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lo, Dante, Petrarch, and Coventry
Patmore. It was always a nursery
of mystics, but the emphasis was
on making one’s life an organ of
love and service rather than strain-
ing after ecstasies.

The greatest explorer of all
time, Christopher Columbus, was
a Tertiary and so was Galileo. The
list of martyrs is an extraordinary
one, with St. Joan of Arc at the
top of the list. This movement
profoundly affected every walk
and department of life, but above
everything else, it sanctified the
home and it produced lives of
beauty in a dark world. It gave
reality—the reality of experience
—to religion and it restored joy
and radiance to a world that had
largely lost them.

One of the most important as-
pects of this Third Order was its
attempt to follow Christ as a band
of “peace-makers.” It brought a
new Truce of God to a world for-
ever at war. They had caught the
spirit which Francis showed to
the Soldan as Housman has put
it in his Little Plays. “I would
show the Christ, Soldan. Or if by
name thou know Him not, then by
His other name, which is Love,
wherein also dwell Joy and
Peace.”

Hardly less important was the
cultivation of the group spirit by
this Third Order. It formed a vital
movement among artisans and
working men, which developed in-

to one of the powerful forces that
finally led to the disintegration of
the feudal system.

There is a charming legend in
the Little Flowers which catches
the beauty of this group spirit,
and which shows how the invisible
bonds of brotherhood bound to-
gether members, separated most
widely by station, into one spirit
of fellowship. The story says that
once St. Louis, clad as a poor
pilgrim, knocked at the door of a
Franciscan convent, and asked for
Brother Giles. A hint from the
keeper of the convent, or, as other
accounts say, a Divine revelation,
gave Giles the secret that his visi-
tor was no less than the King of
France. Giles ran to meet his
guest. They embraced and knelt
together in perfect silence. Then,
without having broken the silence,
Louis arose from his knees and
went on his journey. When Giles
came back to his cell, all the
brothers reproached him for not
having said anything to his royal
visitor. With fine simplicity Giles
answered: “I read his heart, and
he read mine.”

Such, then, or something like it,
was the Third Order of St. Fran-
cis. I have hoped that the Wider
Quaker Fellowship might in our
time form a cell of life and love
and spiritual power within the re-
ligious bodies to which the mem-
bers belong, and might become a
growing brotherhood of vitalized
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persons, dedicated to the Kingdom
of God on earth—a Kingdom of
truth and love. I should like to
revive first of all that “perfect
joy,” which is described in the
finest of the Little Flowers in an
account of a journey of Francis
and Brother Leo to St. Mary of
the Angels.

“When we come to St. Mary of
the Angels, all soaked as we are
with rain and numbed with cold
and besmeared with mud and tor-
mented with hunger, and the por-
ter comes in anger and says, “Who
are ye? and we say, ‘We are two
of your brethren,” and he says
‘Ye be no true men; nay, ye be
two rogues that gad about de-
ceiving the world and robbing the
alms of the poor; get ye gone,
and thereat he shuts the door, and
makes us stand without in the
snow and the rain, cold and hun-
gered, till nightfall; if there with-
al we patiently endure such wrong
and such cruelty, without being
disquieted, and with patience and
charity—Oh, Brother Leo, write
that herein is perfect joy! Above
all graces and gifts that Christ
giveth to His beloved, is the grace
and gift willing for His Love to
endure pains and insults and shame
and want; and, therefore, saith
the apostle, I would not that I
should glory save in the cross of
our Lord Jesus Christ.”

I should hope that our Fellow-
ship, like the Third Order, would

nurse and cultivate a practical
mystical life, envisage a group of
persons who believe in a direct
and immediate relation between
the human soul and God, who are
eager to practice the presence of
God in silent communion, but who
are not less eager to practice the
way of love and gentle forces of
the Spirit for making a new world
order.

The French translate the third
Beatitude: Blessed are les debon-
aires, blessed are the courteous,
the gentle, the considerate, the
magnanimous, the debonair. That
would certainly include the Fran-
ciscans, and I hope our Wider
Quaker Fellowship. Francis re-
stored joy to religion. He prayed
out of sheer joy. “Always,” he
enjoined, “show a shining face,

-shining with holy joy.” “O Lord

my Saviour,” he prayed at Al-
verna, “I ask two favors before
I die. Let me feel in my soul, in
my body even, all the bitter pains,
which Thou hast felt. And in my
heart let me feel that immeasurable
love which made Thee endure
such sufferings for us, poor sin-
ners.” Love and suffering, joy and
radiance may well be the charac-
teristic mark of our Third Order,
the Wider Quaker Fellowship.
And we shall, I hope, be peace-
makers and bringers of a new
Truce of God in this era of hate
and desolation.
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among us. Spiritual volta
fellowship, each church

Come Unto Me

Beverley Githens

I h;.dla dlrea(;n I labored to fulfill—
. lovely dream. Through month
I cried to God for help, nof was I st?llof B
Enough to hear Him say, “Come unto Me.”
I would not hear. And so I tried alone
To keep it perfect, but the more I tried
The less it seemed the glory I had known.

Fears marred it, till I thought the dream had died.

Yet even when I heard, I would not trust—
Not even God Who gave the dreatns.uztnd SO
I did not give it to Him till a thrust
Of fear of loss far greater made me know
No sacrifice would be too great to hold
His Presence. In the watches of a night
Of silent, wordless pain not to be told
I gave my will to His at last. ’
Dawned finally on my weariness, i
And tenderly He lifted up my head
And all the Father’s constant Will to bless
Was poured as healing ointment. And instead
Of loss, He gave me in a joyful morn,
My dream renewed, “a dream of polished horn.”

According to Glenn Clark, “lightning never i
but always from below. The ﬁrsgt stregak of 11;;:11111(;; f:zorr:ﬂzsalf)?g;;
the sky, it is true, but it is a very thin, weak streak, merely a path-
finder. The name given to it by the scientists is the ‘leader.” Then u
this path, marked by the ‘leader, the great voltage of the eart}?
booms and crashes.” The power of a mew Pentecost is scattered
%ﬁr%a::ng }l:e l:ui(l:thu_ptin g.ach life, each cell, each
ou ristendom. It i
come together expectantly, with one accord, in onetpi;c: u;nzlasll:uifg
up the charge on earth. Then let us pray that God will send the Holy

Spirit to 1 iri : ;
reliiewal. ead the spiritual renaissance and thus bring about man's

—Rev. C. Victor Brown, Chaplain o
Vassar College, from the Bacca!aureati

address at the Chicago Theological
Seminary.

( The call of St. Francis.

An Experience in Guidance
in the Life of Francis of Assisi

Johannes Jorgensen

LL who have lived in Italy
A and have participated in

the spiritual life of the
people can tell by experience of
the singularly impressive power
of the early divine services. Out
of the morning’s darkness, which
perhaps is lessened by the light
of the setting half-moon, or by
that of a solitary great star, shin-
ing far away over the mountains,
one walks into the church, where
the lights cast their ruddy glow
over the altar table and the priest
in his bright vestments stands at
the foot of the altar steps, makes
the full sign of the Cross and
solemnly with a low voice begins
the prayers of the mass with
David’s wonderful forty-second
Psalm. And while the altar bell
rings over and over again there
is raised high over the bowed
heads of the kneeling congrega-
tion the white Host, the shining
Chalice. In such moments one is
lifted on mighty wings above one-
self, and one’s misery and faith
make themselves felt, one cares
to hope, one desires to love God
always, to do His will and serve

Him only, and never more to bow
down to false gods.

On such a morning in the little
chapel of Portuincula one day in
February 1209, Francis heard the
passage in the gospel, which
seemed to him a new and clearer
message from the Lord, and which
therefore remained effective for
the rest of his life. “At the time
Jesus said to his disciples. And
going, preach, saying: The king-
dom of heaven is at hand. Heal
the sick, raise the dead, cleanse
the lepers, cast out devils: freely
have you received, freely give. Do
not possess gold, nor silver, nor
money, in your purses: nor scrip
for your journey, nor two coats,
nor shoes, nor a staff; for the
laborer is worthy of his meat. And
into whatsoever city or town you
shall enter, inquire who in it is
worthy, and there abide till you
go thence. And when you come
into the house, salute it, saying:
Peace be to this house. And if
that house be worthy, your peace
will come upon it; but if it not be
worthy, your peace shall return
to you.”

From St. Francis of Assisi, by Johannes Jorgensen. Publisher, Longmans,

Green & Co., 1913. London.
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Francis regarded the mere read-
ing of the gospel of the day as a
divine revelation. We read in his
Testament: “The Highest One,
Himself revealed to me that I
should live in accordance with the
holy gospel.”” And again, “The
Lord revealed to me a salutation
that we were to say: The Lord
will give thee peace.”

“This is what I want, this is
what I, with all my soul, want to
follow in my life!” As if in a
vision he had understood what the
Lord asked of those who aspire
to be His disciples, who would
belong to Him completely, who
would sacrifice themselves for
Him and serve Him alone—that
they were to go out into the world,
rejoicing in spirit, bearing the old,
serious, joyful message, “Be you

converted, for the Kingdom of
Heaven is near!”

Francis the church builder and
hermit was now to become the
apostle and evangelist—the an-
nouncer of the gospel of conver-
sion and peace. He had scarcely
left the church before he took off
his shoes, threw away his staff,
cast off his outer garment, which

. he wore against the cold. In place

of his belt he tied a rope around
his waist, and clothed in a long
brown-grey blouse of the kind that
peasants of the region wore, with
a hood attached to go over his
head he was prepared to wander
through the world on his naked
feet, as the Apostles had gone, and
bring it his Master’s peace, if they
wished to receive it.

Consider the Lilies
Anita Bearnes McCall

Consider ye the lilies, how they grow.

Life presses forth each tender part to swell,

To search and drink but not to feel or know
The purpose moulding teeming cell on cell.

In darkness first its thirsty threadlets spread,
Then stem, leaf, perfect bud outstrip earth’s night,
As climbing through the clinging mold that fed,
Its being urges upward to the light,

Forgetting earth’s dark prison whence it sprung,
Transmuting dew, earth elements and air

To fragrance on the passing breezes flung

Like incense symbolizing praise and prayer.

Ye typify, O lilies of the field,

Faith justified, the Father’s love revealed.

( To achieve peace we should practice it every day.

The Well-Spring of Peace

Starr Daily

OD is peace, and a peace-
G maker is a son of God.

One who makes peace
does more than keep the peace.
He has peace. He is peace. He is
one who has possessed the gift of
Christ: “Peace I leave with you;
my peace I give unto you” A
peacemaker gives peace to others
by what he is and not by what he
says. If there be a hundred gath-
ered, and none be a peacemaker,
there will be no peace. Only a
nervous, futile discussion of that
which none possesses. If there be
one peacemaker present peace will
be established, though he says
nothing at all.

We shall be helped enormously,
our homes and environment will
be helped, our community, state,
nation, and world will be helped,
if we devote ourselves to the cul-
tivation of peace within our own
hearts. If we seek to possess peace
and to become a peacemaker, a
son of God, our gift of peace will
be multiplied by as many as we
meet and as they in turn meet.
One man with peace in his heart
multiplies as rapidly as the cells
in his body.

We should breathe in the very
peace of God until it has become
as much a part of us as the air
we breathe. We should give the
tongue a holiday, a much needed
vacation, avoiding all gossip and
tale-bearing, arguments, contro-
versial and hypothetical questions.
We should not permit our wills
to clash against the wills of
others, an act which establishes
friction and not peace.

We should walk softly and
speak softly, turning away wrath
with gentleness. Deep within us is
a place of absolute calm; of un-
modified silence, unqualified peace.
Deep in the ocean is this place
of peace, which no typhoon can
disturb, which can be reached by
no raging storms on the surface,
and which remains unaltered
through all the turmoil of nature.
So it is with us. In our deepest
heart is a place where absolute
peace holds sway. This is the peace
of Christ. It is not of the world.
And nothing the world can do
will enter in to disturb this calm.

If in our practice and discipline
we find this deep inner peace, we
shall establish peace wherever we

From Well-Springs of Immortality, by Starr Daily. Macalester Park Publish-

ing Co. Fifty Cents.
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go; our influence will be that of
a peacemaker, a son of God, and
the turmoil, the unrest, and dis-
cord in others will melt away in
our presence. Into whatever con-
dition the experiences of life take
us, let us carry with us this at-
mosphere of peace.

The quality of immortal life is
peace, for nothing that is opposed
to peace can have immortal life.
Everything that is of the nature
of discord is death, and wherever
it touches it establishes death.
When we are in discord we are
suicides, homicides, patricides, in-
fanticides,—we slay as we walk,
we kill as we talk. In the sight of
God one crime differeth not from
another ; the well-aimed and dead-
ly bullet is no different from the
well-aimed and deadly thought of
discord. We are all guilty but God
is merciful. If we reaped outward-
ly what we have sown inwardly,
our secret infamies would con-
sign us to a realm of endless tor-
ment. A God of strict justice would
be unthinkable. Upon a God of
mercy and grace we must rest.

Let us train ourselves to enter
into our Center of Peace, where we
shall in the silence be exposed to
the Prince of Peace, who has the
power to forgive and forget faults.
Let us so arrange our affairs that
we may have three periods of
thirty minutes each for the prac-
tice of silence. Let one of the
periods be in the morning as early

as is convenient. Let one be
around mid-day, and let the third
be in the evening. If it is at all
possible a secluded place for this
practice should be secured, with
surroundings that will create the
peaceful effect. Spend a few mo-
ments quieting your body and
mind and emotions. Evoke peace
by the use of your imagination.
Think of a still lake, a restful
valley, anything that will woo
your consciousness into the mood
of harmony and serenity. Then
take that great statement that has
brought peace to countless mil-
lions throughout the centuries, “Be
still and know that I am God.”
Let your thoughts dwell quietly
upon the passage.

Distractions will come at first.
But do not be disturbed by them.
It is the motive in your heart that
is important, the cause that im-
pelled you to set up this altar of
peace and to sit yourself down be-
fore it.

Let the breaths you take be
thought of as peace. Let yourself
be prompted of God. Let the Holy
Spirit bring to your remembrance
certain passages of Scripture. Let
yourself respond to any prompting
for prayer, either silent or vocal.

Think of all the things in your
experience which symbolize peace.
Recall your reactions out of mem-
ory which were peaceful. Think
of the peace, the stillness of God,
and try to realize that you have
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inherited that peace; that you are
a peacemaker, a son of God, a
child upon whom the Creator has
stamped His image and at whose
center He has implanted the char-
acter of eternal life.

After you have become warm
in the glow of peace, turn your
attention to those whom you wish
to help, to heal. Identify them
with your peace. Draw unto you
their burdens, and let them be
transformed in the spirit of your
peace. Take, too, the world’s bur-
dens into your heart to be identi-
fied with your peace. Realize for
yourself and others that in peace
healing and renewal takes place.
With your peace identify the lead-
ers of the world. Be a peacemaker.

We should treat others at the
point where we have achieved
peace within ourselves. You might
question the efficacy of such
treatment ; but our files bear vivid
testimony to the efficacy of this
kind of treatment. If such treat-

ment is not efficacious, how is it
that a father, finding his own cen-
ter of peace, could identify his
son with it, and reverse the trend
of the boy’s life, which had been
toward anti-social conduct and
criminal behavior.

There are those who are natu-
rally endowed with the gift of
making peace. They move about
in an aura of quietude. When they
take a chair there seems imme-
diately to gather around them an
air of serenity, which is transmis-
sible to others. Peace is their pre-
dominant spiritual gift, and they
should especially cultivate it, spe-
cialize in its training and culture.

But whether or not we are so
gifted we too may pursue the
fruit of peace, and with persis-
tence in training make it one of
our strong spiritual talents. We
too may become a peacemaker,
who is a son of God, and who
therefore is immortal.

It is a beautiful and thrilling experience to belong to a group
where every member rushes to the assistance of others like red cor-

puscles bringing healing.

“My prayers seem to be more of an attitude than anything else.
I indulge in very little lip service, but ask the Great Creator silently,
daily, and often many times per day, to permit me to speak to Him
through the three great kingdoms of the world, which He created,
viz.: the animal, mineral, and vegetable kingdoms: their relations to
each other, to us; our relations to them and the Grea_t God who
made all of us. I ask Him daily and often momently to give me wis-
dom, understanding, and bodily strength to do His Will; hence I am

asking and receiving all the time.”

—George Washington Carver




The Action of God’s Love

J. Raymond Chittick

AVE you ever driven along

H near a factory and noticed

the dense black smoke ris-

ing from the huge smoke stacks?

Then, as you watch, with no warn-
ing, the smoke ceases.

The reason is a simple scientific
one. The black smoke is due to
waste fumes, noxious gases, escap-
ing into the air,

Then an electric current is run
through the process, and this
waste, with all its dirtiness and
oiliness, and with all its disagree-
able odors, instantly disappears.
The current of electricity has pre-

cipitated this waste product. That
which was a cause of discomfort
and danger to the public has been
precipitated into something of
value and of real use. It seems to
the layman a bit of magic, almost
a miracle. But to the chemist it
is just science.

And so the current of God’s
love, coming into contact with
man’s life, turns waste products,
unlovely characteristics, and noi-
some traits, into a beautiful, clear
residue of transparency and beauty,
of immense value to the Master
and service to mankind.
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WHY THE JAPANESE ARE FANATICS

In trying to explain the swift Japanese advance on Manila, Ameri-
can correspondents again and again refer to the “fanaticism” with
which the invaders pressed forward under murderous fire. Seemingly
in the eyes of the correspondents no ordinary troops should have
been expected to stand up to such punishment, but an attempt was
made to soften the humiliation of the American retreat by insisting
that General MacArthur’s men were not facing ordinary troops, but
fanatics. The same characterization has recurred in reports from
Malaya, Undoubtedly these reports are founded on fact. The Japanese
have been fighting like fanatics; they are fanatics. But what makes
the Japanese fanatics? And what are they fanatical about? The
answer is not far to seek. A major ingredient in their fanaticism
arises from the slights which they are convinced they have suffered
because of their color. They know that they have been regarded
with condescension, frequently with contempt, caused by the white
sense of racial superiority. The fact which gives the war in the
Pacific its peculiar ferocity is that there the Japanese, fired with a
feeling of racial outrage, faces the whites with a gun in his hand. His
strength is as the strength of ten, not because his heart is pure, but
because he is making up for years of what he has regarded as racial
insult. Before this phase of the world war is finished the West will
reap a bitter harvest for the racial snobbery which has marked the
attitude of too many whites in the East.

—An editorial from The Christian Century, Jan. 14, 1942.

( Striking examples of the way God guides the lives
of people who approach Him with simplicity.

A Scotsman’s Experz'emes

Alexander Irvine

r ll YHERE was romance in
roaming the streets by
night and doggedly search-

ing for work during the day; but

when a day’s rain soaked me and
hunger had reduced my energy to
exhaustion, the romance vanished.

I remembered that in our town

a young man became a soldier.

He could neither read nor write.

Five years later he returned. He

had been transformed. He could

read and write, he walked straight
and he shaved every day. I would
enlist.

I had one object in entering the
service. I never for a moment
lost sight of it. I wanted a school
and here it was.

I learned that fifty men were
drafted for the Mediterranean
fleet and that I was to be one of
them. Only one thing interested
me in this outlook: which of the
ships had the best library? The
flagship, I was told, had the best
library of any ship afloat. I prayed
that God would have me sent
there. God was the big man in
the skies who knew everybody.
My prayer was a sort of ex parte
bargain that if He would give me

the education which the big ship
would furnish I would give Him
all my life. My faith was child-
like, simple, and primitive. Some-
how I felt sure that my prayer
would be answered. When the
roll was called and our ship as-
signments made, I was detailed
for a gunboat which had no library
and few men. I was so amazed
that I had the courage—the cour-
age of desperation—to ask if there
wasn’t some mistake. I was threat-
ened with punishment for ques-
tioning the roll call. To my simple
mind the wheel of life had slipped
a cog—several cogs. I was in
despair, but consoled myself with
the thought that God was punish-
ing me for being too sure or for
something else I had done in my
ignorance.

The following day, after our
parade and inspection, the color
sergeant called my name. A mis-
take had been made, so he said,
and I was to join the flagship!

At the end of the first year I
occupied a niche in my little
world. We were constantly cruis-
ing around the Mediterranean. To
me it was a dream world. The

From A Fighting Parson, by Alexander Irvine, Little, Brown and Co. $3.00.
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histories of those countries on its
borders were full of romance. Be-
fore we entered a port I had made
myself acquainted with its history.
Half the crew looked to me for
information on the places we
visited. When we reached the
Piraeus I had special leave to visit
Athens. One night in Greek waters
I was doing duty for a comrade
on the upper deck—sentry duty.
A man in evening dress came from
the Admiral’s cabin and walked
back and forth with me for a half
hour. He seemed amazed that a
common marine should be ac-
quainted with Greek history. I
had been ashore and was going
again. He asked me if I had seen
the Palace, and I told him that the
ruins of the age of Pericles were
of more interest.

“You must see the Palace,” he
said. “I will give you a card which
will admit you.”

I didn’t look at it just then—it
was really a little scrap of paper
on which I supposed he had writ-
ten his name. When I politely
asked him his name, he said,
“George.” Next morning I dis-
covered that I had been talking
to a king.

Our commander was a seaman
of the old school. He loved sail
drill in rough weather. I think
I hear him now: “Stand by! Away
aloft! Bear out on the yard arm!”
The day when the order to bear
out on the yardarm was given,

the captain of the foretop lost his
nerve or his grip and dropped
dead on the deck at my feet. The
evolution was suspended. Next day
we began the same drill. When the
same order was given the new cap-
tain bungled somehow and fell to
the deck in the same manner. We
buried them together in old Fam-
agusta that afternoon. The next
day we went at the same evolu-
tion. The new captain was a
jovial chap named Hicks who was
one of the best seamen in the
Navy ; but when he went ashore he
forgot the name of his ship and
the number of his mess. Drink was
his master. He had been sober for
a long time and was again eligible
for promotion. He was made cap-
tain of the foretop, but the super-
stition of the sea gripped us all—
two men out, the third Aad to go.
But the new captain didn’t go. He
performed his stuff and came
down full of laughter. He was
probably the most popular man
on the ship. We all wanted to hug
him as he ascended the rigging
with the agility of a cat.

A few days later I got a side
light on his success. One of our
officers was entertaining a friend
from another ship. At tea the
visitor asked if we had a man on
board named Hicks. He was in-
formed we had.

“We were thirty miles out at
sea the other night when I saw a
light flashing on the dark clouds,”
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he said, “and I told our signalman
to take down the code. This is
what he gave me:

“*‘God, this is Billy Hicks. I
ain’t afraid of no bloomin’ man
nor devil. I ain’t afraid of no Davy
Jones’ bleedin’ locker, neither. I
don’t ask for no favors but just
one. This is it. When I strikes
the foretop tomorrow let me do it
with the guts of a man what is
clean; and God, dear God, from

( Why not form your own prayer cell?

this-ere day give me the feelin’
I used to have long ago when I
knelt at my mother’s knee and
said ‘Our Father. Good night,
dear God.””

Hicks had been a signalman,
and when the superstition of the
“third” man seized him he sought
help from the clouds. I kept track
of him for years. He became a
chief petty officer.

A Cell of Your Own

Allan A. Hunter

N HIS bathing suit he was
I[ sunning himself by the swim-
ming pool. So far it had been
the usual sort of weekend. They
had all been living down to the
conventional standards of their
set. He himself had been a con-
scientious materialist, drinking
hard liquor, dodging hard facts.
His reflexes had been the cus-
tomary ones. Then deep inside he
heard something that jerked him
to his senses:
“This is not a dress rehearsal,”
warned the voice. “This is life.”
That was only two or three
years ago. Jim is now a well-
articulated vertebra if not the

backbone of a small group aiming
to live the intentional life. They
meet once a week in a room rela-
tively free of disturbance. There,
for an hour, they aim as effective-
ly as they can to focus their at-
tention on what they call Reality.
Each person attending the ren-
dezvous agrees to fulfil this con-
dition: he must spend a definite
number of minutes every day cen-
tering his interest on what to him
is most alive, most important.
But the effort is not just “to look
in one direction.” It is also to
live in one way.

What way? The way that leads
from softness to awareness, from

From Pilgrim Highroad, January, 1942,
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greediness to generosity, from
putting on an act to being sincere,
from drifting around in the vicious
circle of cockiness, inertia, self-
indulgence, anxiety, malice, to
growth in the right direction. If
you could see my friend today
and visualize him as he was be-
fore he undertook this training,
you would have a better picture of
what is meant by “‘intentional liv-
ing.” He had been stepping on the
gas with little sense as to where
he was headed. Now he has con-
fidence. He is one-pointed. Ein-
stein tells us that perfection of
means along with confusion about
the goal is what characterizes our
age. Jim is no longer confused as
to what it’s all about. His life is
becoming more magnetized, like a
compass needle that in spite of
oscillations and distractions keeps
always seeking the magnetic pole,
no matter how invisible that cen-
ter of attraction may be. Situa-
tions that used to be dead now
spark with sudden interest and
meaning. All of life has taken on
new tone and life.

To one observer the dynamic
generated out of the friendships
made in a group of this sort sug-
gests a cyclotron. The purpose of
a cyclotron is to let incalculable
energy loose but to let it loose so
that something constructive can
happen. For example, one result
of thus shattering the atom and
unlocking amazing force may be

the curing of certain forms of
cancer. Similarly, a group of this
kind aims to have its outer shell
of greed and fear so smashed that
spiritual power shall be beneficial-
ly released. The other night a
sixteen-year-old member said, re-
garding the objective: “We are
here, we are given life, in order
to see God and understand Him
and work with Him. We can post-
pone, we can say manana. On the
other hand, we can start training
to do this right away. God is the
best friend we have. He is always
close to us. If we make a mistake
He says to us, ‘I forgive you this
second if only you turn toward
me and try once more!’”

The procedure this little train-
ing group follows may be sug-
gested. The first ten minutes, more
or less, they spend in the medita-
tion room of the church. The
lights are out. There is a cross
on the table. Here they sit as still
as possible trying to be “aware
of the Awareness that holds us,
the electric mystery that bom-
bards us all the time.” The steps
are something like this:

You sit with your spine erect;
you take a few deep breaths to
relax; you remind yourself why
you are here; you thank God you
have this privilege with these
friends of being open to His pres-
ence here. His presence which is
not to be taken for granted. Not
only is God away beyond any-
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thing we can imagine, but also
closer than anybody is to Himself.
The little bit of consciousness that
flits through your brain, com-
pared with the Supreme Conscious-
ness, is like a glow-worm’s light
beside the incomprehensibly pow-
erful radiation that occurs when
a star is being born. Moreover,
Presence is this compassion to
the nth degree, such as we glimpse
in Jesus, giving men work to do
that would make the world less
of a jungle and more of a home.
To get that major premise straight
and to keep it straight, far from
being impractical, is the most prac-
tical thing a young person or any-
body else can do. If you spend a
few minutes in a meditation room
doing that, you are certainly not
day dreaming or killing time.
Then you think a few seconds
of the 200,000,000 refugees, (one
and a half times the population
of the United States) who have
been uprooted from their accus-
tomed places on this planet. How
is it that you are overprivileged
while they have so little? Then
perhaps you look at the gold net-
work over the world which is
there to do something about it.
Philip Vernier is one knot in this
gold network. Muriel Lester is
another. Kagawa in Japan is help-
ing hold the net together. You,
too, can become a strong place, in-
stead of a vacuum, in this gold
network, which may even yet pre-

vent civilization, a tight rope
walker that has lost its balance,
from falling to complete destruc-
tion. You can join in the prayer
of the Chinese girl, who although
her family were machine-gunned
to death, can still pray: “Help us
to root out of our hearts all anger,
pride, hate, and fear, since these
are things that make wars.”

Then you face how little love
and understanding you yourself
are bringing to this task. Then
you remember again—but the ten
minutes are up. And now you go
to another room where you report
on how things went this week.
The group is dismissed with the
agreement that each will give spe-
cial attention to the trivial things
that are hindering me from mak-
ing the most of my privilege of
being aware of the nearness of the
presence of God.

Each member is supposed to
think of every other member at
least once a day, as living in the
light, life, and love about which
we speak so glibly in church.

The value of this teamwork?
It does open in the spirit of the
participants a little door called
reverence. Into a sense of holiness
you enter soon or late if you join
friends in a cell committed to in-
tentional living, fulfilling these
conditions  already mentioned.
Gradually you become sensitive to
the fact that in every person, not
just the members of the group,
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there is a flame of mystery which
it is no man’s business either by
exploitation or violence to put out.

If you train in a small group
you find that thing which every-
body today desperately craves,
and that is a glimpse of the goal
and the sense of being committed
to that goal. If you are disciplin-
ing yourself to become part of a
cyclotron aiming to release energy
in creative rather than cynical
ways, you have something worth
living for.

Most of all, the confidence that
comes from such companionship
increasingly tends to give coher-
ence within. The object of alle-
giance to which we more and
more try to give ourselves is a
Magnet. Until we become habitu-
ated to the presence of this Magnet
we are but rods of soft iron, the
molecules pointing every which

way. But if we persist and school
ourselves in association with others
to be consciously near the Magnet,
and open to its invisible influence,
we shall find increasingly that the
molecules making up our per-
sonality point consistently, even
as they were intended to point.

Why not start a group of your
own? Just get two or three or
more who feel the same way you
do. If you can locate a leader,
good. If not, go ahead anyway.
You don’t need a blue-print, you
wouldn’t follow it exactly if you
had one. The main thing is to
desire to climb toward the top.
And that means, if you are sin-
cere, the willingness to be roped
together. For “no man can be what
he ought to be unless he is help-
ing everybody else to become what
everybody else has it in him to
become.”

COMING EVENTS OF SPIRITUAL SIGNIFICANCE
WITH APPROXIMATE DATES

April 9-12, Conference at Kansas City, Missouri under the leadership of
Glenn Clark. Write Mary Blascho, 15th and Denver, Kansas City.

June or July. California Camp Farthest Out. Address Mrs. Jane G. Yoakum,
4840 Lee Ave., La Mesa, California for date and place.

Aug. 2-16. Middlewestern Camp Farthest Out, at Lake Koronis, Minnesota.
Address Mrs. Florence Glessner, 3444 Lyndale Ave., So., Minneapolis.

August 24-Sept. 3. Eastern Camp Farthest Out. Write Miss Elinor Horton,
P. O. Box 190, Greenwich, Conn., for place and exact dates.

Why Should Mortals Wonder?

VER the little town of
O Eastman, Ga., lay the dead
pall of fear and hatred
that comes over Southern towns
when everyone knows what is go-
ing to happen. In the town square,
hard-eyed, determined men came
together, waiting for darkness.
There was going to be a lynching.
The heat lay heavily on the
paved sidewalks, the trim houses
beside the highway. In a cell in
the county jail a young Negro
waited too. Eddie Lee Spivey, 28,
a sharecropper with a good repu-
tation, married, with two children,
had been arrested for rape the
night before. Up in his farming
community of Mt. Airy, a 65-
year-old white woman had been
attacked as she crossed a field to
her son’s house. Bloodhounds had
followed tracks from the scene of
the crime to a spot near Spivey’s
house.

The Negro prayed. The other
prisoners looked through the bar-
red window at the growing mob,
and told him to come look. Spivey
talked with his Lord and asked
Him to save him. He told the
Lord that he was going to tell the
truth; suddenly he was no longer
scared or worried, and lay back on
his bunk and slept. About dark
the boys woke him. He looked
through the bars at the scene
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swimming in the hot Southern twi-
light, a string of 100 cars drawn
up before the jail, 700 white men
circulating under the trees. Strong
in his faith, he lay down again
and slept. It was 10:15 when the
mob’s leaders, with keys taken
from the sheriff, unlocked the cell
door. Spivey knew they had come
to kill him. He held up his hands
and waited.

'Ha.lf a dozen men held him by
his arms and legs and dragged him
out to their car. It streaked over
the eight miles of road to the scene
of the crime, other cars following.
Out in the woods beside the field,
somebody built a bonfire. Some-
body asked Spivey if he had raped
Mrs. Peacock. He said he had not
seen her in five years. Somebody
asked Spivey if he knew where his
potato patch was, near there.
When Spivey said he did not, the
man said, “You're a G— d— liar”
and hit him on the head with the
butt of his pistol. The man swung
again, missed, hit a white man be-
side him.

Spivey sat on the ground. A
double plowline was fastened
around his neck. The blow had
deafened him; he could not hear
the questions. Somebody kicked
him in the back and on the head.
He was rolled over on his face
and his legs twisted. Blood was
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running into his nose and mouth
from the cut on his head. He
heard something about gasoline
and knew they were going to burn
him. He said he did not do it. He
said it again. Somebody yelled:
“How many want to kill him?
How many want to take him back
to jail "’ He heard the roar for his
death. He said, “Go ahead and
kill me but then keep looking for
the man who done it.”

The mob hesitated. The men
who were “lickered up” wanted to
get it over with. An hour passed
while the fire burned down. Some
piney-woods law-giver thought of
an answer. Two of the raped

women were there, Elzie and
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Early. So the crowd said for Elzie
and Early to decide.

This focusing of responsibility
troubled Elzie and Early. They
crossed the fields to ask their
mother what to do. She told them
to take the Negro back to jail and
let the law take its course. At
midnight, bruised but still un-
afraid, Spivey was back in his cell.
The boys in his cell said they had
figured there was a better chance
of seeing their mothers come back
from the grave than of ever seeing
him alive again.

For the first time, as far as any-
body could recollect, Judge Lynch
had been overruled.

--$2.50
Additional subscriptions be-
yond the three, each .......... .75

Macalester Park Publishing Co. St. Paul, Minn.

Enclosed please find $

HORIZONS for
issue, to the addresses below.

(Please print in pencil)
My N e

My Address ...

..., for which send CLEAR

years, beginning with the...............

Check Here
New Renewal

eeteesssssssEEEsEssssrieesssesEEsssseseeseestteesnttnnn

For theaccommodatlen of our readers, n.mmgements l;ave been made whereby
the books from which articles have been quoted may be obtained through the
Macalester Park Publishing Company, St. Paul, Minn.




WHAT OUR READERS TELL US

Your CLEAR HORIZONS magazines come nearer to answering
the two-thousand years old question: “Lord, what must I do to be
saved?” than any publication in existence today. Or such is my conviction.

Julia Chandler, Manager
Empire State Observatories, New York City

The October number of CLEAR HORIZONS is magnificent. 1
have gotten the greatest comfort out of it. I think the magazine as a
whole is getting better and better and is going to have a more and more
important place in our lives as conditions grow more difficult.

Otto T. Mallery, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

CLEAR HORIZONS is an amazingly effective answer to a long felt
need. I devour it hungrily each time a new issue arrives.

Louise E. Batchelor, Chicago, Illinois

A friend writes me: “I certainly am grateful for the fine reading
matter you've been sharing with me from time to time, but I'm especially
thankful for CLEAR HORIZONS. It crowns them all.”

Alice Nichol, Clearwater, Minnesota

Derek Neville’s “Simple Things” in the January 1942 CLEAR
HORIZONS is one of the most beautiful things I have ever read.

Louis L. Austin, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

I certainly cherish the many gems of thought and suggestive pro-
grams of action that are contained in CLEAR HORIZONS. Each volume
is extremely hel}:ful. Here is hoping that the Horizons ever widen and
its influence be felt among greater numbers.

Walter Scherbaum, Glenside, Pennsylvania




