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TOLERANCE

PROLOGUE

H APPILY lived Mankind in the peaceful Valley of Igno-
rance. ’

. To the north,to the south,to the west and to the east
stretched the ridges of the Hills Everlasting.

A little stream of Knowledge trickled slowly through a deep worn
gully.

It came out of the Mountains of the Past.

It lost itself in the Marshes of the Future.

It was not much, as rivers go. But it was enough for the humble
needs of the villagers. :

In the evening, when they had Watered their cattle and had filled
their casks, they were content to
sit down to enjoy life.

The Old Men Who Knew were
brought forth from the shady cor-
ners where they had spent their
day , pondering over the mysterious
pages of an old book.

They mumbled strange words to
their grandchildren, who would
have preferred to play with the
pretty pebbles, brought down from
distant lands.

Often these words were not
very clear. .

But they were writ a thousand
years ago by a forgotten race.
Hence they were holy.

For in the Valley of Ignorance,
whatever was old was venerable.

ZAaLs



4 TOLERANCE

And those who dared to gainsay the wisdom of the fathers were
shunned by all decent people.

And so they kept their peace.

Fear was ever with them. What if they should be refused the com-
mon share of the products of the garden?

Vague stories there were, whispered at night among the narrow
streets of the little town, vague stories of men and women who had
dared to ask questions.

They had gone forth,and never again had they been seen.

A few had tried to scale the high walls of the rocky range that hid
the sun.

Their whitened bones lay at the foot of the cllffs

The years came and the years went by.

Happily lived Mankind in the peaceful Valley of Ignorance

* * * * *

Out of the darkness crept a man.

The nails of his hands were
torn.

- His feet were covered with
rags, red with the blood of long
marches.

_He stumbled to the door of the
nearest hut and knocked.

Then he fainted. By the light of
a frightened candle, he was car-
ried to a cot.

In the morning throughout the
village it was known: “He has
come back.”

The neighbors stood around
and shook their heads. They had
always known that this was to be
the end. '

Defeat and surrender awaited
those who dared to stroll away

PO B B e




PROLOGUE 5

from the foot of the mountains.

And in one corner of the village the Old Men shook their heads and
whispered burning words.

They did not mean to be cruel,but the Law was the Law. Bitterly
this man had sinned against the wishes of Those Who Knew.

As soon as his wounds were healed he must be brought to trial.

They meant to be lenient.

They remembered the strange, burning eyes of his mother. They
recalled the tragedy of his father,lost in the desert these thirty years
ago. ,
The Law, however, was the Law;and the Law must be obeyed.

The Men Who Knew would see to that.

* * * * %* * * *

They carried the wanderer to the Market Place and the people
stood around in respectful silence.

He was still weak from hunger and thirst and the Elders bade him
sit down.

He refused.

They ordered him to be silent.

But he spoke.

Upon the Old Men he turned his back and his eyes sought those
who but a short time before had been his comrades.

“Listen to me,” he implored. “Listen to me and be rejoiced. I have
come back from beyond the mountains. My feet have trod a fresh
soil. My hands have felt the touch of other races. My eyes have seen
wondrous sights.

“When I was a child,my world was the garden of my father.

“To the west and to the east,to the south and to the north lay the
ranges from the Beginning of Time.

“When I asked what they were hiding, there was a hush and a
hasty shaking of heads. When I insisted, ] was taken to the rocks and
shown the bleached bones of those who had dared to defy the Gods.

“When I cried out and said, ‘It is a lie! The Gods love those who
are brave!’the Men Who Knew came and read to me from their sa-
cred books. The Law, they explained, had ordained all things of Heav-
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en and Earth. The Valley was ours to have and to hold. The animals
and the flowers, the fruit and the fishes were ours, to do our bidding.
But the mountains were of the Gods. What lay beyond was to remain
unknown until the End of Time.

e : “So they spoke, and they lied.
They lied to me, even as they
have lied to you.

“There are pastures in those
=] hills. Meadows too, as rich as

= any. And men and women of our

# own flesh and blood. And cities
3 resplendent with the glories of a
thousand years of labor.

“I have found the road to a bet-
ter home. I have seen the promise
of a happier life. Follow me and I
shall lead you thither. For the
smile of the Gods is the same

there as here and everywhere. ”
* * * * * * *

He stopped and there went up a
FMEE great cry of horror.
’ “ Blasphemy!” cried the Old
Men. “Blasphemy and sacrilege! A fit punishment for his crime! He
has lost his reason. He dares to scoff at the Law as it was written
down a thousand years ago. He deserves to die!”

And they took up heavy stones.

And they killed him.

And his body they threw at the foot of the cliffs, that it might lie
there as a warning to all who questioned the wisdom of the ancestors.

* * * * * * * *

Then it happened a short time later that there was a great drought.
The little Brook of Knowledge ran dry. The cattle died of thirst. The
harvest perished in the fields,and there was hunger in the Valley of
Ignorance.
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The Old Men Who Knew, however, were not disheartened. Every-
thing would all come right in the end, they prophesied, for so it was
writ in their most Holy Chapters.

Besides, they themselves needed but little food. They were so very
old.

* * * * * »*
Winter came.

The village was deserted.

More than half of the populace died from sheer want.

The only hope for those who survived lay beyond the mountains.

But the Law said “No!”

And the Law must be obeyed.

* * * * * * * *

One night there was a rebellion.

Despair gave courage to those whom fear had forced into silence.

Feebly the Old Men protested.

They were pushed aside. They
complained of their lot. They
bewailed the ingratitude of their
children, but when the last wagon
pulled out of the village, they
stopped the driver and forced him
to take them along. '

The flight into the unknown had
begun.

L S T

It was many years since the
Wanderer had returned. It was no
easy task to discover the road he

had mapped out. - e
Thousands fell a victim to @ma - A
-

hunger and thirst before the first
cairn was found.

From there on the trip was less
difficult.

LR
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The careful pioneer had blazed a clear trail through the woods and
amidst the endless wilderness of rock.

By easy stages it led to the green pastures of the new land.

Silently the people locked at each other.

“He was right after all,”they said. “He was right,and the Old Men
were wrong. . . .

“He spoke the truth,and the Old Men lied. . ..

“His bones lie rotting at the foot of the cliffs,but the Old Men sit
in our carts and chant their ancient lays. . ..

“He saved us,and we slew him. . ..

“We are sorry that it happened, but of course, if we could have
known at the time....”

Then they unharnessed their horses and their oxen and they drove
their cows and their goats into the pastures and they built themselves
houses and laid out their fields and they lived happily for a long time

afterwards.
* % %* * * *

A few years later an attempt
was made to bury the brave pio-
neer in the fine new edifice which
had been erected as a home for the
Wise Old Men.

A solemn procession went back
to the now deserted valley, but
when the spot was reached where
his body ought to have been, it
was no longer there.

A hungry jackal had dragged it
to his lair.

A small stone was then placed
at the foot of the trail (now a
magnificent highway) . It gave the N
name of the man who had first de-
fied the dark terror of the unm-
known, that his people might be
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guided into a new freedom. -
And it stated that it had been erected by a grateful posterity.
* * * * * ¥* * *
As it was in the beginning—as it is now—and as some day (so we
hope) it shall no longer be.



CHAPTER 1

THE TYRANNY OF IGNORANCE

N the year 527 Flavius Anicius Justinianus became ruler of the
eastern half of the Roman Empire.

This Serbian peasant (he came from Uskub, the much dis-
puted railroad junction of the late war) had no use for “book-
learnin’ . ” It was by his orders that the ancient Athenian school of
philosophy was finally suppressed. And it was he who closed the doors
of the only Egyptian temple that had continued to do business cen-
turies after the valley of the Nile had been invaded by the monks of
the new Christian faith.

This temple stood on a little island called Philae, not far from the
first great waterfall of the Nile. Ever since men could, remember, the
spot had been dedicated to the worship of Isis and for some curious
reason, the Goddess had survived where all her African and Greek and
Roman rivals had miserably perished. Until finally,in the sixth centu-
ry,the island was the only spot where the old and most holy art of
picture writing was still understood and where a small number of
priests continued to practice a trade which had been forgotten in ev-
ery other part of the land of Cheops.

And now, by order of an illiterate farmhand, known as His Imperial
Majesty, the temple and the adjoiping school were declared state
property, the statues and images were sent to the museum of Con-
stantinople and the priests and the writing-masters were thrown into
jail. And when the last of them had died from hunger and neglect, the
age-old trade of making hieroglyphics had become a lost art.

All this was a great pity.

If Justinian (a plague upon his head!) had been a little less thor-
ough and had saved just a few of those old picture experts in a sort of
literary Noah’s Ark, he would have made the task of the historian a
great deal easier. For while (owing to the genius of Champollion) we
can once more spell out the strange Egyptian words, it remains ex-
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ceedingly difficult for us to understand the inner meaning of their
message to posterity.

And the same holds true for all other nations of the ancient world.

What did those strangely bearded Babylonians, who left us whole
brickyards full of religious tracts,have in mind when they exclaimed
piously, “Who shall ever be able to understand the counsel of the
Gods in Heaven?” How did they feel towards those divine spirits
which they invoked so continually , whose laws they endeavored to in-
terpret, whose commands they engraved upon the granite shafts of
their most holy city? Why were they at once the most tolerant of
men, encouraging their priests to study the high heavens, and to ex-
plore the land and the sea,and at the same time the most cruel of exe-
cutioners, inflicting hideous punishments upon those of their neigh-
bors who had committed some breach of divine etiquette which today
would pass unnoticed?

Until recently we did not know..

We sent expeditions to Nineveh, we dug holes in the sand of Sinai
and deciphered miles of cuneiform tablets. And everywhere in
Mesopotamia and Egypt we did our best to find the key that should
unlock the front door of this mysterious store-house of wisdom.

And then,suddenly and almost by accident, we discovered that the
back door had been wide open all the time and that we could enter the
premises at will.

But that convenient little gate was not situated in the neighborhood
of Akkad or Memphis.

It stood in the very heart of the jungle.

And it was almost hidden by the wooden pillars of a pagan temple.

* * * * * * * *

Our ancestors, in search of easy plunder had come in contact with
what they were pleased to call “wild men” or “savages.”

The meeting had not been a pleasant one.

The poor heathen, misunderstanding the intentions of the whlte
men, had welcomed them with a salvo of spears and arrows. :

The visitors had retaliated with their blunderbusses.

After that there had been little chance for a quiet and unprejudiced
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ABEHFNEE .

exchange of ideas.

The savage was invariably depicted as a dirty, lazy, good-for-noth-
ing loafer who worshiped crocodiles and dead trees and deserved all
that was coming to him.

Then came the reaction of the eighteenth century. Jean Jacques
Rousseau began to contemplate the world through a haze of sentimen-
tal tears. His contemporaries, much impressed by his ideas, pulled out
their handkerchiefs and joined in the weeping.

The benighted heathen was one of their most favorite subjects. In
their hands (although they had never seen one) he became the unfor-
tunate victim of circumstances and the true representative of all those
manifold virtues of which the human race had been deprived by three
thousand years of a corrupt system of civilization.

Today, at least in this particular field of investigation, we know
better.

We study primitive man as we study the higher domesticated ani-
mals, from which as a rule he is not so very far removed.

In most instances we are fully repaid for our trouble. The savage,
but for the grace of God, is our own self under much less favorable
* conditions. By examining him carefully we begin to understand the
early society of the valley of the Nile and of the peninsula of
Mesopotamia and by knowing him thoroughly we get a glimpse of



