actlon--what follows the listen-
Ing--what follows the seeing.

If what follows 1s constipatlon of pomposity; a cold in the head,
sneezing hysterically that 1t 1s & wlse head, we have the deaf blinker in
action. He gathers in schools iIn the Greenwich Villages of the world;
sometimes in the Berkshires., He bleats and smlles 1in the vicinity of the
dilettante tralling purse strings for the right to sit with him,

The test of the true listener, the true seer, 13 also action. Time
will divide the true from the false, the real from the apparent, by simple
test of the quality of the actlion which follows any period of listening or
seeing.

The true seers# or listener rarely hears or sees a finite while he 1s
working at listening or seeing. A finlte may be speaking. A Beethoven
Sonata may be in the playing, may be in the air., But the true seer, the
true listener, merely uses the Sonata or the man speaking as a connection
for his one into the Onenesas.

And so we reach toward the mirror which 1s but a photbgraphio image



which, when made, drops into the subconsolous to be stored for use follow-
ing listening and seeing. A clean mirror is washed with infinite care and
- perpetual motion through the nerve ends of the camel's hair brush oalled
finite imagination.

A seer is one who projects into the infinite through the power-=the
honest of his intent, and the will to see the infinite which becomes in

the seer the genius of concentration for listening, for seeing--the

genius of concentration for seeing into the infinite,



A&s the one in One sees from the mountain top and hears from the
solitude, he yawns in his finiteness, seeking sleep.

Sleep ocomes under the stars of the desert plateau.

One awakes into the light of the finlte sun in action., Then comes

the second of first wakefulness with its message directing the joys of

action., Listen as a finite one.

Open the syes, for one has awakened first with the ear.

The Jjoy of 1life flows in to join the heart in the finite. The mes~
sage through the ear at the instent of wakening may be immediate and
trivial, and so the day 1s to be immediste and trivial, perhaps. But why
not? There are such days.

These days of the immediete end trivial are days of intake. The
awakened senses drink, and smell, and see, and feel, and hear before sleep
agaln. They store facts for the ultimate amalgamation of truth 1in action.

Another day dawns. The ear hears with a clap of the infinite through
the merciful fllter of the finite. The eye opens, puzzled by the light,
as the message absorbs all the perception. Slowly the light and eye are
normalized--~trees, houses, people, now or soon--but before the mundane,
the immediate, the trivial crowd in to harm the message. The doling may
require finlte time. Time then emerges, 1s a will in action for future
delivery. But 1f genulne, the will in action will be 1n the vicinity of
time specific. The eye, the all, will join to the aild of the ear. A
memorandum of the message will be made by the hand or by the mind, by the
memory in mind, perhaps. Perhaps by a wofd to & friend, by a flower

smelled for memory aid. But the message, if from the One to the one, will



not be lost except through the dancing devils of Sloth and Fear. Sloth
and Fear feed on the awakening message untill the finite soon gives up the

will to do.
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The urge to human laughter coming out of the will to do, is not
love, but of the stuff of whloh love is made, and in getting away from
the use of the word "love", we may call it simply the out-movement of
the will to live in its full hand for the purpose of cleaning the will
to llve of the barnacles and parasites which infest the will to live in
inaction,

The 0ld story of what constitutes selflessness and what constitutes
selflshness, 1s merely the business of looking at the ego as inactive or
active, If inactive or directly intaking without going through the fllter
of unattached senses, then 1t 1s pure selfishness. If action motivates
the will to live in extension efter a healthy filter of facts through the
ego, then 1t 1s selfleasness.

In any event, the flve senses are the first of the intakes of the
business of living. And cleanliness 1s, of ocourse, necessary at all times.
This cleanliness 1s harmed by the one in One, by the finite ego itself.
But i1f a disease, a cancerous growth, attaches 1tself to the ego, then the
one in One cannot think in i1tself. The five senses cannot print. The
over-active ego prints without fact. And the truth is not in 1t. It
wants, It excites. It dances without listening, seeing, smelling,
tasting, or feeling. Nolse comes, anger drlves self destruction andthe
dance 6f insincerity ravages,--insanity, sulcide in extreme ocases.

This disease of the one in One cannot happen except through a long
continuous bad intake through one or all the senses. When diseased, a
Freud is called in, provided there is enough will and money in the

vicinity. Sometimes cures are partially affected. It 1s doubtful whether



any cure can be called a ocure in the sense of rebuilding from the finite

toward the infinite. From the one into the Oneness. Yet, the one in

the One, who 1s oalled, may and should serve., It will not hurt him so to
do. He will not lose his contact of the one in One. Rather shall hls will
into action be made the more hsalthy. And without will in action, barna-

" cles or tumors must acoumulate iIn the vicinlty of his own self in self.
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The truth i1s in the thing 1tself--in the facts with which one
works, In thls truth is the will to act in the vicinity of the finite

laughter within the infinite harmony.

#0333 o3

When the parasites come and direct will in action, they wreck the

quality in action as well as the quantity will to act.



Ego in extension, both in power, and in the insidious thing
adding brick by brick an edifice, which will make & man put his
picture above Christ, The Catholic Church is dedicated and has its
organization theory that the Pope 1s the representative of Saint
Peter, the gate-opener to the infinite. For almost two thousand years
the highest point of humen contact with the before and with the after
has been established at the point of bringing the human race to |
Sgint Peter.

One who has observed the growth of pomp and power need not stop
with the communion of the Pope with Saint Peter. One need not move
his eyes to the Himalayas to watch the psectacle of the Lama in death
and rebirth.

One need not reach the semi-oriental concept of God's spirit
reaching into the manger in Bethlehem without benefit of sex.

One needs only to examine onself; in honesty, with a sense of
humor, look at oneself, Does one's ego feed first on what is of value
within reach before doing anything else?

Feeding thus, what 1s this thing one calls oneself? A love of
humanity? Altruism?

Relax. Pause. Go. The majesty that 1s one in the business
of movement through time and space 18 merely one moving with
delicacy in art. The greatest good to the greatest number, yes., Aid

to the weak, yes. But a well conditioned, well fed, power satisfled,



courage protected ego is in movement. For movement 1s 1life; non-movement,
after feeding in contemplation followlng the physucals, is death.
So, to one listening, one 1s all, and all is one, and in this

one in movement lies the majesty of it all.



The sum total of the weakness of human effort is its lack of
continuity--this granting intelligence, desire, and direction.

A hundred ones almost will agree as to what is good for a
hundred ones. And the matter ends. Another hundred ones will spec-
1alize on what is good eating, and quantity and quality, and there
the matter ends. Another hundred specializes on Ethics. Another
group talks ideal law, ideal justice.

Excellence fiding Excelsior to Utopla, & motion continuous at a
sustained finite pace. The exhaustion of finite groups in babbling
values, panting in their wisdom, builds free their l1life satisfaction.
The big ones riding the horse rarely speak except to say "yes" or
"no%, "go" or "stay". So the talkers ride parasitically in the
lumber wagons which never reach Utopia. They mire in the ditches

on the minus road from excellence. But the talk goes on.



The essence of motion--of life functioning itself--is one's
sense of imperfection through discomfort at the absence of One. In
any state of perfect acquiescence there can be no motion or emotion.
No finite motion is possible except through sa sense of incompleteness.
One moves to accomplish. Without motion, life itself does not exist.
Emotlion 1is but the process of motion in the world of feellng. Ideas
are but the fragments of emotion on the brink of action. Action
implies finite movement.

Contentment with the existing moment cannot exciat except in
action, One lives only in a continuous flow of unfulfilled desires.

So when the chronic discontent possesses a diseased one, it is
merely the process of reaching toward final contentment through
withdrawal from action.

Maximum of Jjoy comes through an even flow in proportion of un-
fulfilled and fulfilled needs of the spirit in its will to live and
function.

Unevenness of flow, when one's unfulfilled need or conception
through idea of need reaches a point of practicel unfulfillment,
causes one's dislocation from the harmony of 1life, losing One in the
blankness of unfulfillments. Thus one bewares, passing along the
light line of time, from meeting a discontent or a vision of such
finiteness that its accomplishment or its lack of accomplishment may
arrest all functioning. Finite ambition is, when fixed paramount,

a threatened end to life itself. Its accomplishment ends life by
sending one down the hill to the futility from the height of accom-

plistment. Unrealized finite ambition hurls one back from the slope



toward accomplishment into the same abyss of futility. So discontent
in the shape of finite ambition must be guarded against if 1life 1s to
be maintained in its purity of full accomplishment. Conception of
life moves finite goals sufficiently ahead of the present moment to
create necessary distance in time and space to provide for the
continuous joy of living. And cone's discontent must embrace a
knowledge of One. One's discontent is merely the finite one's
awareness of the infinite as the ultimate goal of all finite ones.
Moving along the 1line of time, the finite one embraces in his concep-
tion of motion all finite ones. Thus one escapes death through
observation of one alone, In the dictionaries of now it ismlled--

this death--selfishness,

(Possible inserts: Priest becomes a pope. Only may he live from
that moment in a conception reaching toward the infinite. The title
looked at plunges him downward. A politician becomes a president,
awareness of title makes him aware of the end of his position at the
summit., Each tick of the clock strikes at hls awareness of the des-
cent. Only in the concept of service may he live, A business man
conceives an ambition to achieve a defihite bank account. Achieved,
death follows immediately, should no new needs immediately aupplant,
either in the stretching of the original need to greater totals or
through a concept of use of the achieved ambition. A girl concelves
marriage. She descends at once toward futility unless the uses of
marriage blossom immediately into new needs for expression. No

enjoyment of any ambition even in the relaxation of accomplishment can



stop for one second the descent. Only may growth in richness occur
where imagination in health continues to create new needs, idesas,
and the enthusiasm for accomplishment. And 80 any one's approach

to satisfaction 1s so dangerous that the wareness of self preservation
prevents death through satisfaction. The only satisfaction 1s the
awareness of the joy of emotion in the unfulfilléd. Where great joy
and happiness 18 in one's sight there 1s a breathlessness so
exciting that one lives, The emotion i1s called enthusiasm in the
dictionaries of today. Ennul--=-its anfitheais--is the frult of
complete satisfaction through stagnation of the will to move., One
merely rests at the point of time, aware not at all of the unborn
beauties of approaching time, looking backward with unseeing eyes at

the proportions of dead time.)



One hears of split personalities (Freud). Rather one should say
that each brain is a mosalc of facts meeting emotions in the will to
life, the will to live, and the will to action, which results in sus-
tained wills to live within themselves. They come and go in the
passage of time through space battling for the supremacy of the one
Only thus may we explain the tremendous inconsistences of human con-
duct which find one in remorse, angulsh, or in sublimated activities
beyond the normal scope.

One has sald that for every adult living one in jail there are
a hundred murders in the mind. It 1s easy to explain it in a surface
or careless manner by saying we learn by experience what to do and
what not to do. But that is not enough. True personality exists within
the one in such intensity that they do become the one forcing summation
of the one itself, So one in the person may be seen &as an infinity
of ones jalled only by the necessity of the will to live and
protected by the normal will in action in the pursult of the will to
live,

(Agein mesmerism, hypnotism, as an example of the ablility of any
of the ones in the one to project itself as a vital force into another
one either careless or willing in the summation of 1its completeness
to another one. As the one in control changes in the imleidoscope of
his own ones the one controlled often remains fixed for life at the
point where the controlling one existed at the time of the contact.
Monomanias, of course, result--uncontrolled, inervated, and alone as
the controlled mind continues its movement into changing channels;

in effect it is merely that the one controlled and fixed in time has



dled, giving up life through the fallure of the will to live and the
will to action. In the physical it 1s suicide. In the mental also

it is suicide. And from the partial giving up by a weaker of the will
to live and the surrender of the will to act, comes the chronic disease
which seeks to deny that one does within his ability‘and quantity and
quality of intelligence exactly what he so0 desires. Should one accept
the Oneness of Onse, one'cannot go through 1ife belleving in stars,

in luck, in circumstances as a factor 1n the business of living. One
will know through instinet that the fullness of 1ife is self-fabricated
out of the materlials of time and space in the finite passage from
birth to death. Reaching beyond into unreality one sees and hears
many statements which one rejects who has possession of the one in the
One. Such statements as the general alibl defenses of, “The other

one did it."™ "Time was not with me. I was born too late. I do not
fit in this scheme of things." "My mother did not understand me."

"I had no chance." And the hundreds of similar escape and defeatist
forms of statement which altogether merely say, ™Defeated, one must
not be defeated." One sees in the positive many efforts to combat
defeatism which also reach unreality, such as the sovereignty of the
will to health in the willing to live without making proper exceptions
of the proportions of farce against force as one meets one in the
physical; such as the circumstance of chance of microbe polsoning.

One meets it in the philosophy which says without qualification

that we can become what we want to become. That philosophy which
says, "Life is as we see 1it,"™ reaching to the formal system it

declares that nothing exists in the material for the one.



One who would face the line of full life, or maximum life,
with joy and work paramount, will admit the facts of the material
and the mathematlical formula qualifying the direction of 1life with
the chance of finite error and discover finite conflicts. But no one in
the light will lean in defeatism on alibl or "hokus pokus". In proe-
portion one will always, aware of the finite, listen and see within
the finite as exactly and correctly as one finitely may. In courage
and in awareness, in the joy of impersonality sufficient‘to eliminate
fear and greed and pessimism, one will march on in the freedom from

the material which is the vital flower of one in freedom.



The puzzle of happlness considered as the maximum of what one lives
for has as many potentlal answers as there are humans, The reach toward
beatitude may lead one along a complicated path toward Nirvanah--into a
perfeotion of nothingness, A fallure to reach for anything may bring the
approximation, Nowant, no need, no desire--in this situation lies
beatitude in the dimension zero. A Budhistic Nirvanah stands like beati-
tuds in the fonrth dimension.

Male twins separated are found, one iIn India, one in America. One
Intrigued by the thing that was Budha, retires within his own mental
monastery, searching through the years among all those that saw and wrote,
he knocks at the door gbove. The other, orushed by the noises of America,
fights for his 1ife, fallure, umiliation: dying ego sends him into an
insane asylum where he, to himself, becomes Christ, seeking to redeem the
world--g world which to him in his early life proﬁed in great need of
redemption.

~As long as these twlns suffer no physical or mental pain in their
" withdrawals from llfe, they both have echleved the maximum of beatitude.

So one in awarehess, seeking happiness, probably never shall find
ite In the sense of a place, and changelessness, the very search leads
away from life.

So what 1s one to do, if one belleves that happiness 1s the business
of 1life for one?

One awake slrinks from Nirvanah and from the lnsane asylum, One
cares nelther to be Budha nor Christ when>ho‘1a awake. One wants merely

to be oneself with the attributes of Budha or a Christ., It is only when



the want to be a Budha or a Christ takes possession of one to the polint
of destruction that we need look at one in India or one who has retired
into & mastery of the mind or Into an insane asylum,

The fine balance 1s a stralight line from infinity to infinity along
the human experience from birth to death. But the human experience, if 1t
is to remain human must act in the human, and as & human. Or, if you
please, one must remain finite if one is to pursue one's will to live.
One's very will to live, 1f one means action, motion, emotion, aliveness,
awareness to all that 1s in the passing through time and space, action
changeless, ceaseless, within a finlte frame.

One who rejects too much may live to rejsct all. Such a nne sinks
into the zero dlmension or unawareness or takes his ego beyond the will
to live in the finilte.

In harmony one stays aware, awake, Joyous, within the finite. One
meets one. Alone or together emotion activates out of 1life energy. Sex,
importance, speed, movement, physical, mental, spirltual, as awareness
within the finite brings in the food tovthe brain,

And so one may perhaps reach the conscept of finlte happiness only
through unawareness for happlness is nothling except a state of belng. A
state of being may not be preserved by oneself, because 1t 1s within
oneself, Others may see it iIn 1ts expressions, But one who would look
into & mirror for it, may never see 1t. A search by one to see one's
happiness must fall. The state of belng happy is a by-product of
harmonious motion end emotion along the line of concept of beauty. The

search by one must lead into the dead ends across the current and away

from the line. That 1s death 1tself and with the plicture of dead men



walking. One twin into an insane asylum; the other knooks with bruised

knuockles at the roof of the lost horlzone.
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Sublimation of the ego, awareness of l1life, awakeness to 1life 1is the
oreator, or the created, of the will to 1life., This follows the will to
action, The formula may be as simple as action and reaction, a mathematical
plus and minus, am electrlical posltive and negative, or physical balance
and unbalance. But in the awareness to 1life must come in health a love of
1ife so great that 1t passes even the finlte boundariess--thes work of
astronomy 1ln abstract mathematlics--in physics in the measurements of time
‘and space and the various measures of forece and welght and pure energy.

But the one floating in awareness to the all is sublimated out of all
awareness of self.

Sensatory organs function as such. Intake in quantity and quality
immeasurably improves. Outgo 1n sureness and speed reaches thes abnormal.
But tre one in exquisite awareness lives unaware of that which one 1is,

Parhaps one might best see by looking at those who see not at all,
S0, let one look at one who 13 not a seer. Also he is not awake. He
dreams through life. In somnambulance such a one satisfies the needs of
time and space by ploturing himself as the hero of the universe. He rules
all, in a complete sureness of his own exquislte supremacy. But such a one
8663 ‘only oneself, All else 1s dreams. The dream child 1s not action.
Self-opiated he moves through to the end. So, if unawareness means blind-
ness to sight, and such blindness means dreaming without reality, awareness,
its opposite, means a sublimation of every faculty; an acuteness that the
real 1s unreal, that the aware one is living 1ln fantasy. For one who does
not see refuses to admit the sight of another. One who does not hear may
not understand the acuteness of another!s ear. One without insight denies

insight.



dled, giving up 1life through the fallure of the will to live and the
will to action. In the physical 1t is suicide. In the mental also
it 1s sulcide, And from the partial glving up by a weaker of the will
to 1llve and the surrender of the will to act, comes the chronlic disease
which seseks to deny that one does within hls abllity and quantity and
quality of intelligence exactly what he so desires. Should one accept
the Oneness of One, one cannot go through life belieying in stars,
1n luek, in circumstances as a factor in the business of living. One
will know through 1n5mn¢t that the fullness of 1ife 1s self-fabricated
out of the materials of time and space in the finite passage from
birth to death. HReaching beyond into unreality one sees and Lears
many statements which one rejects who has posasession of the one in the
One. Such statements as the general alibl defenses of, "The other
one did 1t." "Time was not with me., I was born too late. I do not
fit in this scheme of things." "My mother did not understand me."
"I had no chance.”™ And the hundreds of simllar escape and defeatist
forms of statement which altogether merely say, ™Defeated, one must
not be defeated.” One sees in the positive many sfforts to combat
defeatism which also reach unreality, such as the soverelignty of the
will to health in the willin;: to live without meking proper eXceptions
of the proportions of farce against force as one meets one in the
physical; such as the circumstance of chance of microbe polsoning.
One meets 1t in the philosophy which says without qualification
that we can become what we want to become. That philosophy which
says, "Life 1s as we see 1t," resching to the formal system it

declares that nothing exists in the material for the one.






moment of birth and the radius moves 1ln harmony with the olook. Nearing
the complex of the circle, much of the feeding has loat its importance.
The complexitles heve solved themselves. The inalastensce of staccato timing
ends as simpliolty succeeds ocomplexity of emotion, and irmediagy of ambi-
tion. So the mind-function, without slowing in time, does slow in action,
in that 1t becomes smooth., Well, there may be some quality of simplioity
is smoothness as the approach of the one to the final moment of his own
finlteness 1s truly moving toward the ultimate simplioity which must be
One or nothing. Our symbol of the completed clirele in numbers 1a nothing,
Our symbol of One 1s a straight 1line. Our definition of a stralight line
extended infinitely 1la a circle. Somewhere between the entranse of the
finite oirocle into the Oneness of the infinite cirole is somethings. That
i1s whet I am talking about. So mush for one in Oneness.

Someone has sald that one withdraws in the direction of a monastery
of the mind as his creatlve work Iin a finite world ceases to interest him.
The thought glves one a shudder of futility, ¥Yet obviously, that 1s where
one 1s going. While the experience 1s still reasonably distant and before
this monastery shows to the sight, it sesms to me interesting--gay at
times--to write in the spirit of the moment, leaving the past and the
future both out of the ploture.

And so, as a multitude of past plctures orowd in for me to i1llustrate
the thought of the present moment, I have in spirit objeated to using the
1llustrations to bolster or define my feellng. Also, too, I recognisze how
easlly one may declare a strong ponitionAas to something that 1s to happen,
becauss of the fasct that no one can deny it positively.

This experience of truth telling wlthout aid from the past or sureness



of the future precludes any intelligent system of thought, But I am not
attempting to be intelligent--merely true to a feeling of values whioch one
may privately possess., Certainly life grants us that in dignity if one asks
for nothing more.

So in putting this thought into words for future personal reference,
I merely say that in the moment of writing, so I felt.

My feeling at this moment 1s that no truth is absolute and so no truth
is infinite. Truth to me is unique in that one oconselves for one alone and
merely hopes that beneficence follows the concept through time and space.
But neither mathematlos nor logie produses truth. Suoh merely measure or
explain truth, So no one's truth 1s another's truth, So may one--produced
truth meet other one-produced truths in assembly lines as the multittide. of
ones march on.

Perhaps thlis one truth, to any one person, of the Oneness of truth,
has been in various degrees the compenion of many ones. The point la that
the Oneness qf truth, or the truth of Oneness, 13 merely a tool in the
business of living. There may be many arrows, but each arrow is unigque/(
There may be many axes, but mn one's ax, while in use, l» another's ax.

And so, as you put thls together, you yourself at work may find a
stronger arrow or a blgger ax.A The arrow to extend the line of vislon,
life, and future oontasct, The ax to out away past depresalon. Here is
hoping the depression to many looking back has but the refuse of fear and
greed and egotism. The slow time exposure foocuses finally on intelleotusal
honest, as simpllcity moves in. Clarity of vliew point does not permlt
double exposure., S0 no accuracy in moving through 1ife will reault under

the pressure of threat and flattery; fear or greedj anger in action or withe



drawal into non-action.

There 1is nb place to go for oné exaept to go on toward olarity, self
ego diminishing, we hope, as clarity producea a simple formmla that in
cont inues awareness in service we have a self value. The size or impore
tanoe of the aservice wlll teke care of itself without logloclan or mathe-
maticlan, Service becomes a polnt of truth at the polnt of time of our
awareness, The carrylng out of service may require all the tools of
oiviliration--even deatl itself, But that--the tools used--1s in the
service. The service is the pure concept, and the pure concept in action
1s the Joy of living. So, as you go Ilnto service to me in giving a 1little
permanence to an idea, oconsider 1t merely one's own effort to oatoh a
flash of truth at a point of time. It is much as though one were attempting
to fix in the memory a aunaot,

Inside the welter of words, in the litter of fragments, you may work
for a while, ploking up what I want for myself. Later I shall hslp you
with my own sense of taste after you have tasted. The by-products which I
personally do not want we wlll look at, If there 1s anything there for any-
one else, it may be used, jJust as anything elae should be used 1: there 1is
any use for 1t. The personal thing I want probably has no other use;
because, if trutk is unique, I cannot see that there is more than one
person's use for what I want, exocept verhaps an observation of one person's
value-sense may stimlate others to attempt thelr own formuls. St111 I

know that I have had a good time,

Ce



Dear C.:

Thanks belng one of the unknown words, I say only that I have time
and some energy, and also a very great lust for gayety. You have already
glven me a couple of arrows and & hatchet. In equallzing for myself alone
my sense of proportion, I shall give you a copy (wrong agaln), a thing such
as you describe. I may keep the carbons, but you have asked for one thing
and no ocoples.

You represent anarchy in form, but I belleve you glao represent
purlty in intent. Just where such peoprle go and what they do 1s rather
vague to me. Apparently they go everywhere and do nothing in partisular,
But I suspect they do much because they travel so lightly, and seem to move
with instant mental speede I cannot Judge quality, but I can testify as to
rmuchness in quantity and spesd of change., Having been always an'opttmllt
in soul amld great pessimiam conserning 1ife itself, I feel In my soul that
there must be quality somewhere in gquantity; directlon somewhere in the
speed,

I know also there 1s disorder in the anarchy of form. Whether your
quantity of energy and rapldity of change oan be harnesséd either by your-
self or me into a by-product, I truly do not know, Dut at least I have the

stuff of which a good time will be had by me.



The Volece Impersonal

Hh‘who speaksa for himself speaks from the will to live. He who
speaks for the famlly group speaks for the continuity of ths human race.
Be who speaks for his clty, hls religlion, the health of his business
unit, hils tribe, hls scolety, his nation, apeaks for the one 1n One has
has be sees it in the march of tims through space. All who 30 speak in
dignity, in olarity, In the direstion of the light, are to be honored as
those who work along the line of life--along the path of energy 1n hsalth,
But the universal volce--the fine marriage of the infinite with the
finilte 18 the illusive thing whioch volices the final note,

In music sometimes, in abstract soience more often, but In the pas-
sage of time through space senturies pass without a universal voiece that
is the miracle--the finite and the 1nrinite merging in the univerasality
of truth,

Every decade, every century, every natlon sees untold thougnnda try
to reach the pitoh that sound 1s the perfect truth for the agelessness that
is the demand of all who seek it from the One. As one listens, cvie knows
that 1t is not to be for him, DBut the one in despalr llstens Bn. It 1s
the listening 1tself, the hope to hear, that 1s subline, that all may have.

If there are many, there must be one. Many allike, seeking Oneness
without losing Oneness in the One of one. A4ll else comes Into ones, One
must be one of all,

Impersonality of lntake means a movement in materlal toward the
universality of out-goe. Selflahness of intake through transfer can give
out nothing more in quality than it takes in. ¥No lines may be brosd enough

for the quantity of light necessary for universality in truth, if 1t 1s









What It Is All About

What follows--the book-~apparently is a picture attempt through
words to sinmplify life for those who, noble minded, have been lost
in fog.

Many in adolescence have been taught and belisve that honesty
is the beat pollicy; that all's well with the world; that God shines
in the heaven; tﬁnt Excelslor and his prophet Emerson are twenty-
four hours on the job,

When the headaches come, there 1s a change.

Some, defeated, drink themselves to death. Others compromise
into rebellious camp followers of mediocrity. Some hide in Greenwlch
Village among their kind.

Too many die through the business of not willing to 1live, and
they call it everything from anaemia or tuberculosis to pistol shoot-
ing. Too many also leave the here for the insane asylum.

And those of tougher stripe, who, with chin up but eyes dim,
face the fog of the future then beckoning ahead, simplify it and take
the "what if" point of the thing. It may reduce precedent and enlarge
performance. It may minimize reputation and increase character. It
may reduce remorse and increase gayety. It may retire fear and blind-
ness; it may increase sight so that the fog also ceases to be.

#* B o H  #

So much for the purpose, 1if there is any in the book. I, this

one reader among those who have been iost in fog--just a copy reader--

have asked permlission to write this.



There must be a dignity beyond the tightness of fear, even 1f we
can only get it through such a thing as Douglas' "Magnificent Obsession.®
Or the highspeed press resources which put out the millions of the
Harold Bell Wright's in his repeat story of Plppa Passes. Let us not
Bneer.

Let the Rotarian luncheon food, "Acres of Diamonds", go on.
Probably more have heard it author deliver " Acres of Diamonds" than
have read the beautiful story of the "Search for the Blue Flower."
And who cares whether the lecturer read the "Blue Flower" before he
wrote "Acres of Diamonds"? Who cares whether he is or 1is not a rich
plagliarist or a bboming voice to business men at noonday? The main
thing is that the message be carried on. And I personally have little
use for a Menkenesque attitude or a Nathan of Eroadway. For I walted
over-long for elther to be constructive and oreative. 1 am tired
of the iconoclaat who can not straighten up the parlor after he breaks
the furniture. Lord knows the furniture has to be broken if it is as
ugly as most of the furniture that a Nathan or Menken breaks. Bob
Ingersoll pretty well fixed up the bully prleasts of the 1870's. But
Bob did not give us the divine. Unfortunately he did not connect us
with the infinite. Nor did Thomas Paine help much except to pull
the chairs out from under the priestcraft while he was fooling around
in Paris during the French Revolution. I truly belleve this book 1is
conatructive, The man laughs at himself, &8s well as at myself. But
his laughter seems just a rest period‘as he trudges on--and sometimes
jumps a precipice. I recommend the journey.
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This 1s another word.

As a man who has hit the roof of life in my individual capacity
of having specific ambitions smashed too many times for comfort, I
have asked that I may add my word. Thirty years of trying and slipping
through adult 1ife have left me badly scarred but still trying. I
have found the copy readert!s "Acres of Diasmonds" and "Blue Flowers"
and then found that that was not enough. I have passed through the
detalled phases of the doctrine of service as sufficient and found
that that was not enough. Yes, I am satisfied at fifty to say that I
have done more good in the world than evil-~that I have been an asset
life value--that the world 1s better off for my having been born--that
I have had a minimum of fear and a maximum of courageous optimism.

But that 1s not enough as the sun passes toward the hills.

What I see a suggestion of in this book is the reason of the
being--the satisfaction in the being. And I d belleve that the last
breath of the laat man on the last revolution of this earth will be
the breath of the super-curious on the looking glass of the unascer-
tained. And his last hand movement will be to clear the glass for
the last look. The reason for belng, this man says, 1s the the mere
Oneness of all of us ones. He moves fraom the infinite through the
finite and back to the infinite, but he pauses long enough to put
us on the train, Our little finite train becomes as big as the
infinite., Because there 1s not anything bigger in the infite than
in the finlite and nothing smaller in the finite than in the infinite.

And, thank heavens, this man does not go to God about 1t. He

seems to be a listener and a reporter of things he has seed and



heard--infinite things which he makes small and very, very small things
which he makes infinite. And finally it all seems to come out as a
Oneness.

As he has done this thing for me, I may have done 1t for you.
I feel more at rest., I have a sense of satisfaction in not having been
reduced to the finite by the infinite. There 1s no Jehovah telling
me. And I am telling no one. But it is & beautiful joy-ride that
this man gives me because he does not put any limit to the ticket.
And he does make my path-finite infinite in joy, in courage, in

humor, in a sense of proportion. Selah.






"What," sald the wasted hand, "is to be seen?"

"I see East and West and much in motion-white and gray and blaok."

"Where are the colors?" aasked the withered hand.,

"There are no colors,” sald the youth,

"But I have seen the sun and the rainbow,” sald the withered hand.

"There is none from the East to the West on the big plain,” said
the youth,

"Why that must be the Plaln of the Real," said the withered hand,
"What is doing there?"

"Many move from the Kast tovﬁrd the West,"

"Fast or slow?" asked the withered hand.

"It depends on the oolor,"” repllied the youth, "If big and white; the
pace 1s swift, If black, they walk baokwards, but with asureneass as they
trample among the little grays."

"Do you see any dust?" asked the withered hand.

"Quite a deal,” snswered the youth., "It is a swirling of the whites
and the blacks fighting, perhaps, kicking up dust whioh gets Iinto the eyes
of all the little grayl;"

"What do the grays do?"

"The little fellows keep mostly out of the way," sald the youth.
"But look]! I see something."

"What is 1t?" asked the withered hand, giving the steering wheel a

push for the downward look, so youth's syes might see with the mirror of
his insight.

"It is really good fun," ssid the youth., "The little fellows are

getting whiter. They want to help the whites."



"I hear some nolse, What 1s 1t?o"

"It 18 a marching maybe from'their feot,"

"And how are treir heads to yout"

"They shine a 1little, refleotions in the light."

"Those lighta?”

“Théy sre from the whites. I feel the lights moving weitward while
the shadows of black drift, They seem to drift East, but one cannot tell."

"If you were down there,” asked the withered hand, "what would you do?"

"That depends,” sald the youth, "on whether I were white or gray or
black, If I were a little black, I guess I would hold the hat of my unole
while he was fighting agalinst a bad white man. And 1f I were white, I
guess I would hold the hat of my white unole while he fought with ths bad
black man,"

"And 1f you were gray?"

"I would hope that the white people got me before the black people,"

"But i1f you were gray, how would you get white?"

"Well, I wbuld get in the light behind the white people. I would
brush off their clothes to pay my way down the white line."

"Is that all?"

"You know I think i1t would be fun to kiok the shing of the black

ones when they got on the road."
"So what?" said the withered hand,.

"Let's dive into the rainbow," said the youth.



Listening and seelng 1z the bullding of an infinite reservoir into
the finite~~the hardest of all finite work of the one in Oneness.

Fakirs hypnotize snakes, Fake listeners or fuke seers coms from
the ocaverns of greed and laziness; stand blinking in the light and say
they seej stand with hand to ear, bowing in hmbleness, bowing in pom-
posity. Dut listening and seeing is the hardest of all finite work,

Aotlion 1s automatls, It cannot be helped if one has llatenedj 1f one
has seen. The teat of the blinker from the ocavern, the test of the deaf in
the attitude of listening, is the test of aotlon--what follows the listen-
ing--what follows the seeing,

If what follows 1s constipation of pompositys a 00ld in the head,
sneezing hysterically that 1t is a wise head, we have the deaf blinker in
action. He gathers in sohools in the Gresenwloh Villages of the worlds
sometimes in the Berkshires, He bleats and smliles in the vioinity of the
dilettante tralling purse strings for the right to sit with him,

The test of the true listener, the true seer, is also action., Time
will divide the true from the false, the real from the aoparent, by simple
test of the quality of the aotion whioh follows any perlod of listening or
seelng.

The true seer# or listener rarely hears or sees a finite while he is
working at listening or seeing, A finite may be speaking. A Beethoven
Sonata maj be in the playing, may be in the alr, DBut the true seer, the
true listener, merely uses tlhe Sonata or the man speaking as a oonneotlon
for his one into the Oneneass.

And so we reach toward the mirror whioh 1s but a photographic image



whioch, when made, drops lnto the aubconasious to be stored for use follow=-
ing listening and seeing. A clean mirror is washed with infinite care and
perpetual motlion through the nerve ends of the camel's hair brush oaslled
finlte imagination.

A geer 1z one who projects into the infinite through the power-«the
honest of his intent, and the will to see the infinite whioh becomes in
the seer the genius of concentration for listening, for seeing--the

genius of conoentration for seeing into the infinite.



As the one 1ln One sees from the mountain top and hears from the
solitude, he yawns 1in his finliteness, seeking sleep.

Sleep esomes under the stars of the desert plateau.

One awakes Into the light of the finlte sun in sotion. Then comes

the second of first wakefulness with its measage directing the j8¥s of

action., Listen as a finite one,

Open the gyes, for one has awakened first with the ear.

The Joy of 1life flows in to jJjoln the heart in the finitte, The mes«
sage through the sar at the lnstant of wekening may be Immedlate and
trivial, and so the day is to be lmmedlste and trlivial, perhaps, But why
not? There are such days,

These days of the immedlate and trivial are days of intske. The
awakened senses drink, and smell, and ses, and feel, and hear before sleep
sgaln. They store facts for the ultimate amalgamation of truth in action.

Another day dawna. The ear hears with a clap of the 1nf1n1to through
the merciful filter of the finite., The eye opens, puzzled by the light,
as the message absorbs all the perception., Slowly the light and eye are
normalized-«trees, houses, people, now or soon--but before‘ths mundane,
the immediate, the trivial crowd in to harm the message, The dolng may
require finlte time. Time then emerges, is a will in action for future
delivery, But if genuine, the will in action will be in the vioinity of
time apecific. Tﬁe eye, the all, will Join %o the ald of the ear. A
memorandum of the message will be made by the hand or by the mind, by the
memory in mind, perhaps, Perhaps by a word to a friend, by a flower

smelled for memory ald. But the measage, if from the One to the one, will
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The urge to human laughter coming out of the will to do, 1s not
love, but of the stuff of whioh love 1s made, and in getting away from
the use of the word "love", we may o0sll it simply the out-movement of
the will to live in 1lts full hand for the purposs of cleaning the will
to live of the barnaocles and parasites whioh Infest the wlll to live in
inaction,

The 0ld atory of what constitutes selflessneams and what aonstitutes
selfishness, is merely the business of looking at the ego as lnsotlve or
actives If insotive or directly intaking without going through the filter
of unattached senses, then 1t is pure selfishness. If actlion motivetes
the will to live in extension after a healthy filter of facts through the
ego, then 1t 1s selflessness,.

In any event, the five senses sare the first of the intakes of the
business of llving. And clemnliness 18, of course, necessary at all times.
This oleanliness 1s hsrmed by the one 1ln One, by the finite ego 1tself.
But if a disease, a2 cancerous growth, attaches 1tself to the ego, then the
sne in One cannot think iIn itself. The "ive senses cannot print, The
over-active ago prints without fact. And the truth 1s not in 1t. It
wants, Iﬁ oexoiltes, It dances without listenling, seeing, smelling,
tasting, or feeling. Nolse comes, anger drives self destructlion andthe
dance ¢f insinoerity ravages,--insanity, sulicide 1in extreme cases.

This disease of the one in One ocannot happen exscept through a long
contiﬁﬁoua bad intake through one or all the senses. When dlseesed, a
FPreud is called in, provided there is enough will end money in the

vicinity. Sometimes cures are partially affected. It is doubtful whether



any cure oan be called a cure in the sense of rebuilding from the finite

toward the infinite. From the one into the Oneness. Yet, the one in

the One, who 1s oalled, may and should ssrve, It will not hurt him so to
do. He will not lose his oconteot of the one in One, HRather shall his will
into actlon be made the more hsalthy. And without will in action, barna-

cles or tumors must acourmilate in the vicinity of his own self 1in self,.
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The truth is 1in the thing 1tself-«Iin the faots with which one
works, In this truth 1s the will to act in the vicinity of the finite

laughter within the infinite harmony.

When the parasites csome and direst will in action, they wreck the

quality in action as well as the quantity will to act.



Ego in extension, both in power, and in the insidious thing
adding brick by brick an edifice, which will make a man put his
picture above Christ, The‘catholic Church 1is dedicated and has 1its
orgenigation theory that the Pope 1s the representafive of Saint
Peter, the gate-opener to the infinite. For almost two thousand years
the highest point of human contact with the before and with the after
has been established at the point of bringing the human race to
Saint Peter, |

One who has observed the growth of pomp and power need not stop
with the communion of the Pope with Salnt Peter. One need not move
his eyes to the Himalayas to watch the psectaclse of the Lama in death
and rebirth.

One need not reach the semi-oriental concept of God's spirit
reaching into the manger in Bethlehem without benefit of sex.

One needs only to examine onself; in honesty, with a sense of
humor, look at oneself. Does one's ego feed flrst on what ias of value
within reach before doing anything else?

Feeding thus, what 1s this thing one calla oneself? A love of
humanity? Altruism¢?

Relax, Pause, Go. The majesty that 1s one in the business
of movement through time and space ia merely one moving with
delicacy in art. The greatest good to the greatest number, yes. Ald

to the weak, yes. But a well conditioned, well fed, power satlafied,



courage protected ego 1s in movement. For movement 1is life; non-movement,
after feeding in contemplation following the physucals, is death.
So, to one listening, one 18 all, and all is one, and in this

one in movement lises the majesty of it all.



The sum total of the weakness of human effort is its lack of
continulty--this granting intelligence, desire, and direction.

A hundred ones almost will agree as to what 1s good for a
hundred ones. And the matter ends. Another hundred ones will spec-
1allze on what 1s good eating, and quantity and quallty, and there
the matter ends., Another hundred speciallzes on Ethics. Another
group talks ideal law, 1deal justice.

Excellence fiding Excelslor to Utopia, a motion continuous at a
sustained finite pace. The exhaustion of finlte groups in babbling
values, panting in thelr wisdom, builds free their life satisfaction.
The blg ones riding the horse rarely speak except to say "yes" or

"nolt’

"go" or "stay". So the talkers ride parasitically in the
lumber wagons which never reach Utopla. They mire in the ditches

on the minus rcad from excellence. But the tslk goes on.



The essence of motion--of 1ife functioning itself--is one's
sense of imperfection through discomfort at the absence of One. In
any state of perfect acquiescence there can be no motion or emotion.
No finite motion is possible except through a sense of incompleteness.
One moves to accomplish. Without motion, life 1tself does not exist.
BEmotion is but the process of motion in the world of feeling. Ideas
are but the fragments of emotion on the brink of actlon., Action
implies finite movement.

Contentment with the existing moment cannot excist except in
actlon. One lives only in a continuous flow of unfulfilled desires.

So when the chronic discontent possesses a diseased one, it 1s
merely the process of reaching toward final contentment through
withdrawal from action.

Maximum of Joy comes through an even flow in proportion of un-
fulfilled and fulfilled needs of the spirit in its will to live and
function.

Unevenness of flow, when one's unfulfilled need or conception
through 1dea of need reaches a point of practical unfulfillment,
causes one's dislocation from the harmony of 1life, losingAOne in the
blankness of unfulfillments. Thus one bewares, passing along the
light 1line of time, from meeting a discontent or a vision of such
finiteness that its accomplishment or its lack of accomplishment may
arrest all functioning. Finite ambition 1s, when fixed paramount,

a threatened end to life itself. Its accomplishment ends life by
sending one down the hill to the futility from the height of accom-

plishment. Unrealized finite ambition hurls one back from the slope



toward accomplishment into the same abyss of futility. So discontent
in the shape of finite ambition must be guarded against if 1life is to
be maintaelned in its purity of full accomplishment. Conception of
1life moves finlte goals sufficlently ahead of the present moment to
create necessary distance 1n time and space to provide for the
continuous joy of Iiving. And one's discontent must embrace a
knowledge of One. One's discontent 18 merely the finite one's
awareneas of the infinite as the ultimute goal of all finite ones.,
Moving along the line of time, the finite one embraces in hils concep-
tion of motlon ell finite ones. Thus one escapes death through
observation of one alone. In the dictionaries of now it iscaulled--

this death—-aelfishnes;.

(Possible inserts: Prilest becomes a pope. Only may he live from
that moment in a conception reaching toward the infinite. The title
looked at plunges him downward., A politician becomes a president,
awareness of title makes him aware of the end of his position at the
summit. Each tick of the clock strikes at hls awareness of the des-
cent. Only in the concept of service may he live. A business man
conceives an ambition to achieve a definite bank account. Achleved,
death follows immediately, should no new needs immediately supplant,
elther in the stretching of the original need to greater totals or
through a concept of use of the achleved ambltion. A girl conceives
marriage. She descends at once toward futility unless the uses of
marriage blossom immediately into new needs for expression. Ko

enjoyment of any ambition even 1n the relaxation of accomplishment can



stop for one second the descent. Only may growth in richness occur
where imagination in health continues to create new nceds, ldeas,
and the enthusiasm for accomplishment. And so any one's approach

to satisfaction is so dangerous that the wareness of self preservation
prevents death through satisfaction. The only satisfaction 1s the
awareness of the joy of emotion in the unfulfilled. Where great Jjoy
and happiness 1s in one's sight there 1& a breathlessneas so
exciting that one lives. The emotlion 1s called enthuslasm in the
édilctionaries of today. Ennui~--1ts antithesia--is the frult of
complete satlsfaction through stegnation of the will to move. One
merely rests at the polnt of time, aware not at all of the unborn
beauties of approaching time, looking backward with unseelng eyes at

the proportions of dead time.)





https://e~~Jeit.it

One who would face the line of full 1life, or maximum 1life,
with Joy and work paramount, will admit the facts of the material
and the mathematicsal formula quallfying the direction of 1life with
tho‘chance of finite error and discover finite conflicts, But no one in
the light will lean in defeatlsm on allbl or "hokus pokus". In pro-
portion one will salways, aware of the finite, listen and see within
the finlte as exactly and correctly as ocne finitely may. In courage
and in awareness, in the joy of impersonality sufficient to eliminate
fear and greed and pessimism, one will march on in the freedom from

the material which 1s the vital flower of one in freedom.,

-



The puzgle of happlness sonsidered as the maximum of what one lives
for haas as many potential answers as there ere humans., The reach toward
beatitude may lead one along a complicated path toward Nirvanah--into a
perfection of nothingness. A fallure to resch for anything may bring the
approximaetlion, Nowant, no need, no desire-«in this situation lies
beatitude in the dimension zero. A Budhistlie Nirvanah stands like beati-
tude in the fourth dimenslon,

Male twins separated are found, one in Indla, one in America. One
Intrigued by the thing that was Budha, retires within his own mental
monastery, searching through the years among all those that saw and wroto;
he knocks at the door above. The other, orusied by the no;seu of Amerloa,
fights for his 1life, fallure, mmmlllation: dying ego sends glm into an
insane agylum where he, to himself, beoomes Chriat; seeking to redeem the
world-~a world whish to him in his early life proved in great need of
redemption,

As long as these twinas suffer no physical or mental pain in their
wlthdrawals from 1ife, they both have schieved the maximum of beatitude.

So one in awareness, seeking happiness, probably never shall find
its 1In the sense of a place, and changelessness, the very search leads
away from life.

So what is one to do, if one believes that happineas is the business
of 1ife for one?

One awake sirinks from Nirvanah and from the insane asylum. One
cares neither to be Budha nor Chriat when hebis awake. One wants merely

to be oneself with the attributes of Budha or a Christ., It is only when



the want to be a Budha or a Christ takes possesalion of one to the point
of destruotion that we need look at one in India or oné who has retired
into & mastery of the mind or into an insane apyium.

The fine balance 1s a straight. 1ine from infinity to infinity along
the humen experience from birth to desth. But the human experience, if 1t
is to remaln human mst act in the human, and as a humen. Or, if you
please, one must remain finite if Hne 1s to pursue one's will to live.
One's very will to live, if nne mesns aation, motion, emotion, aliveness,
awareness to all that 1s in the passing througﬁ time anc space, sotion
changeless, ceaseless, within a finite frame.

One who rejects too much may live to rejest all. Such a ~ne sinks
into the zero dimension or unawarenessa or takes his ego beyond the will
to live in the finite.

In harmony one stays aware, awske, joyous, within the finite, One
meets -ne. Alone or together emotion activates out of 1life energy., Sex,
importance, speed, movement, physioal, mental, aspiritual, as awareness
within the finite brings in the food to the brain.

And so one may perhaps reach the aoncept of finite happiness only
through unawarseness for happlness is nothing except a state of being. A

‘state of being may not be preserved by oneself, because 1t 1s wlthin
oneself, "thers may sece 1t 1n its expressions, Bt one who would look
into & mirror for it, may never see it. A search by one to see one's
happiness must fall. The state of beling happy 1ls a by-product of
harmonious motion and emotlion along the iine of concept of beauty, The
search by one must lead into the dead ends aocross the ourrent and away

from the line. That 1s death i1tself and with the plesture of dead men



walking. One twin into an insane asylum; the other knoocks with bruised

knuokles at the roof of the lost horilzon.



Sublimation of the ego, awareness of life, awakeness to 1life 1s the
oreator, or the oreated, of the wlll to life, Thia follows the will to
actlion. The forrula may be as simple as action and reaction, a mathematical
plus and minus, an electrlecal positive and negative, or physical balanoce
and unbalance. But in the awareness to life must come in health a iove of
life so great that it passes evon the flnite boundariess--ﬁhe work of
astronomy ln abstract mathematics--in physles in the meaSurements of tlme
and space and the varlous measures of forece and weight and pure energy.

But the one flosting in awareness to the all is sublimated out of all.
awareness of self.

Sensatory organs function as sush, Intake 1In quantity and quality
immeasurabiy Improves. Outgo in sureness and spesed reaches the abnormal.
But the one in exquisite awareness lives unaware of that which one 1is,.

Perhaps one might best ses by looking at those who see not at all,
So, let one look at one who 1ls not a seer. Also he 15 not ewake. He
dreams through life. InISOmnambulanoe such a one satisfles the needs of
time and space by pleturing himself as the hero_of the uhiverée. He rules
all, in a complete sureness of his own exquisite supreﬁaoy. But suoh a one
'89§§40p1y oneself. All else is dreams. The dream child is not action.
Sélféoﬁiateé he moves through to the end. So, 1f unawareness means blind-
ness to sight, and such blindness means dresming witjout reality, awareness,
its opposite, meahs a sublimation of every facultys an aduteneSs that the
roal 1is unreal, that the aware one is living in fantasy. For one who does
not see refuses to admlt the sight of andthar. One who does not hear m#y
not understand the asutensss of anotherts easr, One without insight denles

ins ight .
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Way 9, 1041

Husio in Civilian Defonse

The first World War invented the communiby sing, whioch was nothing
more than roliglous congrogational singing in the now dross of patriotism and the
oommunity lifo.

The community sing, both behind the line in Civilian Morale and in
the f{ighting forces, gave rolief from tonsion and promoted unity of fooling. We
have gone far in twonty yoars in musical appreciation. Tho radio and the sound
novio have produced ten mugical possibilitios for the average American where he had
one twonty years apo. If the phonograph wore the only poasibdility, thon tho high
gost of quality rocords was a voto.

The organication of music in Civilian Dofense is largely a question
‘of just how far this musioal culture has gone in permitting o better quality of
misio,

To plapothe finest musioians in America at the hond of the adminis-
tration of Civilion Dofense in music probably would be an error. To place thosmo
musiolans who have the largost accoptanco and the highest salarios on the gommsroinl
radlo chains also would be & mlstake. What is needed iz a head-ship and a ling of
motive which sees the average man In his relationship to the defense ai‘forﬁ bohind
the line.

Ono who has soon Latin olgar workers at Pampa and Xey Wost paying
wookly pittances out of their owm wages for roaders and singors as thoy sat at their
crowdad bhenches making olgars needs no argumont as to. the demand for both knowledgp
and musie among mon, So whorever men meot togother in factory or in patriotic
moeting; wherever women work and meet for thoir men in defenss effobty wherever men
are training; wherover children are hearing about liborty; whorever mon are gotting
ready to sell defonse bonds--vin such places rusic brings onthusissm and unity in o
preparatory senss, as asotion and will gather individuals for a unified drive,

Too much patriotism, too mioh God and country, too much of the
marbial air, aro to be avoided. Music in itsolf ls a pure joy, and a powerful

stimulant for optimism and aotion in unity, oand does not have tho meaning of words,
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