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WHILE the bells are ringing on the outer plane, calling men to a recognition
of the New Time, the soft, silvery tones of the compassionate Heart of Life
are sounding forth their sweet music to the souls of men, calling them away from
the paths of darkness, unrighteousness, and despair, to the ever-abiding Glory of
a Truer and Better Life, and the Hope and Peace of a New Day.

Katherine Tingley

THE NEW YEAR: by Charles Maxon

HOREAU pointed out that there are artists in life, persons who can
change the color of a day and make it beautiful to those with whom
they come in contact. We claim that there are masters in life who
make it divine, as in all other arts. Is it not the greatest art of all,
this which affects the very atmosphere in which we live? That it is
the most important is seen at once, when we remember that every per-
son who draws the breath of life affects the mental and moral atmosphere of the
world, and helps to color the day for those about him. Those who do not help to
elevate the thoughts and lives of others must of necessity either paralyse them by in-
difference, or actively drag them down. When this point is reached, then the art
of life is converted into the science of death. And no one can be quite inactive.

. Every one lives, thinks and speaks. . . . The Theosophist who is at all in
earnest, sees his responsibility and endeavors to find knowledge, living, in the
meantime, up to the highest standard of which he is aware. . . . Man's life is
in his own hands, his fate is ordered by himself. Why then should not the com-
ing year be a year of greater spiritual development than any we have lived
through? It depends on ourselves to make it so. This is an actual fact, not a
religious sentiment. In a garden of sunflowers every flower turns toward the
light. Why not so with us?

And let no one imagine that it is a mere fancy, the attaching of importance
to the birth of the year. The earth passes through its definite phases and man
with it; and as a day can be colored so can a year.— From Editorial by H. P.
Blavatsky, Lucifer, 1, 337.

The Past; what is it? . . . You are the past of yourself. Therefore it con-
cerns you not as such. It only concerns you as you now are. In you as you
now exist, lies all the past. . . . I care not what I was, or what any one was.

I only look for what I am each moment. For as each moment is and at once is
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not, it must follow that if we think of the past we forget the present, and while
we forget, the moments fly by us, making more past. — William Q. Judge

The old year is gone and we stand on the threshold of the new.
Once again we are face to face with one of the mysteries of our exist-
ence — the mystery of Time: the Past, the Present, the Future. Yet
how few seek to understand it; how few seek to understand them-
selves; how few know that the key to the understanding of the Uni-
verse is within themselves!

And how few realize that the present moment is ours. FEach
moment we stand between the past and the future. All the mighty
past is focused in the present, and only through the gateway of the
present moment can we enter into the future.

Nor can we halt on the threshold, there is that within which for-
bids our stay. We may be never so loath to let the present go, yet even
while we seek to detain it, it is gone into the irrevocable past. So day
follows day, year follows year, and still we will not recognize nor apply
the great secret of cyclic law, which the succession of moments and
the mighty procession of the years so persistently force upon our
attention.

Truly it is in the commonest facts of life that lie our greatest
opportunities, and it is in the most commonplace occurrences that are
hidden some of the profoundest mysteries.

Oh, that I could live my life over again! How many have thought
this! But we know it may not be. Yet there is better than that. There
is a new day not yet lived, a new year not yet run its course, awaiting
us all with its infinite possibility. To live life over again? It may not
be; but life before us, with the experience and lessons of the past —
that is ours. For, after all, the wish is not to live the same life over
again if we could. Were that possible, we should live it again as
before and with the same unsatisfying result; but underlying the wish
is the prayer, nay the hope, for a new life in which we may build upon
the lessons and experiences of the past. Yet we make a grave mistake
if we seek to live in the future before it is ours, for it is as impossible
to live in the future as in the past.

In the truest sense, neither the past nor the future is ours, but
only the present. Our weakness and folly lie in neglecting the present
with its opportunities, as we do when with vain regrets we live the past
over again in memory, or in imagination picture for ourselves life as























































































































































































