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~ There cnu{d be ever-present, serene, and tranquil PEACE. Life permeates all things in
~subtle rhythm in its creative process. Without order in this process form, life as we know it
wgu}d be utterly’impossible. If man then 3s a protctype of this macrocosm, why is it that in man's
limited mind there is so much frusiratien -confusiosn, and war? Ts not man free to think ashe
chooses? From whence comes all man's p-ejudier, tate, fear, and war—does not man brew 1t him-
self? If we would be happy, free, and peacziul, we must hegin by being peaceful toward those
immediately around us. If we can be peac2ful in our immediate contacts, we cun be peaceful to
the whole of man. : :

Deace is from within and cannot be imposed from the outside Ly armaments and the threat of
violence. Peace is very simple: just be peaceful. It's cheap, too——saves money. Frightened war-
mongers all over the world could save killions in wasted energy and effort today by reshufiling
their minds and just learning how to be peaceful. Peace is—or should be--the paramount issue of
211 humans. Of what value are all our worship and prayers if we do not know how to be peaceful?

First let.us learn how to be peaceful and then kring our offering to the altar, When we cast
out of our mind-heart the delicate balance, of love and reason, we become frightened and visualize
our own viciousness in another and want te to and make war with others instead of conquering our
oun greed and ¥iolence within. The attributes of peace, Honesty, Justice, Tolerance, Appreci-
ation, Kindliness and Unity are perfect within themse lves and need”no violence in their defence.
Peace brings understanding, harmony, erder, and sets mind-heart free. Peace is really wonderful.
Let us never allow ourselves to be deceived or conditioned Ly the ‘war-mongers. Why would one
sally forth in exhibitions of rapine, plunder, and war?—it’'s wiser to question ourselves. Hide
ot behind the alibis of gods or devils; we and we alone are responsible for our conduct, our
environment, and our wars. Lf man wants plague, famine, and premature death, let him take it and
like it. But if we want peace, happiness, success, and all wonderful and beautiful things in
PEACE let us learn how to be Peaceful. In Peace we live in deep UNITY with ALL LIFE and it 1is

really thrilling.

UNITY
Long I wandered to and fro [ sat in the garden one day
Up and down in search to know; To catch a glimpse of life's display,
I questioned life for the reason why And heve I discovered the mystery
Complete unity seemed to pass me by. Of 1ife's oneness in creative unity.
Could it be that in life's outer norm Whv then, oh man, delay to plan,
No two things exactly conform Wiith resources at your cr_:smmnd._
To likeness of pattern or design, Te turn the tide of warring strife

Though in one common source entwine? ..’ To Peace, the true design of life?
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LEGEND CF THE HASSAVANPI
by PEN ARID

There's a spot in Arizoma
That I fear the 'raphet Jonah,
vr, Cook or Munchhausen
Would welecome with delight.
Tt's a long and winding river,
Dark enough to make one shiver,
And the ones wha drink its waters
Never seem again uuite right,

Jt's an old time-worn tradition
That the lord of all Crestion
Busy with more fertile places,
To the devi] gave the State
And that pickle-faced old lnbster
Proved he was no youthful debster,
By limning on the scenery
Fvidences of his hate,

While angels viewed with consternatien
His heliish work, no explanation
By him was given
Of his underlying plan,
But in his rage, all things te muss,
He horned the toad, therned the ecactus
And fanged the bellv-crawling serpent
To kruise the heel of man

‘nd when the eves of thit eld Seamp
First viewed the Hussayamp
lowing majestically und free,

) fiendish thoupht entersd his broun,

He poured » potion, so feolks say,

In 1t s6 potent, that tday
Whoever drinks its woters
Never spesnks the troth opein,
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" Erow "ANDY'S RPIGRA¥S"
ty dlexander Ressmbaoum:

Sore peonle who always loor for the fly in
the nintment wonld be twice as happy if
thev found tan flies.

THE 1LIMIT

Today T heard of the stingrest man——
foalu nme by his nid cronyes—

He wgathers un strav deughmat heles
And outs 'en in macaroni,
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Some are saddest oy Lh-y sing—
Uthers are maddest <hen they ilsten.

oy e ww - - e Spa— e e

ENVY AND THANKS
By Louis Bernard Cohen

envy the Sun its golden strength,

envy the Moon its radiance silver,

envy the Brook its gurgling lauvghter,
envy the Hills their solitude quiet,
envy the River its swift moving pewer,
envy the Ccean its broad preen expanse.
Yes, al] this de I envy,

Yat thants to Life T give

That mv own strength still I have,

And my own life still T live.
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: PRIDE
: by William Byron Charles,
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As proud as Lueifer he stalks & lonely way

Twizling = cane on a path leng fallew, solitaire;

i Spurning to right or left a man who Lids him stay;

, . "As the cane whirls dervish-like, the people gare and stare.
i The cane induces thnughb-wcnmnanlonate anel dear!

i He need not injure conscience mingling with the mab-w

E Canes de not argue, vet are ever kind te heare—
| He drops no whit of pride in answering a seb,

: To him the cheerful laugh is the rell of & hated drum,

t Why does he tread on earth without & single aim,

. Where conversation overheard would leave him numb?

l"l’l'ne cane he fendles darc not point te earth Ly numwe!
Hls eyes revert ta the ground. Was it this mmlble earth
At parturition that conferred the oride of birth?
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& I’M THANKFUL
: by Jone Hare

Tf [ sheuld try to th1nk

Of all the things 1'm thankiul fer,
1 would be tiinking when 1 die;

For I am thankful that I th:uk;
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1f I could think apd count

The things of Leauty rthat 1 seep~s

Tﬁe lacy sea, the wen-L1lem shy, |
hﬂllﬂ"l}’ t[‘ll!"!l thnt moaat wen TLISSS

Could I record th- woris

Gf kimdness spoken throoph Lh* iny
That 1 heve heard ftom otters’ lins
Wiich swept disvay arn i crief artdees

As | pecount the deeds

-That have becyn done, wEen iia} 15 pdst,
“nlch. 1a my dreams, tiv: on sad on;

' F'm t-hﬂnx[l.l] fAr Liltie—s vorvone,
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For if [ Lry to rhink N
Of al) che thirgs 1'm thankfvl for,
I will be thinking when T die;
Ef-.'tﬂuaf:, St T AL '._ui{fu! that | think,



