









































“My Vocation Is Love’

By Ste. Therese De Lisieux, a Roman Catholic Mystic

ness, she would dare to gaze
upon the Divine Sun of
Love and would burn to dart up-
ward into its fires. She could only
flutter her wings, but she would
fain fly as the eagle. And when
inflamed with this soaring ambi-
tion she would wield the sword,
she would be a priest, an apostle,
a martyr, a doctor of the Church.
She would do the most heroic
deeds. She would burn with the
spirit of the Crusader. She would
gladly die on the battlefield in de-
fense of the Church. She would
be a light unto souls. She would
travel the world over to raise on
heathen soil the standard of the
Cross. And one mission would
not satisfy her: she would spread
the Gospel in all parts of the
Earth, even to the farthest isles.
But her greatest desire of all was
to win the martyr’s palm. She
would be scourged. She would
be crucified. She would be flayed
alive. She would be ground
by the teeth of wild beasts. Mar-
tyrdom had been the dream of
her youth. It had only grown
more vivid in Carmel’s narrow
cell.
Then she read the twelfth and
thirteenth chapters of the first
Epistle of St. Paul to the Corin-
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SO, notwithstanding her little-

thians, and saw that all cannot be
apostles, nor all prophets, nor all
teachers, nor all healers. She read
that though there was the same
Spirit there were “diversities of
gifts.”

“The same Spirit of God work-
eth all in all,” but there are “di-
versities of operations . . . To
one is given the word of wisdom;
to another the word of knowledge
by the same Spirit; to another the
working of miracles; to another
prophecy. The body is one but
hath many members. If the whole
body were an eye, where were the
hearing? If the whole were hear-
ing, where were the smelling?
And whether one member suffer,
all the members suffer with it;
or one member be honoured, all
the members rejoice with it.”

This she read and understood
from the twelfth chapter. She
could not be anything. She might
not be an apostle or a prophet
or a martyr. She might not be
one of these. Yet she was deter-
mined to reach God. And as the
chapter closed she read how St.
Paul would show “a more excel-
lent way.” And she read in a new
light what she must have often
and often read and heard before,
the famous thirteenth chapter.
Charity—Love—was the more

!
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excellent way to God. Charity
gave her the clue. She might have
the gift of prophecy, she might
understand all mysteries, she
might have all knowledge, she
might have faith enough to move
mountains, she might give all
she had to feed the poor, she
might suffer a martyr’s death, but
all would be of no avail if she had
not charity. Charity—Love—was
the one essential.

Things now became clear to
her. She might not be the eye of
the body—of the Church. She
might not be the ear. But the body
must have a heart; and she would
be that heart—that heart on fire
with love. Only love imparts life
to all the members. Should it fail,
apostles would no longer preach,
martyrs no longer sacrifice their
lives. Love was the one thing
needful.

Beside herself with joy she
cried out: “O Jesus, my vocation
is found at last—my vocation is
love.” She had found her place
in the Church, She would be the
love in the heart of Mother-
Church.

But love proves itself by deeds.
What should she do? She, the
little one, would strew flowers by
the way. And the flowers would
be the smallest actions done for
Love. Each word, each look, each
little daily sacrifice—all would be
done for Love’s dear sake. “He

that ruleth his spirit is greater
than he that taketh cities.” Through
little acts of charity, practised in
the dark, missionaries would be
helped, plentiful alms would be
obtained, and churches would be
built. Love was to be the main-
spring of every action. She would
have everyone enter whole-heart-
edly into her little way. These
would be the flowers which she
would strew by the way to the
Throne of God. And she would
sing Love’s canticle in silvery
tones. Not in loud organ peals but
in gentlest tones would she sing as
she scattered her flowers. And
should any of her roses be gather-
ed from amid thorns, she would
still sing. The longer and sharper
the thorns the sweeter would
grow her song.

This was the new way she found
to God. This was the path to Per-
fection. The little way. The way
of little sacrifices, little kind-
nesses. And it was an ordinary
way which everyone might fol-
low.

Nor was it from any littleness
of soul that she chose the little
way. Only the greatest soul could
see the greatness of this little way.
She was great enough to see that
to do to perfection the little things
of everyday life, and do them with
the glow of love in the heart and a
smile on the lips, is the sure and
certain way of reaching heaven.
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But she knew well that it would purpose which even the greatest
require of her a concentration, a heroes might lack, and she steadied
persistency and inflexibility of her soul for the effort.

The Pontoons of God’s Power

K. Hall

I am through with this deep-sea diving
to see what is wrong with my soul!
Bring me the pontoons of God’s power
And His love shall lift up the sunken
weight of my dead despair.
I am through with this diver’s helmet,
this looking hazily through a misty glass—
this artificial oxygen tube—my heavy-weighted boots of self.
Here they go! I will throw them far out to sea—
This introspection—this pondering, smothering ME!
Let me kick off the sea-weed tangles,
the clinging barnacles.
For God has given me wings! I, too, must fly—
Far out over this dark troublous water,
On far-shining clear wings of the spirit—
Out to the horizon where the blue waters dance in the sunlight
Self is the tomb which buries my spirit.
God, lift me up to life’s surface waters
To join the fleet of your forward moving plan!

(The Isle of Shoals campers were tremendously interested in the

raising of the Squalus by pontoons, a few miles from the Camp.)

“A pontoon lifts by the air that is pumped into it from above. The

first attempt to raise the Squalus failed because there were not enough
pontoons.

“The power that will lift this world out of its present depths will be

men and women filled with the power of the Spirit of God breathed
wnto them by the power of God.”

—Glenn Clark at the Camp Farthest Out.

The Parable of the Snow Drift

E. C. Dymond

HE Kingdom of God is like
unto a Highway Depart-
ment, as witness :

Owing to meteorological condi-
tions prevailing throughout the
night a great drift lay across the
road, well nigh obstructing it. The
highway department announced
that sometime during the morning
its rotary snowplow would be along
to open up the traffic lanes. But
Mr. O. B. Zealous, who lived
nearby, felt that it was up to him
to do something about it at once.
So he phoned several friends, say-
ing, “Grab a teaspoon and come
along. If enough of us get together
we can move this drift out of the
way in no time.”

“But,” protested one, “didn’t
you hear the message that was sent

out? “Yes, yes,” impatiently re-
plied Mr. Z., “I know, I know, but
that isn’t to be believed. That stuff
about the plow coming through is
all the bunk. The esoteric inter-
pretation of those plain words is
that we have got to do it our-
selves.”

So Mrs. Z., and a few others
who joined him, spooned away
valiantly without making any ap-
preciable impression on the great
drift. Eventually, however, accord-
ing to schedule, the plow appeared
and presently normal traffic was re-
established. Mused Mr. Z., “I see
now that what I should have done
was to get on the roster of the de-
partment so I could help man the
plow.”

Transmutation
From The Tree of Life, an Anthology

It's a very odd thing—
As odd as can be—
That whatever Miss T. eats
Turns into Miss T.;
Porridge and apples,
Mince, muffins and mutton,
Jam, junket, jumbles—
Not a rap, not a button

It matters; the moment
They’re out of her plate,
Though shared by Miss Butcher
And sour Mr. Bate;
Tiny and cheerful,
~ And neat as can be,
Whatever Miss T. eats
Turns into Miss T.
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Feeling God’s Nearness

Muriel Lester

STERDAY  brought a
il vivid sense of God’s near-
ness. You closed your eyes,
and the feeling of it crept all
through you. You opened them
again, and the nearness was still
there. Nature seemed as the very
garment of the All-Father. The
deep blue of the sky was the veil
over His face. The sweet air was
His living breath. Where you sat,
where you stood, where you
walked, there was God. You made
no straining after God. God was
experienced : a living Presence en-
folding your derived life in his
underived Life. A great peace
filled your heart, and a lovely joy.
Today, at the very beginning,
when you tried to pray, your rest-
less thoughts ran off on other
errands. The atmosphere was
no longer consciously vibrant
with the Eternal. The sky was
only distance, trees and flowers
merely products of the earth. Re-
ligious thinking is not so easy to-
day. The feeling of God’s imme-
diacy is gone. You perhaps even
wonder if yesterday’s feeling of
awareness was only a delusion.
You feel alone. Alone! Life
does not give satisfaction to your
yearning spirit.
And God is there just the same!
“In Him we live, and move, and
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have our being” : the sublime words
are just as truly a matter of fact
today as they were yesterday. The
breath you breathe is still the
breath of life from the soul of the
Eternal. The sweet murmur of
nature that comes to your ears is
still the voice of God—one of His
voices—speaking from His ex-
haustless Life. Down beneath
the depths of your need is still
the deeper depth of God. All
through the fog that lies low upon
your sea of life is still the nearness
of God. The sufficiency of God is
still available for your support.

Sometimes there comes an al-
most unbroken sense of joy, peace,
and harmony with God and our
fellow which lasts for several
hours ; we begin to think it is going
to last for several days; we begin
to think it is going to last forever;
all our conflicts are in abeyance;
we are at rest yet full of vigor;
everything turns out right for us;
there is no worry, no weariness,
no hurry; everything happens to
suit our needs, we feel that we
have actually begun to enjoy eter-
nal life here on earth.

Then comes a clash, a minor
crisis, a disappointment, and the
current seems insidiously to have
changed without our knowing
how. One false move, one out-
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burst of ill-temper, or one bitter
word spoils the whole thing.
We become so disgusted with our-
selves at having lost control that
we feel everything is hopeless. . . .

As it is there is no need hope-
lessly to throw up the sponge; by
retracing our steps to the last
point of harmony with God, we
can make a fresh start.

Different Ways of God

Winfred Rhoades—"“Hawve You Lost God?”

One person is above all things
practical: he gets his sense of
nearness to God by trying to do
the work of God. Another wants
God in some way made concrete:
he gets his best realization of God,
and his strongest feeling of near-
ness to God, by thinking of Jesus
Christ, talking to him, walking
with him in mind and spirit. A
third goes straight to the eternal
Fatherhood, the everlasting
Source of All Things, which he

visions, perhaps, along with Dante
and the Apostle John, as everlast-
ing Light: a Light which enfolds
all creation and from which all
creation receives life. And a
fourth realizes God most vividly
in the thought of the enfolding,
ever-living Spirit, the soul’s near-
est Companion, always present as
energy for daily need, as wisdom
for the crises of life, as guidance
into that ever larger truth, as giv-
er of ever greater life.

Heaven’s Glory Shines Through

Translated from the Buddhist Shingon Service Book

For what reason, pray,

Have I come on life?

And what, now that I'm born
Should I do or be?

Ii to eat, to work, to sleep—
If such be all my task—
What else am I, pray tell,
Than bird or beast?

Is it not that I should holy live?

That Heaven’s glory, and Earth’s
too

Should glow through me?

Is it not that I ;

Should give forth fragrance, too,

That some, at least, of this world’s
dust

Should be made sweet?



Joy Can Be Ours

From “Creative Prayer” by E. Herman

URING our self-centered
D stage, we cling to material
pursuits and pleasures.
Then comes the birth of Christ in
us, and we are weaned from
these delights by the inrush of
spiritual joys. A new range of
pleasures has become ours, and
our former delights appear dull
and worthless. And in our absorp-
tion in the delights of the spirit,
we imagine that we have left self
behind for ever. It is all so new,
so entrancing — we cannot get
enough of it! Trouble and adver-
sity fail to quench our infant joy;
“what matters treasure, what mat-
ters pleasure,” so long as we have
the riches of God for our own?
But self is not dead : it has mere-
ly lost consciousness of its exist-
ence for a season, in its absorp-
tion in a new object of desire. It
clings to its spiritual treasure as
it once clung to the goods of
earth. It is only when God with-
draws these spiritual possessions
from us that we realize how large-
ly self entered into our holding
of them. One by one they leave
us—the first joy and fervour, the
first well-nigh intoxicating sense
of God’s presence, the first inrush
of unconquerable might and
dauntless confidence. They are
taken from us, not harshly, but
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to make room for something less
vivid and joyous, yet even more
solidly sustaining—a deep, calm
peace, a sense of perfect rest in
God. We know why the first
gifts have been withdrawn: it was
that we might gain that self-
knowledge which is power. We
had grasped them too feverishly;
their continuance could not be
wholesome, in the long run. They
were the blossoms of springtime,
and it is meet that the riot of
spring, the song of the rising sap,
should give place to the calm, sun-
lit stillness of summer. We find,
as we go on, that this new still-
ness of peace has a charm all its
own. It, no less than the exuber-
ance of joy, is a luxury. How
gladly we let ourselves sink into
its depths! It is worthwhile
feeling a little sober and pensive,
since it makes us aware of the
Everlasting Arms. A sense of
satisfaction grows upon us, a full-
ness as of deep, still water filling
a pool. We think that we have
stripped ourselves of ambition: in
quietness and confidence we have
discovered our strength.

But again it is self-love that
hugs this white peace of God to
its arms, and we never really be-
come aware of the depth of our
self-love until God begins to tear

it out of our hearts. Now peace,
in its turn, is taken away from
us, and we go forth into an arid
wilderness. Our spiritual imagi-
nation fails, our feeling is
numbed, words forsake us,
thought is clogged, our spirits
faint within us, and the heart is
left cold as last year’s nests. We
know not what to do. We have
lost, not only self-confidence, but
self-resource. God has withdrawn
His hand, and we are left deso-
late. It is at this stage that the
temptation to turn back and re-
nounce the pilgrim’s habit becomes
a real danger. At other stages
this temptation arises from fickle-
ness; it is but one mood among
many. Now it springs from a
vision of grim reality. For the
first time we see ourselves as we
are apart from God—naked, im-
potent, dead. At last we know
that we can find no rest in self;
and God—how far away God has
withdrawn Himself! But this
hour that seems so evil is the
hour of our salvation. In it, as
in nothing that has gone before,
God is surrounding us with the
purifying and healing energies of
love. The shadow that frowns
above us is the shadow of His
hand; the emptiness that yawns
within is His sure prophecy of a
wondrous fullness. If we are be-
ing straitened, it is that we might
be the more greatly enlarged. In
withdrawing His felt presence

JOY CAN BE OURS 53

from us and making us to know
that without Himself we can do
nothing, God desires to dilate our
hearts by loving and longing and
so enable them to receive the fuller
self-revelation which He longs to
impart. If we are willing to walk
through the wilderness of spiritual
aridity, if without impatience or
bitterness we turn our dull and
empty hearts to God in a simple
movement of love, we shall dis-
cover the wonders that are
wrought in that desert of the soul.

Our greed for that sensible
warmth of religious feeling mis-
called “experience” in some quar-
ters is one of our most dangerous
enemies. We constantly hark
back to the radiant happiness of
the early Christians, point to the
palpable gladness that throbs
through the Apostolic narrative,
and say that spiritual life must be
like that; if we lack joy, we lack
God. But we forget that joy
does not come by seeking it.
“Seek God, not joy,” is the motto
of the saints, and it is the ex-
perience of the saints that those
who truly seek God shall be led
to joy in His own time. To the
early Christians, who embraced
God with perfect simplicity, ask-
ing no questions, giving not a look
behind them, and selling the whole
field of the world for the pearl of
great price, joy came immediate-
ly; for joy is the reward of com-
plete surrender, and God never
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keeps one waiting unduly. But
we, hesitant, sophisticated, torn
between rival theories and allegi-
ances, making a study of self-
analysis and self-expression, do
not, as a rule, make this complete
surrender until, by pain and deso-
lation, the heart has been purged
of its idols and the roots of self-

love cut out of the soul. It is
then, and only then, that joy can
come. The way to it may be long
and hard, but the moment the last
step is taken and the life wholly
yielded up to God, joy such as we
have never known—radiant, tri-
umphant, immutable — becomes
ours.

Love in Marriage
A Protestant Mystic of England

O the lover of God all affec-

tions go up and are enclosed,

in one affection, so that we
have no love for anyone or any-
thing apart from God. And mar-
riage-love is included in this. In
every way it can become a sacra-
ment, she says. There is nothing
in it which is not holy. In no way
does the marriage bond of the body
separate the spirit from accept-
ableness to God. Marriage is the
physical prototype in this physical
world of the spiritual union with
God in the spiritual world. This
relationship between men and

women is His thought, His plan,
not ours. Our responsibility is
only to keep the bond of it pure
and clean and sweet, and submit
ourselves in all things as com-
pletely and orderly as possible to
His plans, whatever they may be.
He has no wish to impose distress
and suffering on us. His will to-
wards us is pure joy, pure love,
pure peace, pure sweetness. This
bond of earthly marriage is of the
flesh and can be kept by the body,
and yet the heart, mind and soul
remain in lovely, perfect charity.
This is exquisite freedom.

Each soul has its own secret place

Where none may enter in

Save it and God—to them alone

What goeth on therein is known—
To it and God alone.

—John Oxenham

Spiritual Power on the Athletic Field

Bill Rose

When runners swap tips on
how to do better in their events,
that is the height of friendliness.
When a professor from a col-
lege writes a book on athletics
and a runner from a rival school
follows the advice to victory, that
is the height of something else.

It was in my sophomore year
at Hamline University that my
mother gave me a little pocket
sized book about “Power in Ath-
letics.” Because the long and
arduous training season was just
beginning, I decided to explore
its contents to see if it had any-
thing that would give me that
extra something to make me a
better trackman.

Much to my surprise the help
and advice I found in this book
written by Dr. Glenn Clark of
Macalester, Hamline’s ancient
rival, did not tell me how to get
a longer stride, what diet to fol-
low, or suggest a training sched-
ule. It told me how to change
my attitude toward others through
love and prayer.

This little book told me to get
rid of any ballast I might be
carrying,—not material ballast but
ballast in the form of hate, jeal-
ousy, fear, and the desire to be a
hero. My job was to learn to work
for team spirit, be good friends

with everybody, and to realize that
victory didn’t depend on me.

I kept this book near my bed
so I could read it every night.
As T began to absorb and practice
some of its contents, I began to
do something I hadn’t done for a
long time—and that was pray. I
prayed not that T would win but
that I would do my best.

In order for any athlete to do
his best he must be in condition.
Knowing this I began to train as
I had never trained before, both
physically and spiritually. Know-
ing that God was helping me be-
come a better runner made the task
of getting in condition a good
deal easier.

For two months I practiced the
advice of Dr. Clark while I was
getting myself physically fit and
now the time for me to discover
how much I had improved was
rapidly approaching. I had spe-
cialized in the half-mile my fresh-
man year but had run the two-mile
three times.

This year however I had de-
cided to put all my eggs in one
basket and the event I chose was
the two mile run. I entered the
first meet of the season with some-
thing I never had before. That
something was the knowledge that
I had done my best to follow the
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advice of Dr. Clark, a former
track coach.

In this first meet it took 11 min-
utes and four seconds to get the
answer. I had improved 15 sec-
onds over the year before. Besides
doing better than ever before, I
had won the race. As the season
progressed I won only one more
race while losing two. Although
I had continued to improve, my
biggest test was yet to come—the
State Meet at Macalester.

The night before the meet I read
my little book through and prayed
that I would do my best. I went
to sleep satisfied that I had done
my utmost to co-operate with God
and my fellowmen. In the morn-
ing I awoke rested but a little ex-
cited about the coming event.

After eating breakfast, I went to
see my coach. Together we tried
to figure how the points would be
divided that afternoon. My coach
had a little more confidence in me
than a good many others. He
thought I might be able to place
fourth.

Later, as I walked across the
campus toward Old Main I met the
football coach. He greeted me
with this wager: “If you win the
two-mile this afternoon, I'll get a
Heinie haircut like yours.” The
coach had long pompadour hair
which would stand straight up if
cut short. After wishing me the
best of luck he left me. I returned
to my home to eat dinner and rest.

During the morning rain had
fallen and the sky still looked like
rain so the track was sure to be
wet. If Macalester’s track didn’t
get too wet it would be fast by
the time the races started. Some
of my best races had been run on
tracks in similar condition. Be-
sides knowing the condition of the
track I knew that I was meeting
four men who had better times
than I had and one of these men
hadn’t been beaten in three years.
He and his team mate were favored
to win first and second as they had
done in years previous.

I arrived at the Mac gym about
3:20, changed clothes, and pro-
ceeded to warm up for my race,
which was soon to begin. I re-
turned to the locker room and
after sitting awhile I got down on
my knees and prayed. I told Him
He wouldn’t need to worry about
the first six laps but on the last
two I'd need plenty of help. Then
through the stillness of the room
I heard, “First call for the two-
mile.”

If I ever felt good before a race,
it was that day. I was entering a
race with everything to gain be-
cause no one was counting on me
to win anything. I was a little
nervous but my mind was free
from worry. The air waves were
again set in motion with, “Last
call for the two-mile.” The long-
awaited moment had arrived.

There was no time for any re-
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grets or wishes now. The starter
was barking his orders. “Runners
to your marks. Get set.” Then
followed three seconds that seemed
like minutes before the crack of
his pistol sent us on our way.

The first lap I was tenth. The
second lap I moved up to fifth
and then something happened.
Some men from the sidelines were
picking up the champion and fa-
vorite from the track with a badly
aching side and stomach.

The fourth and fifth laps found
me in third place. On the sixth I
passed a man from Macalester
for second. The man still ahead
was the fellow who had won sec-
ond for two years. But as I
watched him bound along I no-
ticed he was feeling the effect of
not having his running mate, the
champion, pacing him.

As we started the seventh lap
I told God I needed help. He didn’t
send it then. He waited awhile.
On the back stretch of this lap
I made two attempts to move into
first but couldn’t quite make it.
Just before we passed the judges
for the last lap, two things hap-
pened.

First I remembered how Gregg
Rice and Walter Mehl had raced
the last quarter in the NCAA meet
the year before. The second was
the surging through me of the
strength I had asked God for. That
was all I needed.

I raced my opponent to the
corner and beat him. From that
point to the finish line I increased
my lead to twenty yards. Victory
was mine but another surprise still
remained. I had run the race 39
seconds faster than the year before
and 23 seconds faster than my
first race of the season.

As I stood under a shower rub-
bing my tired muscles, three
thoughts came to my mind. There
underneath a shower I thanked
God for helping me, my mother
for giving me Dr. Clark’s book,
and my parents for their faith in
me.

Without the little book, “Power
in Athletics,” I probably would
never have asked God to help;
without that help of God I'd not
have won.

P. S. The coach got the Heinie
haircut.

your friends.

The December issue of Clear Horizons will be an
Anthology on Spiritual Healing. John Gaynor Banks,
formerly editor of The Nazarene and now editor of
Sharing, is helping the Editors out of the wealth of
his experience to make this the best compilation ever
made. We believe it will be of great value to all. Tell




Let Us Figbt Hitler with Power

Glenn Clark

Do you believe in resisting
Hitler? I am asked.

To this my answer is: Yes, I
believe in resisting Hitler and
Hitlerism and all it stands for
with every pound of energy I pos-
sess, lifted to its highest degree,
and I intend to resist Hitler and
Hitlerism to my dying day.

But I am just a little bit finicky
about my choice of weapons, that
is all.

I don’t like bombs because they
blow people to little bits and leave
a lot of grease around. And they
blow up property so that when
the war is over inflation comes
into the country, and finally
spreads to my own country and
throws me out of work, too.

I don’t like machine guns be-
cause they mow down fair-haired
boys that look exactly like my
own boy, turning them into fer-
tilizer in the twinkling of an eye,
or leaving them to rot in veteran
hospitals for the rest of their lives.
And I love boys, no matter where
they come from, and I can’t get
over loving them.

But with all my prejudice
against bombs and with all my love
for boys, I might still give up
my aversion to the conventional
weapons of war if I did not know
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of some other weapons for stop-
ping evil infinitely more powerful
than these weapons can ever pre-
tend to be.

The weapons I believe in are
Faith and Love.

I have seen the power of these
weapons when Jacob, returning to
his native land rich with cattle
and sheep, found himself con-
fronted with Esau with four
hundred armed men, and a vow in
his heart to kill the man who had
defrauded him of his birthright.
I have seen Jacob take his wives
and his children up into a moun-
tain and there, surrounded with
everyone who was near and dear
to him, put on a love broadcast
that turned back the sword of de-
struction.

An angel of the Lord wrestled
with him throughout the night,
and at dawn stretched out his hand
upon him and lamed him for life,
so that henceforth he could no
longer fight even if he had wished.
The next morning he sent great
gifts of sheep and cattle as outer
expressions of his love and repent-
ance to his brother. When he fol-
lowed after, expecting to meet his
death, instead he found his
brother returning the gifts, and
running to embrace him.
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I have seen love look out from
the eyes of Stephen as he said to
his executioners, “Lord, lay not
this sin to their charge.” And I
have seen Saul, the man who
hounded Stephen to his death, the
greatest Gestapo agent of his day,
who threw Jews into concentration
camps and who held their clothes
while his followers stoned them to
death—I have seen this Hitler
of his day stricken down by a
bolt of light and become the great-
est disciple that the Christian
church has ever known.

I have seen a Man on a cross
in his suffering, after he had been
betrayed and scourged and cruci-
fied for sins which he himself did
not commit, cry out, “Forgive
them, Father, for they know not
what they do.” I have seen that
Man conquer the world.

In my own experience, I have
found hate coming toward me, and
transmuted that hate by love, not
only making me as impervious as
a citadel from injury, but over-
coming the person who did the
hating.

I have seen this work out in
marvelous ways at the Camp
Farthest Out. In August last year
when we broadcast love toward
Hitler, I have seen him stop in
his tracks as he started his march
into Poland; and had Love
enough gone forth to him from
France and England this war
might never have been. This
is described in detail in Clear

Horizons of June, 1940, pages
46-47.

I have seen it work in the
Camps Farthest Out this spring
when, on June 30, 1940, we
broadcast love toward Mussolini
on the last night at Glendora.
We had finished the broadcast,
and I had started speaking when
suddenly I stopped, and said, “For
some reason I can say no more.
It seems the time for talking has
ended this night, and the time has
come for us to listen to the Voice
of God.” Then after a pause I
said, “A vision comes to me of
Mussolini standing in his custom-
ary pose, head back, chest out;
but now something is happening.
I see him slowly bend his head
forward; he is bowing lower and
lower, until I see him kneel, and
slowly put his head clear down
until his forehead touches the
ground.”

When I returned to Los
Angeles, I received a letter con-
taining a clipping from a New
York newspaper with these words,
“Little Brown Company reports
that a copy of Glenn Clark’s book,
‘The Soul’s Sincere Desire’ was
ordered by Premier Mussolini,
who sent his personal check.”

I do not counsel anyone to
lie down before evil, fold up, give
in to it, surrender to it—either in
the form of Hitler or in any other
form. I do not believe in appease-
ment or compromise of any sort.
I believe in using the most power-
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ful weapons of resistance which the
universe can furnish, and using
them to the full capacity of one’s
powers.

Unless one has been trained
consciously to the point where he
believes — nay, knows—that Love
is the most powerful force in the
universe, it would be quite use-
less for me to counsel him to ex-
change bombs and machine guns
for Love. We would all admit,
I am sure, that it would be folly
for every soldier to start off as
a pilot of an airplane before he
had been trained in the conscious-
ness and technique of flying. I,
who know from experience that
Love and Prayer are more power-
ful than bombs and airplanes, also
know that it would be folly for
a man to expose his loved ones
to the attacks of the enemy, who
was not trained in consciousness
to the point where he believes—
nay, knows—that ILove is the
strongest force in the universe,
and who is not trained in the art
and technique of prayer. It is not
for me to say that a man should
not take up arms and fight if his

conscience says that he should do
so. It is not for me to say that
a nation is entirely sold out to
Satan if it turns itself into an
armed camp. It is only for me to
bear witness with the utmost
power which I possess, to that
which I have actually seen with
my own eyes and experienced in
my own soul. And that witness
bears positive and, for me, con-
vincing evidence that the most
powerful and irresistible weapons
are the weapons of Prayer and
Love.

One good feature about this
way of fighting I am advocatir}g
is this: when you win, you win
permanently, and you will never
experience what the allies expe-
rienced after their ‘“victory” of
Versailles. And what is still more
important, even when you lose,
you still win; as witness Stephen
overcoming Saul of Tarsus at the
price of his own death, and Jesus
overcoming the world at the price
of the cross. So while the nation
is arming itself to kill, let us help
the nation and the world by arm-
ing ourselves to Love and Pray.

starve.

While some of us cannot love our “enemies” let us at least
train ourselves to love unfortunate peoples that have fought and
been vanquished by our “enemies,” and the most evident and prac-
tical way to express that love will be by feeding them before they

Speed the Food Ships

Muriel Lester

A commonsense sort of war
work awaits all women. It needs
no training, only imagination. It
can be done in one’s spare time or
can fill 16 hours of one’s day.

This work is nothing less than
the feeding of Europe. Numerous
difficulties and obstacles immedi-
ately leap to one’s mind. But we
are accustomed to difficulties and
obstacles. We have learned
throughout the ages how to cir-
cumvent them, by passion and by
pity.

Send shipload after shipload of
your surplus food to Europe. Dis-
tribute it yourselves.

Grow even more food to load up
this sort of Armada—American
1940 style. It will be a new sort
of invasion, an entering wedge
into the old-fashioned unscientific
surgery of Europe. Perhaps it
will prove to be a new page of
history written in gold letters for
all the world to read, America’s
impact on Europe’s body politic.

Let us examine the obvious
snags: First, Perhaps Britain
won’t let the ships get past its
blockade of continental Europe.
Second, Perhaps Hitler won't let
the ships get past his submarine
blockade of Britain.

Only in so far as the leaders
of both countries depend on stary-

ing out women and children can
they object to this action of the
U. S. A. The vast mass of the
common people of Europe, British
and continental, will hail it as sub-
lime common sense. After all, it
will only be supplementing the
resolution put forward a few
months ago at Westminster by the
Bishop of Birmingham before the
House of Convocation, that “We
should feed our enemies.” None
of the high ecclesiastics present
could support this plea. Sorrow-
fully, though sincerely, they point-
ed out that Britain’s national policy
made it impossible. Then they
waited for the Bishop’s reply to
their regretful speeches. But he
had nothing to say, except that it
wasn’t he who originated the idea.

Numerous Britons agree with
the Bishop rather than with the
starvation method. They remem-
ber the last blockade in 1918 and
1919; long after the Armistice and
long after the Peace Treaty was
signed, children were to be seen
in the parks and streets of Ger-
man cities, children whose bones
bent if you put even a little pres-
sure upon them, children whose
bodies were described as “flimsy.”

The British don’t want Dutch
or German, Belgian or French
children to get like that.
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Nor do German people want
British children to get like that.

Americans, who are free to act
and speak, don’t want any chil-
dren anywhere to get like that.

God doesn’t want any children
to get like that (e.g. the “Inas-
much” parable).

If Hitler refuses to call off his
U-boats from the food ships which
convey their precious cargoes to
the rest of Europe, what’s to hap-
pen? Must the will of God be
ignored if the War Office objects
to its fulfillment?

It may be that the British gov-
ernment would welcome the whole
conception as an honorable way
out of a situation which may ruin
both protagonists. But even in
that case they would have to take
a firm stand against the project
at first. They would probably
complain that the U. S. A. was in-
terfering in European affairs, that
you were being naive, sentimental,
idealistic, meddling with mercy in-
stead of munitions.

It may be, on the other hand,
that the War Office would con-
sider the plan tragically miscon-
ceived. They might implore you
to desist, point out that it would
be a stab in the back, actually as
mortal as Mussolini’s. They may
use all the psychological methods
known to government to rebuff

you, to impugn your motives, your
good faith.

To the military mind, both Brit-
ish and American, it may look like
treachery. But most human be-
ings don’t possess the military
mind. Ordinary people look at
things differently. This often
creates awkward situations for the
ordinary person. It may also
create an awkward situation for
the militarists. In this situation
the War Office may feel so sincere
a dread of the scheme that they
have to inform the U. S. A. that
they must keep the food ships
outside Europe, by force if neces-
sary; that they must sink any
ship that defies the blockade. They
would be within their rights if
they did this. In which case the
U.S.A. would send ships regard-
less, for they would be manned
by Americans, millions of whom
would gladly risk death in the ef-
fort to save life. This would intro-
duce a new technique for the set-
tling of international problems.

Seeing that it is the common in-
stinct to feed the hungry, no po-
litical or military situation is likely
to be able to hold back for long
the great stream of generosity
once it has burst its way through
the obstructions that have so long
impeded its life-bringing flow.
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The Shadow of the Four Horseren

Glenn Clark

After the war comes Famine.

And after the Famine comes
Pestilence.

Pestilence doesn’t stop with na-
tional boundary lines. Pestilence
is stopped neither by rivers nor
by oceans. In the last World War
those millions who died in battle
were only a handful compared with
the tens of millions who died by
famine and pestilence.

Upon unquestionable authority
we are informed that at least a
million people in Europe will die
of starvation before Christmas no
matter what we do. Unless the
United States sends food, this mil-
lion will be multiplied into six or
seven million before the winter is
over.

The estimated surplus in United
States granaries is 500,000,000
bushels of corn and 300,000,000
bushels of wheat. Our annual
surplus will support 13,000,000
Europeans for a year, our ac-
cumulated surplus will support at
least 30,000,000.

The starving nations are willing
to pay for the food. Belgium, Hol-
land, Denmark, Norway and Po-
land have the resources with
which to buy their imports over
the winter if they could get
through the blockade and their
own domestic supplies were not

interfered with by the Germans.
There need be no call upon our
Government for public charity.
But even if they could not pay, is
there any better use we could make
of our own unused stores of
grain?

The question remains, Can we
get the food to the nations that
need it without benefiting Ger-
many ?

We are told by Herbert Hoover
that when he fed Belgium during
the war of 1914-1918, the Ger-
man government was required to
guarantee that none of the imports
or domestic supplies of the occupied
countries should be taken by them,
and they strictly obeyed the regu-
lations, even though their own
starvation was one of the chief
reasons they lost the war.

If the Germans should break
this guarantee the supply could
immediately be shut off.

The only benefit that might
possibly come to the Germans, ac-
cording to Herbert Hoover, is that
there is always the danger that
starving people will riot before
they die and that there might de-
velop contagious disease which
might spread through Germany.
As far as food supplies prevent
these two things, it would benefit
Germany. But who would wish

63



64 CLEAR HORIZONS

that ten million innocent Belgian
and Norwegian women and chil-
dren should die in order to make
the Germans suffer?

“We met exactly the same ob-
structions when we organized the
relief in 1914,” writes Herbert
Hoover, “and had we not persisted
five to seven million people would
have died. In the end the Allied
cause was done no harm,—in fact,
the Allies were very proud of it.”

Is it not time for America to
come to the aid of the world in
this hour? We, too, may see the
time when we shall “be proud of
it.”

The food shortage affects the
children the worst. They must
have fats and milk or they become
stunted or die wholesale. There
are about ten million children un-
der 14 years of age in these areas.

This is something that should
appeal especially to all the women
of the land. Muriel Lester is try-
ing to arouse the women of
America to get behind the move-
ment.

Let us talk it up.

Let us lift it up.

Let us pray it up.

Speed the food ships!
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