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THE PYTHIAN IN IS RELATIONS
TO OTHERS.

E\'ex_l the care of our own soul becomes
A sin—Dbase selfishness—when we mnegleet
All care for others—Darley.

’

. Last month we discussed the value of Pythian-
1 to the individual. Ve need not go over again
the sum of that value now, but vou my readers
might read it over again before beginning this,
S 1t would considerably help him in following the
resent trains of thought. \We shall suppose that
he ‘man who desires to become a Knight is one
nxjous o become all that a Knight should be,
nd do all that a Xnight should do. We have no
Al to find with the man who so far as the mis-
ortunes of life are comcerned is determined to
ok after himself. The man who does so is pru-
ent and wise. There is a self in us which is

worthy of being watched, nurtured, and cared for.
The man who neglects that self is disloyal to ‘his
highest interezts. All reasonable men will recog-
nise in Pythianism the vehicle through whih they
may make all due provision for their wants in
sickness and in death. But the value of Pythian-
=m ends not here, in fact it is only beginning.
A true Knight cannot be selfish. While he must
think of himself, he must do more. While he must
help himself, he must do more: he must think of,
and lhelp others. It is not difficult for any man
to see how this begins, and how that this is ab-
solutely necessary. If you take the old idea as-
sociated with Knikhthood, you will find that this
thought bulks largely in it. The Knight prepares
himself, arms himself for conquest. e thinks
of glory, honor, and fame, no doubt for himself,
but the only way he ould obtain glory, honor and
fame was by succouring, helping and fighting for
others. As Knights to-day we are not called to
go out and fight against men; we are not called
to panoply ourselves with sword, helmet, and
shiald— our Order vpens up new avenuecs for us,
but we are called upon to minister 1o, and to serve
others. Qur warfare is a different kind of war-
fare, but all the same, it is largely in the interests
of others. In other words, our Order impresses
upon us, that the best, the noblest way of serving
owrselves, is by serving others. We may see this
in another way. Pythianism is a band, an asso-
iation, and a brotherhood. A Knight is & member
of this band, or association, or brotherhood, and in
cach once ~f these words, the idea, the cardinal
idea lying at the root of each and all of these
words, imply that we have dulies to perform,
whenever these are necessary to every man in that
band or brotherhood. An association of men
banded together that cach man may set oul of it
all he can for himself, would not be worth any-
thing, or a brotherhood composed of men all the
time thinking and scheming and planning for
{heir own selfish interests would not be a brother-
hcod of any value. A true brotherhood mecans,
service to each and Lo all. Take a poetical illus-
traiion:

In Palestine long years ago—
So runs the legend old—
Where Kedrow’s sparkling waters flow
Across their sands of gold
And Mount Moriah lifts his head
Above the sunny plains,
Two brothers owned—as one—'tis said
A fiield of golden grain. .

And when the Autumn days had come
And all the shocks and sheaves

Stood waiting for the ‘harvest home’
Among the withering leaves,

The older brother said one. night
“Im stronger far than Saun),

My younger brother, ‘tis but right



