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AN AMAZING BND O RLY TOLD
FROM
"HIGHEST ACHIEVEMENTS THROUGH SELF~-REALIZATION"

NCE upon a time there dwelt in the ancient land of Indla
o married Hindu priest whose Soul was hungry for true so-
lace and whose mind burned with the desire to know Truth,
= S0,azalnst the protests of his wlfe,he left home in quesat
of Wisdon from the Holy Masters inhabltinzg the Himalayan Mounta-
ins, ¥

A8 he traveled on foot,he balanced on hig right shoulder
a long bamboo polo,from each end of which hunz a net of rope ca-
rrying an empty trunk.The Hindu priest carried one trunk as an
altar for the many holy imagzes of Saints which he was adviaed
by different priests to worship,and which he collected as he tra
veled,.The. secand trunk was used to carry all the different kinds
of Scriptures which he was advised to study. The priest, eager,
for Truth,disregarded the advise of none,so at last hils trunks
agrew 80 heavy with earthen, stoneg,and brass inazes of Saints, and
Holy Books,that his spine almost cracked under the heavy weight,
In the hope of pleasing the saintly images,he worshipped them di
ligently .Every day with equal,dcep devotion he read all the many
books with the same degree of attention,

One day,when he could hardily carry the heavy trunks, he
sat down by the wayside thinking and praying: "O God,if you wou-
14 only send me a wise man who can toell me if I anm wor shipping
richtly,for no matter what I do,I am haunted with the thouzht
that some Saints are Jealous of others because I seem not to be
able to offer then all equal devotion." He also was oxtremely be
wlldered with the apparently contradictory statements of the di-
fferont Scriptures,

Just at this moment a Himalayan Holy Man happcened to be
paesing by the priest and,scclinzg the agony on his face, the Holy
Man denanded: "Brother,tell me the cause of your sorrow," The
Hindu priest dried his tears and replied: "Honored Sir,I am suf-
fering from Spiritual indizestion; oy two trunks are heavy with
imagzes of 8aints,and Holy Books,and I don't know which is the mi
shtiest Saint to worship 'gnd which 1s the.beost book to study,"

The Himalayan Holy Man took a look at the contents of the
trunks and said: "Young maen,on yondor rock strike all the Dbusts
of the Saints one by one and take the one that survives the test
and’ pilck up only the one Scripture which 1s after your heart and
appeals to you most.,Return to your home and do not deny wyour wi-
fe the peivilege of your Spiritual company.You must not exclude
your family while secking Truth; rather,be unselfish and share
the blessings of the inspiration of wisdom with your wife, Don't
be gelfish,but try to enjoy all zood things with thosec you love,
As a last parting advice,the Holy Man said,"Dear brother, never




stop sceking for and adoring a graeater and greater object of wor-
ship t%an the one image of the Salnt which will survivo your sma-
shing,

Finding his porplexing problem solved,thc Hindu priest did
emash all the brittle images of clay and stone except oneg of a
Saint which was carved out of 80lid braes.In hizh zlee he picked
up this unbreakable and consequently, acecording to him, powerful
bust of Saint Shiva and also chose the Scripturc that he liked
best and wonded his way homoeward,relieved of the heavy trunks and
absorbing duties,

v His wife was zlad to see him back and told him that he co-
uld,without intorference from her,regularly follew hils devotional
practices as long as he stayed home; so an altar was bullt. ' The
brass 1dol of Shiva was placed there in great eclat and,with clos
ed syag, the Hindu priest meditated upon the idol and offered fru-
its and flowers to it every day.But whenever he ecame out of his
deep-sllence,to his amazement he found the-fruits on the altar mi
ssing.He was exceedinzly well pleased,thinking thot the brass 1i-
mage of Shiva was powerful and actually living,to be ‘davouring
his offered fruite. "Beloved God," he mumbled within,"I am" happy
to see my Saint Shiva responding to my prayers and eating my of-
fored fruits," ' [l

<7 As deye phssed by,and the fruits disappeared ecvery day, he
becume very curious to see how the brass Shiva could become 1liv-
ing enough to eat the frults,but he dared not look,thinking that
it would be a sacriloge against his objeot of devoted worship.One
day,however,his curiosity 2ot the better of him and he opened his
eyes a wee bit,and to his great amazement he hoheld a mouse dev-
ouring the fruilts in front of the mute brass Shiva,

Like a flash,the advice of the Himalayan Saint came back
to hin and he thoughtt "According to my Precepter,l must keep se-
eking a greater power than .the one I happen to worship," Thinking
this,with lighting speed he cauzht the frishtened, guilty mouse
and tied him with a string on the alter,tossing the brass idol a-
side."Ah ha," the priest cried,"Saint Mouse,you cre a much more
powerful Delty,for you can cat,whercae the brass Shiva ecouldn't
even touch ny offered fruits.I am happy: that you have telepathice
elly responded to my prayers and fruit offerings.,"

. The wife's anger silently ran riot within her when she be-
held these starnge antics of her husband,but she forced herself
to remain quiet,since she had promised that she would never intor
fere with his worship.

' . The mouse no'longer had to duck or dodgze anyone in the act
of stealing food,but instead it had only to sit on the altar and
eat, thus growing fatter and fatter as the priest's meditation on
it orew deeper and deeper, A few days passed,whon.suddenly the me
ditation of the priest,was interrupted by @ terrible noise and
squeaks on the altar.0Opening his eyes,he beheld the house pussy-~
cat standing triumphantly over the dead nouse with o half- afraid
look,signifying: "At last I have done it.I couldn't help it."



Angrily the priest shouted: "Hey,you blasphenous cat,you dar
ed kill ny Delty." Suddenly he stopped and cauzht the pussycat by
the tall and tled him to the altar,allowing hia to finish his mo-
use lunch, "Ah he," exclaimed the priest,now I know what the Him-
alayen Saint neant.You,Mr,.Cat, are a more powerful Delty becausee
you could eat the nouse,"

The priest's wife,inwardly furious,thousht: "Whoever  heard
of such a thing! Of 211 crazy thinzs --- to worship o mouse and
now a cati"

The ﬁussycat occuplcd the altar and was fod with the best of
food in the house,It was relioved of the duty of living by the un
certain vocation of catching mice,

Now it happoned that the wife of the pricst used to keep a
bowl of milk by ths side of her husband,which sorved as his after
neditation repast,Whenever she placed the bowl of milk near her
meditating husband, she would shake her fist at the cat and mum-~—
ble: "Cat,or cat-zod,it matters not to me --- 1f you ever dare to
drink that milk I will fix you."

The cat rofrained for a lonz time,but,unable to resist the
tenptation of taking the forbidden milk,one noon it quietly came
down fron the cltar,drank the nilk,and happily,with innocent,half
opened cyes,curled up into a comfortable fur ball,contentedly doz
inz on the zltar.After a short time the wife happened to 1look at
the ompty bowl and saw tho perfcctly indifferont cot-god with his
whiskers drlpping milk.

Suddenly the meditation of the Hindu priest was broken by
the noisc of a striking broomstick and the piteous moaning meows
of the cat-mod. He shouted: "Hey,don't beat my cat-pod,” but sud-
denly remembering the Himalayan Saint's advice,caught hold of
his wifc,and nade her sit on the altar,pushing the cat aside,

"Ah ha, I scc you arc morc poworful than ny cat-ipd,for you
humbled thc cat by your broomstick,so,no more housc dutles for
you, You must sit on the altar and I must worship you with fru-
its and flowers." procleimed the priest.

The protest-tions of the wife were of no avail and the pri-
est worshipped her with flowers and frultes every day.Weecks passed
until one day the wife,tired of sitting on the 2ltar, began to
doze and droop her head.All her efforts to remain awake and sit
uprizht failed,and suddenly a flood of sleep carried her head for
ward,bunping the head of her meditating husband,.The husband pri-
est's meditation was shatterod by wrath and »ain and he shouted
at his wifc: "What is the matter with you? Can't you  Jjust  sit
still and sparoc mc from metting hurt by your uncontrolled sleepy
noad?" Wheroupon, in zreat submissive humblencss,thc wife replied:
"My lord and naster,forgive me for my indiscreet,helpless action.
I will obey thy command and slesp no rorac,"

Suddenly the wrath of the priest nmelted and he exclaimed; I
have found it! I have found it! 4t last I have arrived at the end



house.lt

»f the trail of my Preceptor's advice., You are Ly wife and I am
your lord as you adnit.I am more powerful than you,and you are
ready to obey me. Now I understend, after worshipping that little
brass Shiva, the mouse, the cat, and you; I realizo that the
most powerful of all gods is the Truth-God residing on the sanc-
tuary of my Inner Self. Sayinz this,hc merged in the Infinite
Happincss of his Inner Silenco. '

Reprinted fron THE N.TURIST,which 1s published monthly by the

WORLD - WIDE PUTLICATIONS,DOVER,IDAHO. The cost per copy is ten
cemnts,or $1.00 per year.

CCOMES ‘ETERNITI

3y Reay C. Higgs

comes the morn

day 1lizht slowly awakens, 1ifting the

| darkness into nrmowhere, roosters . Crow,-
cows moo, s8mell of Tfried Dbacon & pan
cakes from the summer kitchen, prayers
we bave, ‘bellics we £il11, out to toil
then back to mowe away more ‘grub -
after dinner "day—dr?aming“ 28 woe tru-
dge along toiling for; that  lousy 75¢

' water we

per day & all the "spring'
can Adrink; Wet to the nide with swet
dinner boll & the 'nawing" 4n our

"eole and got  it."

bellies, saying

comes .the nizght
darkness slowly descending from every-
' where - sendins the day 1izht into no

where - we 8et & s8pell, rerove our



hosoe, and wigglc our toes ang
sigh - Oh, Hell!
end hit the straw tick!

THE DREAMER

Warn

Summery

Nights
I.smand'alone
Droaning

Of things

That could not

IF YOU DON'T FIRST SUGCCEED,
RY, Y AGAIN 4,

Goﬁe is the day

"*4And the night, too
She went ho; way
I went nine s
Never again to be cntwined
Our lives to start ancw
With differeng nates
we'tgouéhﬁ ffue
But this, tco, w-s goo
So nothiné to do




But. suc
We got a new halter

Went to the aXxter
To start our lives

Truo blug,
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TORCON The Slxth World Science Fiction Conveontion is on tap

July 3 - 5, being held in Toronto, coneda, The ncn-

bers there promises you "somothing difforent” in the
way of ontertainmont and conventions, By all neans 'try' to attend
this blg ovent, and this invitation goes out to cvery member of all
assocliations including FAPA, VAPA, NFFF and SAPS,

You wlll bc rewarded if you attend, - I Betcha!l

SCIENCE FICTION I have concclved thec 1dca of desinating July,
"tho month of the Torcon" as our first annusl
Sclence Fiction Anatcur Fress Month. Thercfore
I am asking thc co-operation of officers and menmbers of FAFA, VAPA,
SAFS and NFFF to back me in this projects Let's 211 bocome active
end produco somo sort of paper or nagazine for the cvent,also nake
this a featurc at tho Torcon with some 1lively talke and discuse -

lons. Let's all display a publication of our own at the convention,
411 join hands for this big three day jambercell

* b ot e e e e B e il e ek e *

COME . FORTH I an proparing a ‘ultra' big issuc of the June
issuo of Tho National Fantesy Fen, and have
Plannecd nany new featurcs of which cvery men of
all associatlions con lond aid, The Junc issuc (Torcon edition) will
be of throe soctions. First I plan a Conic section of four pages,
to be run off in colors - just like the regular funnics, I can usc
full pege enics, to bo printed on 8% X 11 inch paper. Why don't U
nens get busy? Also I plan a Poemzine for pocns, on Artzine for
ert drawings - so I BEG of you -for conics, poens, art work, stor-
ies, otec, COME TO MY RESCUE?

YSATNATF Edited and Fublished by Ray C. Higgs, 813
------------- - Eastern Avenuec, Connersville, Indgiana,

Vol,1l =« No,l May - 1948 For F, A, P, A,
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